Avendale seemed *very* quiet.

Annalinde could not remember when she had seen it so quiet. Great Liza, the
huge clock on the old Bell Tower had just struck the hour, and now as her
sonorous ringing tones died away the silence was almost deafening. Annalinde
wondered if she was the only girl back from hols yet. She was a few days
early, of course; but usually there was *someone* about.

Annalinde smiled at Great Liza. She seemed like an old friend. Annalinde
had been at Avendale since she was eleven. Now she was nearly seventeen and
wore the coveted prefects' badge and sash (she was a blonde, of course.
Brunettes don't wear sashes). She sat on the grass beneath a spreading oak
tree, her knees drawn up to her chest, just as she had sat when she was a
little girl. She knew it wasn't the most ladylike way for a nearly-grown-up
blonde to sit - but then there was no one to see her. Veronica would have
told her off in her indulgent-to-blondes Veronica-ish way, but even Veronica
didn't seem to be here yet. Avendale without Veronica. Imagine that! But not
for long, she was sure.

She looked up at dear Old Liza. She had chimed every hour and every
half-hour and every quarter-hour of the countless hours she had spent in
these precincts. The happy hours and the sad ones. The heart-wrenching
crushes on older brunettes. The desperate last-minute swotting for exams. The
terribly funny jokes - many of them seemed quite childish now, but they were
*still* very funny. The fearful minutes waiting outside a mistress's study
for punishment. The dreary times when she had long written punishments to
complete. The outings to the Cinema and the soda-fountain at Avendale town
some half-mile away (you could *just* hear Old Liza from there - she
remembered the time she and several other third-formers heard her and
realised they only had a quarter of an hour to get back before their exeat
expired. Far too late, of course. She remembered how they laughed and sang on
the way back, all the time their hearts sinking at the punishment to come. It
seemed like a fond memory now, though she'd never have predicted it at the
time.

She remembered the time Old Liza had started striking thirteen at midnight.
A clock expert had come in to examine the old girl and pronounced there was
absolutely nothing wrong with her. But she went on striking thirteen. Then
they discovered that Angela Myrtle - then an Upper Sixth prefect with her own
private room - had been shooting the bell with an air gun each night after
the twelfth stroke. Angela was gone now. There was a time when school without
Angela would have seemed as strange as school without Veronica. But now
Angela was at Milchford and already making a name for herself as a young
poetess.

Perhaps not too long from now, Annalinde would meet Angela at Milchford.
But that seemed a million miles away now. Old Liza chimed the quarter.
Avendale was the world. Surely there wasn't *really* another.
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From: Kadorienne <kadorian@xxxxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Fri Sep 3, 1999 3:28pm
Subject: First Day of School
  	
Veronica Bellemont straightened her tie with military precision and
meticulously pinned the prefect's badge to it. She swelled with pride as
she did it. She hadn't worn her badge or her uniform all summer, after
all. It felt good to be back in the grey skirt and white blouse, and as
for the badge, well, fifteen was rather young to be a prefect, so she
had every right to be proud of it.

She turned around in front of the mirror, examining her uniform
carefully for any flaws. That wouldn't do for the first day back at
school, especially for a prefect. A prefect had to set an example. The
other day when she had first arrived and was unpacking, she had looked
out her window and saw one of the prefects, a blonde named Annalinde,
sitting under the oak tree in a very sloppy fashion. She would have to
speak to her about it when she had a chance. Still, she was certain
Annalinde hadn't *meant* to be undecorous. That just wasn't in a
blonde's nature. But not always thinking about things *was* in a
blonde's nature, which was why brunettes had to remind them.

She straightened a very slight crookedness in the seams of her
stockings. She still had a little bit of trouble with them, not being
out of knee-length socks for very long. Having satisfied herself that
her uniform was in perfect order, she glanced around to make sure her
little room was also in order. Her books were lined up neatly on the
shelf, books by Baroness Orczy and Schiller and other authors of the
days of chivalry. Her comb and wooden hairbrush -- an implement put to
many uses -- were the only things on her dresser. Her desk was similarly
pristine, but she knew that wouldn't last; in a week it would be covered
with pages of notes and schoolbooks and pencils as she spent her
evenings "swotting", as the Altalians said. The prefect's cane was
propped in a corner where it would be seen by any girl who came in the
room, a reminder of Veronica's authority.

Finally Veronica set off for breakfast. As always, the first breakfast
of the year was noisy and exciting, as friends who hadn't seen each
other for months greeted each other with squeals of delight. Veronica
joined in, but never forgot that she was a prefect. When she noticed a
brunette teasing a blonde by taking her notebook away and holding it out
of the blonde's reach, she simply walked over and looked at the
brunette. The brunette returned it at once, saying sheepishly, "I was
only teasing her for a minute."

"Brunettes are supposed to protect blondes, not tease them," Veronica
reminded her firmly.

"Can't one do both?" the brunette asked with a grin.

Veronica thought for a second. "Find out. Every day this week, you're
going to carry this blonde's books for her." She walked away without
bothering to observe whether the brunette considered this a burden or a
blessing. Brunettes had to learn to be chivalrous to all blondes.

After breakfast, at the beginning of class, came inspection. The
mistresses didn't hold an inspection every morning, a fact for which
most girls were very grateful. But they held them on special days, such
as when grownup visitors were coming to the school, and sometimes for no
reason at all and with no warning, just to keep the girls on their toes.
Naturally there was one on the first day of school.

Miss Maitland, the headmistress, walked up and down the rows of girls,
stopping every now and then to peer at some detail of a nervous girl's
uniform. Miss Maitland, at length, stopped behind a brunette named
Claudia and stared at her for some time. Just when the girl was
beginning to tremble, Miss Maitland asked, "How old are you?"

"Sixteen, Miss." The girl was obviously petrified.

"Then you've been wearing stockings long enough to be able to get the
seams straight. Is this a good way to start a new year?"

"No, Miss."

"That's right. Fetch the paddle."

"Yes, Miss."

Part of the trial of being paddled was having to walk all the way to the
other end of the room to get the instrument and then carry it back with
all eyes on you. Claudia did this with her eyes fixed high on the wall,
not looking at anyone. She stood at the front of the room, holding the
paddle, until Miss Maitland at last went to her and took it. She
motioned for the girl to bend over her desk, lifted the grey pleated
skirt, and started paddling the girl over her slip -- petticoat, as the
Altalians said, Veronica reminded herself. Claudia took the paddling
bravely, Veronica noticed approvingly. Toward the end she began to make
little groans, causing Veronica to frown. That wasn't how a brunette
should take a paddling.

When she was finished with the brunette, Miss Maitland gestured to
another girl. "You, the blonde with the crooked tie." The blonde came to
the front promptly, her eyes downcast. "Bend over the desk."

"Yes, Miss."

Veronica's lips tightened a little as the blonde's maroon skirt was
raised. In general, she didn't think blondes' skirts should be raised.
After all, blonde modesty must be protected. But then, surely a
headmistress knew best. The first swat was delivered, and Veronica
winced almost as much as its recipient. It must be so difficult for a
delicate blonde to endure such a smack. The blonde didn't break
position, but she did wriggle a little, and she whimpered while holding
her lips pressed closed. Miss Maitland continued the paddling for long
after Veronica thought that the punishment was sufficient to a blonde.
At last the girl was permitted to stand and carry the paddle back to its
place, and then gingerly resume her seat.

Veronica listened attentively as Miss Maitland outlined the semester's
curriculum and set the first night's reading assignment. She and another
brunette distributed the textbooks, and then it was time for the next
class.

The mistress of the next class called roll, ordering each girl to stand
and say, "Here, Miss," when her name was called.Veronica watched this
closely; prefects need to know the girls at their school. The mistress
was almost finished calling roll when she said, "Miss Elspeth Elsvetta."

A very fair blonde, with flaxen hair and deep blue eyes and a shy smile,
stood up. "Here, Miss," she said in a rather soft voice, and sat back
down.

Veronica completely missed the rest of the roll call. She was to
paralyzed, unable to take her eyes off Miss Elspeth Elsvetta. She was a
new girl, had to be. If she had been at Avendale before, Veronica would
have noticed her. How could anyone not notice her? How could the others
look at other girls, or the mistress, or out the window and not at
Elspeth?

Elspeth had the longest lashes Veronica had ever seen. She would have
suspected the girl of wearing mascara, but her manner was too sweet and
docile and blonde to be so naughty. The grace with which she opened her
notebook and lifted her pencil hypnotized Veronica. The maroon gymslips
might have been designed especially for Elspeth, so well did they become
her.

When the mistress began talking about the class, Veronica wrenched part
of her attention away from Elspeth and forced herself to listen. But
Elspeth remained at the center of her mind. When the class was over, she
got up quickly, considering, with a pounding heart, whether she dared
offer to carry Elspeth's books. How could she be so bold? They hadn't
even been introduced. But then, she was a prefect. Before she could
gather courage to speak, Elspeth and another blonde were in the hall,
and headed in the opposite direction from Veronica's next class, to
which Veronica walked in a daze.

It was going to be an interesting year.
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From: School Girl <schoolgirl11@xxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Fri Sep 3, 1999 3:57pm
Subject: My New School
  	
It was a cold day as I arrived at my new school. I looked at the building
and sighed and stroked my long blonde hair.

“I hope this school is not fully of beastly boring girls,” I said to myself
snobbishly.

I stood at the gate and reflected that at my old school I was that school's
HeadGirl and the girls here better realise who they are dealing with.

Although I am not very tall I am little bundle of dynamite if someone lights
my fuse

“Hello” I called out.

Nobody was a round so I dumped my bags and set off to explore the grounds
and find the Headteacher office.

Gosh I think it is large school and I do not know anybody, were will I sleep
tonight. I feel a tear running down my cheek. I think about my sister still
at my old school, unfortunately she is a brunette poor kid.

I find my way into the school and start to look around. A prefect called
Miss Veronica Bellemont met me in the corridor and show me the way to the
heads study and finally to the dormitory.

I was a smaller than the prefect and she had dressed in the perfect manner.
I stood their in awe of her !!!!! …………………………..
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From: <AnnalindeC@xxx.xxx>
Date: Fri Sep 3, 1999 1:31pm
Subject: Re: My New School
  	
Annalinda Chelverton thought she ought to check the blondes' dormitory in
case any one had arrived. Goodness knows what they might get up to in a
nearly-empty school.

In the dormitory she saw a blonde - and a brunette!

"Hello, Annalinde" said the brunette. "Don't worry, I'm not invading your
Sacred Territory, just showing this little bunny where to rest her head."

"Bunny" was an Avendale term for a new girl; and this particular bunny
looked very new and slightly tearful.

The brunette was Veronica Bellemont. Annalinde was always a shade nervous
of Veronica. It was silly really - Annalinde was much the senior prefect at
nearly seventeen and Veronica only fifteen, but Veronica was considerably
taller than she and always so *immaculate* and - well - she was *so*
brunette. And - well - when she spoke to one about something one had done
wrong she was always right, so one just sort of accepted her as the senior,
even though she wasn't. Sometimes one felt as if Veronica was about to cane
one - which was absurd . . . wasn't it? Though she was always very sweet to
blondes.

Annalinde turned to the blonde bunny who was her province.

"Hello," she said "What is your name."

She didn't quite catch the girl's name. She was about to ask again when the
girl volunteered "I was head girl at my old school."

It sounded sort of plaintive, but defiant at the same time. "Poor girl,"
thought Annalinde "But I hope she isn't going to get too big for her patent
leather t-bars."

Annalinde put an arm round the nameless bunny. "I think you'll like it
here," she said - and then, patting her meaningfully on the bottom, "but
you'll have to behave yourself."

The bunny gave a rather curious smile - one that half made Annalinde want
to cuddle her and half made her wonder where she had packed her strap.

"Well, if you want anything, bunny, just ask me. Prefects are here to help
- as well as to render other services."

"Which reminds me," said Veronica to Annalinde, "There is something I
wanted to talk to you about. . ."

Annalinde had that Veronica Feeling again.
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From: <headmistress@xxxxxxxxx.xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx)>
Date: Fri Sep 3, 1954 6:50pm
Subject: Notice Board: Some Questions Answered
  	
Here are some questions that have been asked by pupils. I am putting them
on the notice board in case the answers may be useful to other girls

Please tell me how I address the other girls and the staff at my new school.

All mistresses are addressed as miss. All girls you may address by their
first names. Some prefects may expect you to call them "miss firstname" if
you see what I mean. That is not a rule, but if a prefect wants it, it
would be advisable to comply.

* * *

Do blondes and brunettes have separate dormitories at Avendale? Are they allowed
in each others' at all? Could a blonde report to a brunette prefect's room for
discipline?

Blondes and brunettes have separate dormitories. Normally they do not
enter the others' dormitory, but they might during the day on business (as
when Veronica escorted the new girl to hers). A blonde could certainly
report to a brunette prefect's room for punishment - or *vice versa*.

* * *

Is kissing against the rules at Avendale? And what about makeup.

There is no rule against kissing - after all, much affectionate kissing
takes place between the same sex. Blonde-brunette kissing is not against
any rule, but could raise eyebrows if it seemed too passionate!

Make up is actually encouraged in pupils over fourteen as part of being
well turned-out. It should not be excessive though.

* * *
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From: <arraf@xxx.xxx>
Date: Fri Sep 3, 1999 6:50pm
Subject: Ariadne Writes Home
  	
Avendale School for
Young Ladies

Avendale-in-Quirinelle

Quirinelle

Aristasia


September 4, 1954


Dearest Blonde Mummy,


Please send me my red woolen stockings from my bottom dresser drawer.
My feet have never been so cold! It has been raining every day since I
arrived at Avendale School, and my room, on the topmost storey of
Caerlinde Hall, is rather draughty. Before Lights Out, we may fill only
one hot water bottle, which does not last a long time, though it would
last a bit longer if the water were better than warm. The first night,
I screwed the cap on crosswise and so it leaked and I had wet feet all
night and if my cold wet feet hadnt kept me awake, the sniggers of my
room-mate whose name is Elspeth Elsvetta would have. Elspeth found my
predicament quite amusing, but in the morning she was kind enough to
show me how to screw the cap on properly so that the next night my feet
were not so quite so very cold although the mattress was still rather
damp from the first nights leak.


Elspeth knows everything even though she is also new here at Avendale
School and sometimes she seems almost as practical as a brunette. I
think she must have been at a boarding school before, for she knows all
sorts of tricks. She can tumble out of bed and be dressed to perfection
in five minutes including applying mascara while it is still almost
pitch dark (which it is at six in the morning) without putting out her
eyes! Mascara is not allowed at Avendale School but Elspeth's long
lashes are so very blonde that unless she does it looks as if she hasnt
any at at all so she keeps it in an empty dental powder can that is
supposed to be full. Of dental powder, I mean, but it really has three
tubes of mascara inside and no dental powder at all.


The brunettes here at Avendale School seem very well-bred and not at
all fresh like the ones at St. Yvyannes or at Miss Volpecula's Academy.
If a blonde comes into a common-room and there are any brunettes
already there, they spring to their feet and remain standing until the
blonde is seated. And they do not mutter at one another if only one
ends up carrying my books, tho' I try to give a book to each and as we
have four subjects in the morning I have four brunettes carrying my
books between classes and they chat amiably with one another the while
rather than squabbling over which one has got the heaviest book
(Aristasian History is the heaviest).


And speaking of Aristasian History, the History Mistress, Miss
Poindexter, has called on me three times already and each time I gave
the right answer. Today she asked me who was Empress during the reign
of Empress Celestia and a general gasp went up when I answered
correctly! I study ever so hard every night which, as you can see, pays
off handsomely in the classroom!


But Mummy, they are awfully strict here, even Prefects may give strokes
of the cane tho' they may not give more than three without special
approval of a Mistress. And the strictest of all are the blonde
Prefects, who may punish only blondes, whereas brunette Prefects may
punish any girl. Today I witnessed two punishments, one by a brunette
Prefect whose name is Veronica Bellemont who sounds like Scarlett
O'Hara in "Gone With The Wind" because she comes from a plantation or
something like in Georgia, Culveria. Veronica paddled a blonde for
having "sat in an unladylike fashion" on a divan whilst reading, even
though no one saw her except Veronica herself but the paddling was
rather a sham as one could see that Veronica pulled back her wrist at
the last instant to soften the blows. But after Seventh Period a
*blonde* Prefect named Annalinde paddled a blonde for popping her
chewing gum in the hallway (chewing gum during school hours is strictly
forbidden, so *popping* gum is worse), and Annalinde, tho' she is
slight, made that paddle cut the air with a low moan and the
gum-popping blonde had no doubt but that Annalinde meant every stroke
to count.


As you very well know I have never required anything stronger than the
back of a hairbrush which was bad enough so I am in terror of paddles,
switches, birches, straps and canes so every night just before Lights
Out, (whilst my hot water bottle is still warm), I read over the
Avendale School Rules and Regulations (and Penalties), which is
twenty-six pages long, with footnotes and a glossary on different kinds
of canes. If Miss Poindexter happens to get to the History of Canes, I
shall know all the answers!


Please send my red woolen stockings!


Daughterly Kisses from,


ARIADNE



8
	

From: <MissPrism@xxxxxxxxx.xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx)>
Date: Fri Sep 3, 1954 7:11pm
Subject: Words on Words from Miss Prism
  	
Oh, girls - adjusts spectacles - girls.

Yes - a few words about - well, about words. I shall be posting some
Linguistic Notes in the School Library which I should like you all to
study. But for the moment, a few words you may not be familiar with which
will help you to understand the way we talk here at Avendale - and in
Aristasia generally.

Culveria - that is the name of the Western Colonies of Aristasia. They
are self-governing and are divided into states New Quirinelle and New
Kadoria. Together they form the United States of Culveria. Then there are
the Southern States which form the Confederate States of Culveria. They
have their own president. I seem to remember that the first was Vivien E.
Lee. A very great stateswoman. Our charming - yes, very charming young
prefect Bellemont, V. comes from the Confederacy.

Altalia - well, that is us. I mean the Old World as opposed to Culveria.

Telluria - now that is another world altogether where there are said to
be strange creatures called men. Whether it actually exists is a matter for
conjecture, but some people think it does.

Bunnies - a rather silly term that Avendale girls use for new girls. One
stops being a bunny, apparently, after one's three weeks' probation - then,
I suppose one becomes a girl providing one is accepted. Very childish I am
sure; but then girls will be girls - or bunnies.

Now - a few words for you to remember *not* to use:

Student. Girls here are not students, they are pupils.

Headteacher - yes, Webster, K, I *am* looking at you. We have a
Headmistress here. Headteacher is dreadful Inclusive Language said to come
from Telluria - assuming it exists. In Aristasia there is nothing to
Include, thank goodness.

I think that will do for today. Not too much to remember. But I shall
expect you to remember it.
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From: Kadorienne <kadorian@xxxxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Fri Sep 3, 1999 7:54pm
Subject: Re: My New School
  	
"Really, Annalinde," Veronica was saying, "I know that the school was practically
deserted, otherwise I'd have gone out there and told you not to sit like that
right away."

"If it hadn't been deserted, I wouldn't have been sitting like that, Veronica,"
Annalinde replied. She carefully kept her tone meek; the words could easily have
been cheeky.

Veronica gave her the affectionate smile she reserved for blundering blondes. "I
didn't think so. But really, just because no one -- or almost no one -- is there
to see doesn't mean one shouldn't behave properly. For one thing, someone might
see you without your knowing it. I saw you sitting with your knees drawn up, even
though you thought no one was around." She paused, choosing her words. "But more
importantly, there is the matter of your own... inner blondeness. Being blonde --
or being brunette, for that matter -- isn't just a matter of being born so.
Blondeness -- and brunetteness -- must be cultivated. If you see yourself
behaving in an un-blonde way, or an un-ladylike way, then you won't truly believe
yourself to be blonde and a lady. And even if your behavior around others is all
right according to all the rules of etiquette, your manner will lose an
indefinable something, and everyone will notice that."

The bunny standing between the two prefects, one blonde and one brunette, was
almost shrinking before their eyes. To herself she was wondering how she was
going to get along in a school with prefects who could spin philosophies around
sitting properly when one was alone. Was she subject to punishment if she lacked
that "indefinable something"? And what could she do about it if she were?

"You're quite right, Veronica," Annalinde admitted. "I shall be more careful when
I'm alone -- or think I am."

And there it was. She had deferred to Veronica, her junior by two years, because
Veronica was always so very right.

Veronica turned to the bunny and inclined her head. "I'm leaving you in good
hands, fair one," she said in a bantering tone. To Annalinde she said, "Show the
bunny her warren, will you?"

When Veronica had left the sanctuary of the blonde dormitory, the bunny
whispered, "She must be ferocious."

"Yes...." said Annalinde. "To brunettes." She winked at the bunny. "Come on, I'll
help you unpack.".....
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From: <headmistress@xxxxxxxxx.xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx)>
Date: Sat Sep 4, 1999 6:29am
Subject: Some notes to players
  	
Dear members of Avendale,

This new project seems to be developing very well. I should like to take
a moment to address you "outside" the game (are we ever quite outside it?)
with some comments and advice on playing.

1. Player and non-player characters

Avendale is a large school with about 200 pupils. Most of these, of course
are what are called non-player characters. They may be referred to and
"moved" in the narratives of players - as Ariadne has demonstrated.
Sometimes members may "animate" non-player characters. These then become
player characters at least temporarily.

2. Care with player characters.

The narrative method is such that it is often necessary to describe another
player's character as taking some action. Where you are using other
player's characters in this way, it is important to do so with care. Do not
have them act out of character, and where possible, leave the story open so
that the player of the character may take it up and decide her own actions.
This also allows the narrative to develop in an exciting way with the
writer of the narrative waiting to see how her own storyline develops as it
is taken up by other players. Of course it is quite all right to have
player characters doing "background" actions which are natural to them.

If your character is represented by another player as doing or saying
something she would not do, feel free to "modify" the narrative, retelling
the story from your point of view. A character's description of her own
actions always supplants any one else's. Such "corrections" may be used
imaginatively to develop the story.

On this subject, may I say that I am *very* pleased with the way the
present players have been working with each other weaving an integrated
narrative. Good work, girls. All of you.

3. Game Time

This game is played more or less in what is called "real time". In other
words a game day corresponds to a real day. Of course, narrative may
sometimes be a bit flexible with time, but in general we should adhere to
this rule so every one is in the same time-dimension.

If you have any questions or ideas you wish to discuss with me, please do
not hesitate to write privately to me.

Dorothea Maitland
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From: <AnnalindeC@xxx.xxx>
Date: Sat Sep 4, 1999 4:22am
Subject: Re: My New School
  	
"There" said Annalinde to the new bunny, "are you starting to feel more at
home? Its only a funny little curtained-off cubicle in a big room full of
other girls, but it is quite cosy and you can put all your things here. Once
the other girls arrive, at least you'll never feel lonely, and I am sure you
will make some very nice friends.

"Now I must go to my room as I haven't started my own unpacking yet."

"Have you a room of your own?"

"Oh yes. I am a prefect. Well, actually I had another girl in last term,
but I haven't this term so far."

"My people are very well off," said the new girl. "I really don't see why I
shouldn't have a room."

Annalinde laughed. "Oh, don't you. Well, it's nothing to do with how well
off your people are. You are still only twelve and you sleep in the
dormitory. I did when I was your age - and quite a lot older."

"Well, it's not fair!"

"Lift up your gymslip at the back," said Annalinde. Puzzled, the girl
obeyed.

Annalinde delivered two sharp slaps to the back of the girl's legs.

"What was that for?" asked the girl.

"Would you prefer the cane?"

"N - no."

"The perhaps you would like to respond a little more properly to your
correction."

"Oh - thank you, Miss Prefect. Thank you for correcting me."

Annalinde laughed again. "You can call me Miss Annalinde. And what or* was
to save you from more serious trouble. If you start saying things like "It's
not fair" in that tome to the mistresses or some of the stricter prefects,
you will be punished in ways that make that little slap look very mild."

"It did sting, Miss Annalinde."

"Well, other things sting more. Oh, by the way, what *was* your name?"

The girl was about to answer when some one else entered. An extremely
attractive blonde who looked almost too old to be at school, though not at
all *daunting* like Veronica.

"Oh, hello." She said "I'm Ariadne and I've been looking for some one to
ask. I wonder if either of you junior girls could tell me. . . ."

"I'm not a junior girl," said Annalinde rather haughtily. I am a prefect.

"Oh *good*" said the nearly-grown-up looking girl, quite unaware of the
magnitude of her error. "Then I expect you'll know things."

"One or two things, yes." said Annalinde. The sarcasm seemed lost on this
Ariadne. She was making one feel about ten, and in front of the bunny, too.

"Well, can you tell me anything about hot water bottles?"

"They are rubber bottles you put hot water in," said Annalinde. It had been
meant as a reproof, but she realised she was just making herself sound like a
cheeky junior. She tried to redeem the situation. "You can get stone ones
two. You get them from the Store Room. The Domestic Bursar issues them.

"Oh, yes. I found that bit out. But I mean, how do you get them *hot*. Mine
was about as warm as a cup of Railway tea."

"Oh, yes. They can be a bit lukewarm. The thing to do is find the maid who
fills yours - they are always very junior ones - and have a word with her.
Don't forget to slip her a penny or two and it will be piping hot."

"A penny or two. Do you mean literally. I mean, would a half-crown do?"

"If you want to start a scandal or have the girl retiring on the riches. No
I mean a penny. Or two if you are feeling generous. They pick up a few
pennies that way and are very happy. It helps with various things."

The new girl made a mental note about the usefulness of bribing maids.

"Thank you *so* much," said Ariadne. Would you like a penny.

"Thank you, no," said Annalinde.

"Oh, I am sorry. Of course not. *You* are not a maid - I didn't mean to
imply that. How about half a crown?"

Annalinde was about to *pop*. "No really, I'd rather you didn't give me
anything. I am glad to help."

"What a sweet little girl," thought Ariadne as she went off to find a maid.
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From: Kadorienne <kadorian@xxxxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Sat Sep 4, 1999 11:52am
Subject: Veronica
  	
The weather unexpectedly cleared in the afternoon and almost everyone
was outside enjoying the relatively warm air. After all, it wouldn't be
too long before winter set in. Most of the brunettes went off to the
tennis courts or the playing field to engage in brunettish sports.
Veronica, however, being miles away from her beloved baseball (in summer
she played with a teen brunettes' team called the Peaches) and finding
cricket an unsatisfactory substitute, instead went to the courtyard
where most blondes were gathered to dispense a little Southern chivalry.

Veronica immediately spied Joan and Suzanne, a couple of Rough
Brunettes. To be sure, Rough Brunettes at Avendale were far better
behaved than Rough Brunettes elsewhere. Still, Rough Brunettes they
remained, always taking advantage of being stronger and -- not exactly
smarter -- but perhaps more mentally organized -- than blondes.

At this moment Joan and Suzanne were elbowing some blondes off a bench,
laughing at their squealed protests. The expressions of the blondes
proved that this was not a lighthearted flirting game. Veronica stopped
and watched. In a moment, Suzanne noticed her and poked Joan. The next
moment they were both dusting off the bench with their handkerchiefs and
gesturing the blondes to it in courtly fashion. Joan said, "We just
couldn't bear for your lovely maroon gymslips to get all dusty sitting
on that dirty bench. You blondes really must be more careful of your
clothes." Suzanne added, "Might we have the honor of occupying the grass
at the feet of you charming blondes?"

Veronica, grinning, walked on. As she drew near them, the Rough
Brunettes both stood straight and said, "Hello, Miss Veronica." Unlike
some of the prefects, Veronica did not always insist on being called
"Miss", but those brunettes who had run afoul of her generally did so
anyway. These two had vivid memories of Veronica from the previous
school year. By the end of last year, they had finally gotten into the
habit of rising when blondes entered the room or stood up. This wasn't
an Avendale rule, strictly speaking, but it was a custom, and one which
Veronica, naturally, upheld. Veronica took them to task over their
failure to rise for blondes many times. After each time, they felt like
standing whether there were blondes around or not.

Veronica stopped for one moment and looked at them. Both brunettes
swallowed, but tried to look confident. Veronica said at last, "I'm glad
to see y'all have learned more chivalrous behavior. I'm sure that will
make this school year more... comfortable for you." Letting them off
with this warning, she continued on.

She noticed that new bunny, the intimidated creature who had been Head
Girl at her old school, sitting by herself. She was a trifle annoyed
that Annalinde or someone hadn't set her up with some company -- new
girls needed a little help, with the exception of that older blonde
Ariadne, who was doing just fine -- but maybe Annalinde was too busy;
certainly prefects had enough to do. Still, *someone* should have
helped. Veronica could see that the bunny was trouble waiting to happen.
The girl was used to being important. If she didn't get some attention,
she would start causing trouble in order to get some.

Approaching her, Veronica realized she had forgotten the girl's name,
but she didn't want to say so and maybe make her feel slighted, so she
just said, "Hello there. How are you settling in?"

The girl looked a little nervous. Well, after all, Veronica was a
brunette and a prefect; the girl had every reason to be nervous of her.
She'd have to put the girl at ease. She sat down next to her.

"Just fine," the bunny answered almost inaudibly.

"So you were Head Girl before?"

The bunny straightened just a little. The memory was giving her some
strength. "I certainly was."

"Then maybe when you've learned the rules here and are old enough,
you'll be a prefect here. In the meantime, maybe you could help me."

That got a response. The little girl's face brightened. "How?"

"Well, you're used to authority. You see those Rough Brunettes over
there?" Joan and Suzanne were still sitting on the grass, talking to the
blondes. The blondes were beginning to thaw a little now that the
brunettes were behaving themselves.

The girl's eyes widened in fear. "Yes?" she whispered.

"Oh, they're not that rough. I wouldn't let them near you if they were.
But I need someone to keep an eye on them. I'm going to introduce you to
them, and then I want you to stay with that little group and watch how
the brunettes act. If they start pestering the blondes again, I need you
to go and find me or another brunette prefect to put a stop to it. Can I
count on you for that?"

"Yes."

"Good! That'll be a big help to me. Come on." Veronica stood and
extended a hand to help the bunny up. When they reached the little group
around the bench, Veronica introduced all of them to the bunny. Let them
ask her name when she left. "I thought y'all would be just the girls to
make this bunny feel welcome." She looked meaningly at Joan and Suzanne.
"I'm sure you will."

Joan waved a hand. "Sure, the more blondes the merrier. Is there any
more room on that bench for another blonde?"

The blondes scooted over until there was just space for one little
bunny, who promptly filled it, looking shy but relieved to be in some
company.

"Y'all look after her," Veronica ordered as she moved on.

Under the old oak tree was Ariadne, almost obscured from view by the
crowd of brunettes who found her more alluring than rackets or bats.
Ariadne had said that Veronica sounded like Scarlett O'Hara. Ariadne
resembled Scarlett in another way -- in her effect on members of the
opposite sex.

Suddenly Ariadne spied her through a slit in the wall of brunettes. "Oh
-- oh, Veronica! How are y'all?" At that Ariadne went into a fit of
giggles. Most of the brunettes laughed too, more at her high spirits
than because they thought it was funny.

Veronica didn't find it in the least funny -- she didn't go around
making fun of the way Altalians pronounced either "eyether" or said
"quite" all the time, after all -- but it didn't do to be rude to a
blonde, however irritating. So she smiled politely and said, "If you're
going to try to use foreign words, learn to use them correctly. 'Y'all'
is plural."

Ariadne's Cupid's bow lips parted slightly and her brows knit together
in concentration as Veronica spoke. She reminded the prefect of a small
child trying to follow a grownup conversation about mortgages or
politics or physics. The blonde deliberated for a moment before saying,
very earnestly, "Then shouldn't you have just said, 'Y'all *are*
plural'?"

This time the brunettes did laugh, and Ariadne laughed triumphantly with
them, clearly thinking she had corrected a prefect in the use of her own
land's language. Veronica was about to go when Ariadne called, "But
wait! Veronica! I wanted to see you!"

Veronica turned back and found all the brunettes looking daggers at her.
Some brunettes just lost their heads over the silliest blondes. Not that
Ariadne wasn't pretty and charming, but really, it was clear any
brunette would do for her. She wouldn't be one to save her first kiss
for the Right Brunette. "Yes, Ariadne? What is it?"

"I was wondering if you'd seen Elspeth. I've been looking for her all
afternoon, and...."

Whatever else Ariadne said was lost to Veronica. She felt her face going
very pale and the earth tilting under her. Keeping her composure
rigidly, she gasped out, "Elspeth who?"

"Elspeth Elsvetta. She's my roommate."

Veronica elbowed her way through the pack of brunettes to Ariadne's
side, oblivious to how they were all torn between respect for a prefect
and desire for a blonde. "Where is she?" Veronica asked.

"I don't know. That's what I was asking you."

"Oh. Would you like me to go find her for you?"

"Oh, would you? I asked all these brunettes" --Ariadne waved a hand at
the glowering group-- "but none of them would go. I guess you Southern
gentlebrunettes are more chivalrous!"

Veronica left in search of Elspeth in such a daze that she didn't even
notice how the sea of brunettes closed around Ariadne again as she
departed....
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From: Clare Maree <clare_maree@xxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Sat Sep 4, 1999 6:01pm
Subject: Carrie Zooms In
  	
Caroline Veleda-Binks left her cases lying on the steps of the Main Entrance
to Avendale, where the taxi-brunette had left them. She was too excited to
worry
about cases. She ran into the school and looked at the entrance hall. It was
ripping. All that oak panelling and those portraits and everything.

Carrie's brunette mother had had some sort of Financial Disaster and
Carrie
was taken away from her jolly public school and sent to the local Grammar.
She didn't *mind* the local grammar. It was quite jolly really. But she had
missed being at a *proper* school.

Then, a few months ago, during the holidays, it had all been sorted out -
the financial disaster - and Carrie was sent to Avendale - an even *better*
school than the one before the grammar.

Now she was here it looked like the toppingest school in the world. She
wasn't a bit nervous. In fact Carrie Binks was the sort of brunette who
hadn't a nervous bone in her body. She hailed a younger girl as if she had
been captain of her form for years.

"I say, can you tell me where the brunette dorms are?"

The blonde whom she addressed looked a little startled that such a
confident, bouncy older girl should not know that elementary thing. "Up
those
stairs," she said shyly.

"Jolly ho!" said Carrie and tore up the stairs like a tornado. The dorm
was
empty, so Carrie bounced on one or two beds and then decided to explore some
more of the school. She clattered down the stairs and zoomed along the
crowded corridor like a demon motorcyclist weaving her way through heavy
traffic. And then, as demon motorcyclists sometimes do, she collided with a
solid object.

The solid object was a tall, immacculate brunette prefect whom she later
came to know and respect as Veronica Bellemont. Veronica had intended to bar
Carrie's path, but Carrie did not notice until it was too late.

"Don't you know you're not supposed to run in the corridors?" asked
Veronica.

"Oh, no," said Carrie. "How could I know? I've only just arrived. Just
inspecting the old place, you know."

"At the speed you were moving, the 'old place' can have been no more than
a
blur. I think we had better discuss this further in my study. Come with me.
Name, girl?"

"Caroline Veleda-Binks at your service," she said with a flourish. Though
most people call me Carrie.

"Come with me, Veleda-Binks."
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From: Kadorienne <kadorian@xxxxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Sat Sep 4, 1999 11:49pm
Subject: Re: Carrie Zooms In
  	
Elspeth stopped on the outskirts of the pack of brunettes surrounding Ariadne.
"Ari?" she called.

"Elspeth? Oh, let her through."


Elspeth was a little nervous around all these brunettes, but walked through the
path they cleared to Ariadne's side. How could Ari be so composed while
surrounded by all these dashing brunettes, their eyes devouring her, their hands
no doubt always ready for a pinch? But Ariadne seemed perfectly at ease, Elspeth
noticed enviously. Part of being almost grown up, no doubt. At least the
brunettes didn't seem to be looking at *her*, Elspeth, as if she were a steak.
All eyes were glued on Ariadne. If a dozen brunettes were looking at Elspeth
that way, she'd faint on the spot.

Elspeth reached Ariadne's side and said, "Veronica said you were looking for
me."

"Did she? Isn't she a sweetheart?"

"Is she? I don't really know her."

"Didn't she walk you back here?"

"Yes. But after she said you were looking for me, she didn't say a word. She
seemed a bit cold to me."

"Odd. Well, Elspeth, I'd like you to meet Constance, and Nanette, and Leslie,
and...."


Veronica was back in the building, trying to clear her head. Ever since Ariadne
asked her to find Elspeth she had been in a trance. She had spoken to Elspeth
and walked beside her. She did hope she hadn't been too bold. Delicate blondes
were so easily frightened.

The sight of a dashing -- in both senses of the word -- young brunette running
through the halls brought Veronica back to her usual practical, in-control self.

Having put a halt to Carrie's attempts to break the sound barrier, Veronica led
her to her room. Veronica sat down at her desk. Carrie plopped down in the other
chair. Veronica raised her eyebrows. "Did I give you leave to sit down?" she
asked coldly.

Carrie stood up at once, but did not seemed daunted. "Oh, sorry, old chapette.
Is that one of the rules here? No sitting down without permission?"

"It's a good idea not to do anything without permission when you're in trouble.
Where did you go to school before, Veleda-Binks?"

"To a local grammar. And to a jolly public school before that, but it wasn't so
tip-top as this one. I love it already."

"Of course it wasn't. And I'm glad you love Avendale; I'm sure you'll love it
much more before you leave. But if you love it, you want to be a credit to it,
don't you?"

Veronica was in lecturing mode. Some of the girls preferred to get caught, if
they had to, by certain prefects who just smacked you or gave you lines withot
lecturing to you. But most prefects did lecture, and Veronica didn't think
training a girl to do or not do anything was pointless if she didn't know why.

"'Course I do. And I mean to be, too. I'll be on all the teams, and win prizes,
and all sorts of things."

"And obey school rules at all times."

"Of course. But I don't know the rules here yet, you know."

Veronica was a little annoyed at the "you know". One shouldn't address a prefect
so informally. But new girls always had to be trained. Veronica hadn't. She had
been born knowing just how everything was supposed to be.

"Wasn't running in the halls against the rules at your last school,
Veleda-Binks? And by the way, I think you ought to address me as 'Miss
Veronica'."

"Oh, very good. Miss Veronica. Yes, running was against the rules, but there
wasn't anyone in the building to run into."

"There was one person," Veronica pointed out. "Me."

"Oh -- yes." Carrie laughed. "Miss Veronica. Sorry about that."

"You will be." Veronica sat back a little in her chair and sighed. "Everyone
seems to think that just because most of the girls haven't arrived yet, that
makes the rules null and void. We have blondes sitting in all sorts of immodest
positions," --Carrie perked up at that pleasant prospect-- "brunettes running
through the halls, and I don't know what else." She leaned forward and looked
into Carrie's eyes. "Avendale is the best school in the Empire, with the
possible exception of Selastine. You are very privileged to be here. Part of the
reason Avendale is such a good school is that its students respect its rules
faithfully. Now, every girl is issued a copy of the regulation book, but really,
you knew better than to run. Come and bend over my desk."

Carrie did so at once with no fuss, Veronica noticed with approval. Carrie did
not, however, seem particularly upset at the prospect of being punished. Well,
no matter. If Carrie got in trouble regularly, Veronica and the other prefects
would have time to learn what sort of punishments really affected her.

Veronica lifted Carrie's blue skirt -- Carrie wasn't in uniform yet, of course.
Her petticoat she left in place. Not all prefects, or even all mistresses,
always respected the modesty regulations that forbad lifting the petticoat, but
Veronica, well, almost always did. She took her hairbrush, tapped Carrie's
derriere lightly, then pulled back her hand and delivered the first blow. Carrie
exhaled rather loudly, but made no other sound. Her face was set
matter-of-factly, as if she were waiting for a doctor to finish giving a shot.
Veronica smacked her with the brush several more times before pausing.

"How often am I going to see you running through the halls after this, girl?"
she demanded.

"Never, Miss Veronica," Carrie answered promptly. No snivelling, Veronica
noticed with approval. She delivered several more smacks before putting the
hairbrush down. Whatever other bad habits Carrie might have picked up at the
local grammar, she still knew how to take a thrashing. She stayed in position
until Veronica told her, "You may stand up. Good girl -- you took it like a
brunette."

Carrie straightened and put her skirt back in order, very self-possessed. "Thank
you, Miss Veronica." Veronica noticed that Carrie did not rub her sore derriere
as most girls did. Generally girls who didn't were show-offs, liked to pretend
that being punished didn't bother them. This one would either need a lot of
discipline or hardly any. She would bear close watching.

"Now go and join the cricket game and burn off some of that energy," Veronica
ordered. "Come to the window and I'll point out the field."

Carrie noted the general direction of the field, then studied the courtyard. "I
say, what's that? Miss Veronica."

Veronica followed her pointing finger to an absolute mob of brunettes and
chuckled. "Oh, that's Ariadne."

"Ariadne? She must be a capital blonde. Ah -- Miss Veronica."

"Oh, yes. If you like flirts."

Carrie stood on tiptoe and peered. "I say, Miss Veronica, I think there's two
blondes in the middle of that mob."

"Two?" Veronica moved over and craned her neck. Sure enough, next to Ariadne was
another golden head and maroon gymslip. The second blonde's back was turned, but
Veronica didn't have to see her face to recognize Elspeth Elsvetta's flaxen
hair.

Veronica stood as if turned to stone. Carrie abruptly whirled around and raced
for the door. Years of prefect training made Veronica automatically snap,
"Carrie!"

Carrie stopped on a dime. "Yes, Miss Veronica?"

"What did you just get paddled for?"

Carrie grinned. "For running in the halls, Miss Veronica. I shall walk to the
cricket field most sedately."

Turning back to the window, Veronica resumed gazing down at the flaxen hair
surrounded by other brunettes....
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From: <arraf@xxx.xxx>
Date: Sun Sep 5, 1999 1:43am
Subject: Re: The First Saturday Night
  	
Silvery peals of
blonde laughter reverberated off the tile walls of the bathroom in
Caerlinde Hall, rippled along the dim corridor of its topmost storey
and spilled down the stairwell where they could be heard in the
entryway. The new upper form blondes -- only new blondes were allocated
the least desirable rooms in Avendale School's most ancient dormitory
-- the new blondes were sharing their day's adventures with one another
as they prepared for their first Saturday night on the town, which
would be all the merrier because, after only two days of classes, they
had as yet accumulated no heavy assignments.


The bathroom itself was thick with steam, and the long, common mirror
over the washbasins opaque with condensation except where a few girls
had rubbed a round spot with their towels. But even such spots remained
clear enough for any close work only for a moment or two before
clouding over again, for tonight the water was actually hot and the
girls were making the most of it. Saturdays the engineering staff, in
anticipation of greater usage of an otherwise rigidly regulated
commodity, actually shovelled sufficient coal into the furnaces so that
one had to temper hot water with cold to avoid getting scalded in the
showers. On all other nights the hot alone produced nothing but tepid
water -- if one was lucky. If one was not .... well, one's shower
perforce would be curtailed.


A squat steam radiator at the end of the bathroom, its countless strata
of institutional paint so thick that the foundry markings had long
since become indecipherable, was too hot to touch, warning the girls
off with an irregular clangor and menacing hiss. (It was the only
radiator on the floor -- a neat technicality to allow Avendale School's
vaunting its 'modern central heating' in the adverts in the glossy
Sunday Supplement section of the Maryhill *Monitor*). Not that the
girls needed warning, as the radiator was all but inaccessible anyway:
a spindly clothes-drying rack of unfinished dowels supported by
scissored wooden legs at each end, stood before it, draped with a dozen
or so pairs of freshly washed nylon stockings, which, on this one night
of seven, had a slightly greater than even chance of drying before they
were needed, despite the room's swirling vapor.


The laughter redoubled as Ariadne, a bunny like the rest of the girls
in the bathroom, though older, recounted Veronica's sudden discomposure
that afternoon at the mere mention of Elspeth's name, a discomposure
apparent even to Ariadne, usually slow on the uptake, but in this case
spot on the mark.


"You should have seen her!" exclaimed Ariadne, pausing in the final
touches to her coiffure, one hand on her hip, to emphasize the point
with the comb she held in her other hand. "Her jaw drops so wide open
that she looks like a grouper," (lowers her head and imitates a
slack-jawed fish), "then she gasps and turns the color of suet pudding.
'Elspeth who?' she finally stammers, and even the brunettes standing
about could see her knees had turned to jelly.


"So I make my eyes big as saucers and say, 'Elspeth Elsvetta, my
roommate, of course, who'd you suppose, Queen Elspeth?' and, without so
much as another 'y'all behave, now,' Veronica staggers off as if she
had been conked on the bean with a croquet mallet!" Here Ariadne turned
to Elspeth herself, who was standing at the next washstand blushing
crimson, and tapped her significantly on the shoulder with the comb,
"La! That brunette's head over heels for you, don't you mistake it!
You've wrapped her round your little finger without even trying. She's
only fifteen, of course, but she's a prefect and uncommonly
good-looking. A bunny could do far worse after only the first week at
school."


It must be revealed that Elspeth, by now the colour of a boiled
lobster, had indeed been found by Veronica that afternoon, who took
advantage of the encounter haltingly to invite the blonde to the
Saturday night cinema in Avendale town. All the new blondes were going
of course, but so far, only Elspeth had been lucky enough to have a
brunette escort; the others (Ariadne included), were going as a group,
hoping to pair off with brunettes on the way into town. The *Rialto*
was showing a new import from Culveria, a Cinemascope film called
"Lucky Me," starring Doris Day and Roberta Montgomery, with Philomena
Silvers providing the comic relief. Special projectors and a new,
curved screen had just been installed; everyone was dying to see the
"3-D" effect of Cinemascope, which could up to then be found only at
first-run theaters in Maryhill, such as the *Odeon.*


"Shhh! Ariadne! You don't have to tell the whole *dormitory,* you know!
I only told Veronica I'd go with her because I couldn't bear hurting
her feelings. She looked too earnest and puppylike to be refused,"
responded Elspeth, in one of those confidential blonde whispers meant
to be a whisper only in concept, thus audible enough to the girls in
the bathroom above all the din of the water and the radiator.


"Well," continued Ariadne with an air of Great Knowledge and
Experience, you know how faithful puppies can be! This one will fetch
and carry for you, mark my word. You have made a conquest, I do not
doubt..."


Further discourse on the canine virtues of smitten brunettes was
curtailed by a squabble that had broken out between Nancy and Wendy, a
pair of sixteen year old twins who were unsuccessfully sharing the
latest Quirrie-style white-and-green plastic hair dryer, brought
brand-new from home and only now being put to the test, having been
plugged in to the bathroom's only power point on the wall between two
washbasins filled with soapy water in which two other girls were
washing out their stockings. The four were jockeying for position, the
two laundresses glaring balefully at both twins, who were oblivious to
being in anyone else's way but each other's. The whine of the twins was
uncannily the same timbre as the whine of the underpowered dryer which
was, at present, in Wendy's possession.


"I get it first! My hair's thicker than yours! Give it here!" shrilled
Nancy, making an abortive lunge for the little machine, which Wendy
jerked up high above her head and behind her, well out of Nancy's
reach.


"Our hair's exactly the same, you nit-wit. We're *twins,* remember? The
only difference is, you're too lazy to towel yours dry, so *I* don't
want to be late because of *your* laziness!" squeaked Wendy, holding
the dryer still higher up.


"Well, it was *my* idea to bring it in the first place," cried Nancy,
lunging again.


The sharp rapping of a coin edge on the mirror brought sudden silence
to the bathroom, save for the pitiful whine of the hair dryer, as all
heads turned in unison towards the door, to see none other than
Annalinde, the blonde prefect, standing there, immaculately
mackintoshed, white gloved and wearing her grey-ribboned straw boater
for her evening out -- and frowning portentously.


"Kindly switch that infernal thing off," said Analinde slowly, in
carefully measured tones, while looking up towards the ceiling as if
seeking divine forbearance. Wendy switched off the dryer, and as it
wound down, she slowly lowered it until it hung loosely from her hand.


Annalinde brought her eyes downwards and looked deliberately from girl
to girl before speaking again. As her gaze lit on Ariadne, her frown
momentarily tightened, then she continued looking down the line of
blondes at the washbasins, her eyes finally returning to Ariadne's.
Annalinde raised her eyebrows interrogatively and made a small sweeping
gesture before her with one hand, palm upwards.


The unspoken and clearly understood rule was the oldest girl present
was to render an explanation of a disturbance, and, if such explanation
was found wanting in any particular, she would be held fully
accountable. Even Ariadne, not adept at conceptualization, dimly
understood this. But alas! Ariadne's tongue "quite frequently" ran in
advance of her brain, for she said,


"Why, you're the sweet little Annalinde girl who told me not to give
the maids a half-crown, but only a penny, for filling my hot water
bottle! I have taken your advice, and given a penny to Betty, so my
feet shall be warm at last! But, la! You are certainly well-turned out
for the evening, but I'd use a bit less lipstick if I were you, it
doesn't quite suit you the way you have done it. Here, take this
tissue...."


"It's Ariadne, is that right?" interrupted Annalinde icily. If
Annalinde had been ready to *pop* this afternoon when Ariadne had
humiliated her before a half-a-dozen brunettes, she was now ready to
explode. Such insubordination was intolerable and needed to be
squelched directly or Annalinde's authority as a prefect would be
fatally and irredeemably undermined.


"Come here, Ariadne."


Ariadne smiled sweetly, and advanced towards the grim-faced younger
girl.


"Yes? Do you want me to show how to fix that lipstick?"


"You are right-handed, Ariadne?" Ariadne nodded, still smiling. "Hold
out your left hand, then, palm up."


Ariadne, thinking that Annalinde had some sort of little Avendale
School ritual in mind, readily complied, still not comprehending the
precise ritual Annalinde had in mind, but Ariadne's smile quickly
faded, her eyes grew wide and she drew in her breath with a gasp as she
saw Annalinde remove from her mackintosh pocket a small prefect's
switch of willow, with a delicate knot tied into its tip, which, when
uncurled, could not have been much more than twelve inches long.
Annalinde swished it side to side expertly with quick flicks of her
wrist. All eyes were riveted on the two blondes facing one another; the
whole bathroom held its breath.


While all were thus distracted, Nancy single-mindedly seized the moment
to make what she thought would be a discreet sideways grab for the hair
dryer still held by her sister, but she bobbled it. The dryer, switched
off but still plugged into the power point, seemed to leap from her
grip of its own accord and plunk with a hollow little splash and gurgle
into one of the washbasins adjacent, still filled with soapy water and
stockings. A loud hum could be heard in the bathroom for a moment or
two, then a loud "fizzzz-skutch;" blue sparks shot forth from the
wall, the lights dimmed, surged brighter than before, and went out. So
did the lights everywhere on the campus -- in all the dormitories,
along the pathways and drives and even in the Headhouse, where Miss
Maitland was just settling down with a new Agatha Christie thriller to
which she had been looking forward the whole week.


All Avendale School was plunged into darkness.
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From: <headmistress@xxxxxxxxx.xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx)>
Date: Sun Sep 5, 1999 5:26am
Subject: Noticeboard: Information on New Girls
  	
For those who have been puzzled, the new girl who has been slapped by
Annalinde and given responsibility by Veronica is Katie Webster.

Caroline Veleda-Binks is fourteen years old.

New girls, please remember to state your full name, age and sex. Aven
Annalinde, I notice, forgot to put her *full* name in her introduction,
though she did rectify it in her next message.

No order marks this time, but do be careful. girls.
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From: Elspeth Elsvetta <elsvetta@xxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Sun Sep 5, 1999 8:28am
Subject: Elspeth Blushes
  	
"But Ariadne, *really*" said Elspeth, "why did you have to say I was going
to the cinema with Veronica." Her normally fair, china-like complexion was
pink and she felt hot all over. Normally she never differed with any one out
loud, but she felt so embarrased that she *had* to say something.

"Well, I thought you were," said Ariadne calmly.

"But you even said *I* said I was."

"I was going to raise the subject, but I was sure you'd say you were
because every one else was saying so - well, they soon would have been."

"It's true that Veronica was walking with me, but that is only because you
had asked her to find me for you. She was terribly nice, but she is so
chivalrous. I am sure she is nice to all the blondes."

"But she didn't ask you to go to the cinema?"

"No - I kept thinking there was something she was *about* to say, but she
didn't say that."

"Well, there you are. She wanted to. So I was telling the truth entirely.
You should have accepted."

"But how could I . . . I mean . . ."

Ariadne was *impossible* sometimes.

Elspeth wandered into the grounds. She wanted to be alone. Wanted to
think. Oh, if only Ariadne hadn't reported her as calling Veronica
puppy-like. Suppose it got back to Veronica. Elspeth though Veronica
*anything* but puppy-like. She was so tall and neat and so every inch a
gentilmaid. One couldn't *blame* Ariadne. Fact and imagination seemed
indistinguishable to her sometimes. But, oh, it was so *embarrassing*.

And what if Veronica *had* acted rather strangely when Elspeth's name was
mentioned? Probably it was pure coincidence. Perhaps she felt ill, or was
thinking of something else.

Elspeth could not imagine that Veronica really thought seriously about
*her*. She knew herself to be attractive, but - but *really*. And she felt
so *young* she was younger than the other senior girls, although she didn't
look it. She was probably a *shade* older than Veronica, but she didn't feel
as if she was. Veronica was so - so *competent*.

It was the strangest feeling to think that Veronica might *really* feel
like that about her. But it was silly. Ariadne had been wrong about the
cinema, so she was probably wrong about the whole thing.

Elspeth checked her mascara in the little hand-glass that she kept with
her. She *did* look pretty. Her aunt had said so just before she went off to
school.

She tried to put the matter out of her mind. She didn't want to be one of
those *silly* blondes. She sat down, very decorously, on a little beneath a
tree, and started to read her little poetry book.

It was late summer. Autumn was just around the corner. But somehow it felt
like spring.
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From: School Girl <schoolgirl11@xxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Sun Sep 5, 1999 11:48am
Subject: Arrival and tour of the school
  	
I was gratefully to Veronica and her friend, whose name I did not know! For
helping me find my way to the dorm. I realised very quickly that they
wanted to be my friend because, firstly I was a blonde and secondly that I
was important because being a former HeadGirl at Greenland’s I would be
nearer if not at the top of the social standing in Avendale.

“Thank you What is you name, how do I address you?” as she passed me my
school uniform to hang up.

“My name is Annalinde,” said the other girl.

“And my name is Katie” I said

“They will need ironing,” said Veronica.

I asked, “What time is the Maid around to iron my clothes?”

I looked at the two prefects awaiting my answer; they just giggled and
stared at me.

A strict looking teacher came into the dorm

“Webster K”

“Yes Miss” I replied instantly

Se handed me note about school etiquette. I read the note, which informed me
that apparently I addressed the Headmistress as the Headteacher.

“Sorry Miss”

Her glare told me not to do it again. With that she left the dorm without
saying a word.

We carried on unpacking my clothes.

“What casual clothes am I allowed to wear?” I asked

I was at the present dressed in my school uniform.

As the one of the prefects was about leave she smacked my legs.

I made a mental note to inform the Headmistress’ and to tell her the kept on
calling me a Bunnie.

“Do you not realise who I am”.

Having finished unpacking I decided to check out the rest of the school and
the grounds.

I wrote a note home to my mother I signed it Katie, then crossed it out and
resigned it Katherine my real name, but I hate that name, I prefer Katie.

As I wandered around the school I realise what a magnificent building it was
and how lucky I was to be, in fact how lucky the other girls in this are to
have me as a school friend.

I stuck my small chest out and went off to investigate. After about an hour
I ended up in the Great Hall, I spotted a Grand Piano, I removed the cover
and started to play Greig's piano concerto No. 1.

I was playing when the prefect turned up....................
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From: <headmistress@xxxxxxxxx.xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx)>
Date: Sun Sep 5, 1999 2:46pm
Subject: Noticeboard: Avenbridge Town
  	
Information about Avenbridge - the nearest town to the school is now
available at

http://www.aristasia.com/avendale/avenbridge.html

We are hoping to have more information available on various things of
interest to Avendale pupils shortly

Dorothea Maitland
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From: <headmistress@xxxxxxxxx.xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx)>
Date: Sun Sep 5, 1999 4:53pm
Subject: School list
  	
Katie Webster has asked me for a list of girls and mistresses. There is no
official list as yet, as the game is still very new

Player-character pupils so far are:

Annalinde bl, 16, Veronica br 15, Ariadne bl 18, Carrie br 14, Elspeth bl
15 and Katie bl 12. There are a couple of others who haven't introduced
themselves yet, so we won't count them until they do.

Player prefects are Annalinde and Veronica

Mistresses: myself bl, Miss Prism br, Miss Serelique bl and Miss Maybridge br.

Miss Maybridge mostly looks after technical matters

If I have misrepresented any one, please let me know.

Dorothea Maitland
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From: <AnnalindeC@xxx.xxx>
Date: Sun Sep 5, 1999 2:04pm
Subject: Musical Interlude
  	
Annalinde was not dreadfully happy. Just as she had been about to create some
order in the general area of that Ariadne, all the lights had gone out. The
blonde dorm, of course, was in uproar and it took about half an hour after
the lights finally came back on to calm the junior girls down. Some of them
were scared and others had become terribly giggly. She had caned two junior
brunettes who had crept in to scare the blondes in the dark. Probably she had
punished them a little harder than she might have because she couldn't help
pretending they were Ariadne.

Did the girl do it *deliberately*? Surely she must.

As she walked along she heard the sound of music wafting down the corridor.
It was Grieg's Piano Concerto No.1, played rather well. But who could be
playing music at this time?

She followed the sound to the Great Hall where she saw a small blonde
playing *the* grand piano. The one no one was allowed to touch except the
music mistress and the most promising senior music scholars.

She recognised the blonde.

"Stop playing at once!" she shouted.

The blonde stopped and turned round.

"You again," she said. "What *is* your name?"

"Katie Webster," said the girl.

"Well, Webster, no one is allowed to touch that piano."

"Isn't that a bit of a waste?"

"I don't mean absolutely no one. But not you, certainly."

"I am quite good," said Katie with a mixture of pride and nervousness.

"As a matter of fact you are, but the music mistress will decide if you may
play that piano, and none under sixteen has ever been allowed to. And you
should have had more sense than to play it without asking permission from any
one. Now, stand up and put your hands on the piano stool."

Katie did so rather nervously.

"If you had been here longer I should have caned you," said Annalinde. "As
it is . . ."

She lifted Katie's skirt. "Touch the piano-stool with your forehead -
without bending your knees."

Katie obeyed.

Annalinde produced her littl flexible switch that she had experienced so
little success in plying upon Ariadne last night. She swished it through the
air. The sound was small and high. Then she whipped it across Katie's tightly
stretched white knickers. Katie cried out. The pain was not deep, but sharp,
and it took her by surprise.

"Quiet please," said Annalinde. "Six. That was the first."

Somehow Katie was expecting five slow, measured strokes, but Annalinde
swished the switch rapidly. Six quick, hard swishes each one breathtakingly
sharp, the cumulative pain mounting to a fiery crescendo. Katie hardly knew
how to bear it. And then it was over.

"Stand up," said Annalinde. Already Katie's pain was subsiding, but she
felt shaky all over. The feeling was not entirely unpleasant, though. But it
had been a few moments ago.

Annalinde smiled kindly.

"All over," she said. "Do you think you can be a bit more sensible in
future?"

"Yes, Miss Annalinde" said Katie.

"You're a nice girl," said Annalinde. "Do come to me if you need any help.
You mustn't think I don't like you because I punish you. Sometimes" - there
was a skittish little trill in Annalinde's voice. She was feeling much better
now - "sometimes it is quite the other way round."

Katie thought about that. She wasn't sure if it was a reassuring idea or
not.
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From: <jinjur@xxxxxxxxx.xxx>
Date: Sun Sep 5, 1999 6:38pm
Subject: Lights Out
  	
Jinjur tried to bring her copper-and-gold curls into some kind of order while she tried to decide whether to sit with her old flames Joan and Suzanne at the cinema or set her cap for a new brunette. Maybe that new girl Carrie. Carrie seemed a bit younger than Jinjur's sixteen, but she was definitely Jinjur's sort of brunette; very dashing. She gave up on her hair at last; it was as unruly as she was. She did her best before applying fresh eyeshadow, jade green to match her eyes. Then she stood in front of her mirror to evaluate the results.

She really wished that pupils could wear something other than uniforms to the cinema; the maroon gymslip blondes wore didn't really match her strawberry blonde hair. Still, her hair was certainly eye-catching, everywhere she went. She was just smiling proudly at her reflection when the lights went out.

Immediately the commotion from the blondes' bathroom tripled. Jinjur quickly felt her way to the door with delight. Ooh, this was going to be better than that time a mouse joined the blonde choir for Evensong!

She felt her way to the bathroom, where Annalinde had almost succeeded in calming everyone down and establishing some order. Jinjur remedied that straight off. Under cover of darkness, she pinched every blonde backside she could find, trying to guess by the squeals who the victim was. At one thrilling point she was almost certain she had pinched Annalinde! A prefect! How long had it been since even a brunette had dared pinch Annalinde?

The blondes were in virtual hysterics, in spite of Annalinde's shouted orders, when a gleam of light appeared. Instantly there was dead silence, and every blonde there, except for Jinjur, was delighted to see Veronica's confident, smiling face, illuminated by her electric torch. Another brunette prefect stood beside her.

"Is everyone all right here?" she asked when she had their attention.

"Yes," the blondes all murmured, except for one.

"What happened?" she demanded shrilly. "It wasn't our fault! When will they have it fixed?"

She was clearly on the verge of hysterics. Veronica handed the torch to the other brunette, smoothly took the blonde's arm and delivered two brisk swats to her backside. The blonde instantly quieted. Veronica put a finger under her chin and looked into her face.

"Are you all right now, honey?" she asked gently. The blonde gulped and nodded. "Good!" Veronica exclaimed, brisk once more, taking the flashlight back. "Now everyone hold hands. We're going to make a girl chain. Each of you should be holding hands with two different girls." Veronica gave the blonde's hand to Annalinde, took Annalinde's hand herself, and shone the flashlight around the room to make sure everyone was getting in the chain. Jinjur ducked into a dark corner; she wanted to stay in the dormitory for a bit.

"I almost had it under control," Annalinde was saying, her voice a little tense, "but someone in here started pinching everyone, and--"

"It's all right now, Annalinde," Veronica interrupted gently. "Nancy and Wendy? Are you there?"

"Yes," two voices echoed.

"They certainly are," Annalinde agreed tartly.

"Why is your torch working when nothing else is?" a voice demanded.

Veronica grinned. "I'll try to explain that to you later, Ariadne." She paused, pointing the light in that direction. "Are you all right? Is your roommate with you?"

A flurry of giggles rose at that, but subsided when Veronica swept the light around again. "She's right here next to me," Ariadne said, her voice dripping with innocence.

"Good! Come on. Everyone walk quietly and hold onto your partners' hands. I'll warn you if there's any stairs or turns." The other brunette brought up the rear and the line of girls all snaked out into the corridor, with many squeals and "sh-sh"s.

Jinjur waited until they were all gone before creeping into the dark hall alone….
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From: <jinjur@a...>
Date: Sun Sep 5, 1999 9:45pm
Subject: Lights Out
  	
Jinjur walked softly through the dark corridor, one hand on the wall to guide
her. Most blondes would have been too afraid to be alone in the dark, but Jinjur
found it exciting.

"RAARH!" Two strong hands grabbed Jinjur suddenly. She screamed, and was answered
by the sound of brunettish laughter. When Jinjur had caught her breath, she asked,
"Who is that?"

"Jinjur?" the other girl said.

"Yes. Is that you, Suzanne?"

"Yes! Oh, it's good to see you again! Well, sort of," Suzanne added in the
pitch darkness.

"Do you know what they'll do to you if you get caught in the blonde's dormitory?"
Jinjur whispered.

She could feel Suzanne's shrug. "Nothing they haven't done before."

That was part of what Jinjur liked about Suzanne -- and her pal Joan. They weren't
so afraid of being punished that they couldn't have any fun.

Without another word, Suzanne grasped Jinjur's arm and propelled her into the
nearest room. Jinjur had no idea whose it was. Inside, Suzanne pushed Jinjur
against the wall and started kissing her. Jinjur put her arms around Suzanne's
neck and melted happily into the kisses. Suzanne was pressed close to her, and
after several kisses gave her a few caresses that would have made a proper blonde
slap her face. But Jinjur was not a proper blonde. "Oh, don't, Suzanne," she
whispered for form's sake, but Suzanne did and Jinjur argued no more.

After a few long minutes of petting, the sounds in the dormitory subsided, and
the girls realized that almost everyone must be gathered in the common rooms.
They disentangled themselves from each other. Jinjur went in the direction where
she thought the common room was, and Suzanne went hunting for straggling blondes
to frighten.
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From: Kadorienne <kadorian@b...>
Date: Sun Sep 5, 1999 10:50pm
Subject: Veronica Studies
  	
Veronica sat at her desk, trying to concentrate on the Aristasian
History assignment instead of going over the events of the last few
days. But the new girls and series of mishaps whirled through her mind.

Of course, she didn't really have to study the history chapter anymore.
But history was always her most challenging subject. She had spent her
earliest school years in a Culverian school, and now she was in an
Altalian school full of Altalian girls. So even though she studied hard,
occasionally she embarrassed herself by not knowing something that every
seven-year-old Altalian knew. If only there were more Culverian history,
she'd have them all beat. Oh, they all knew that Georgette Washington
was the first United States President and Vivien E. Lee was the first
Confederate States President, but how many of them knew who Senatress
Joan Calhoun was? Or General Belleregard? Or Betsy Ross?

Her mind wandered again to the blackout. Everyone had been out of sorts
ever since, because no one got to go to the cinema. But there was next
week, and Veronica had heard that the film would be "Love Letters",
starring Jennifer Jones and Josephine Cotten, and her Aunt Rosemarie had
written her that it was excellent. Both the twins had been strapped.
Veronica wished they hadn't been; it wasn't as if they could *help*
being blonde.

Fortunately, Veronica always kept a flashlight in her room for such
emergencies. She used to be in the Brunette Scouts, and their motto was
"Always Prepared." Her blonde mother even still had her first Scout
uniform, the little brown dress that "Brownies" or little brunettes
wore. Young Blonde Scouts wore yellow dresses and were called "Goldies".

So Veronica had grabbed the flashlight -- or "torch" as the Altalians
persisted in calling it, as if she had sashayed through the halls of the
dormitories holding a stick that was set on fire -- and gotten another
brunette prefect to go with her to help herd the hysterical blondes into
the common rooms so everypette could be accounted for. When the lights
came back on, several of the blondes from Ariadne's -- and Elspeth's --
floor had given her speculative looks, or so she thought. She had
thought her uniform might have been in disarray, but it wasn't. Well,
who knew what went on in blonde heads. Jinjur's uniform had certainly
been rumpled, and in a most suspicious fashion. Obviously she hadn't
changed over the summer, and was going to be spending half her time over
someone's knee this year too.

Annalinde had seemed rather put out that Veronica had been able to
restore order when she hadn't, but really, a sweet little blonde, even a
prefect, couldn't have the same effect as a tall and mistressful
brunette. That was what brunettes were *for*. Annalinde was an excellent
prefect, and very practical for a blonde. And she had had more than
enough to deal with. Some blonde had contributed to the hysteria by
pinching everyone in the darkness. Veronica had no proof and so couldn't
punish anyone, but she'd lay bets it was Jinjur. What other blonde would
do such a thing?

Then Joan and Suzanne had been caught in the blondes' dormitory, where
they had been scaring the blondes, and Annalinde had given them each
three strokes of the cane, the most a prefect could give without a
mistress' permission. After that Annalinde had seemed to feel better.
And both brunettes had then been summoned to *Veronica's* room to
receive three strokes of the cane from *her*. Before bedtime, another
brunette prefect, after a word from Veronica, had added *her* three
strokes, so they had been amply corrected.

Thinking of those two reminded Veronica of that bunny -- Katie was her
name, she had finally learned. It didn't seem that Veronica's attempt to
give the girl some responsibility had done any good yet. Well, she'd try
again. She wondered how Katie had gotten to be head girl. Not only did
she seem to be a thorough brat, but she was virtually illiterate, having
only the most casual acquaintance with punctuation.

Her chin on her hand, Veronica smiled slowly as she remembered what she
had seen out the window this afternoon. Elspeth, sitting all alone with
a book. She had thought about going out to talk to her, but she had
looked like she wanted to be alone. Besides, what would she say? But she
had been such a contrast to all those hysterical blondes last night.
Even during the blackout, none of the squeals or shrieks she heard had
been Elspeth's. Not like Ariadne, who had almost raised the dead with
her exclamations. And several brunettes had spent the entire following
day trying to explain to her why Veronica's "torch" worked when nothing
else did.

Veronica spent the rest of the evening study period staring at the
second page of the history chapter and seeing a flaxen-haired girl
sitting on a bench under a tree with a book in her hand....
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From: School Girl <schoolgirl11@h...>
Date: Mon Sep 6, 1999 2:22am
Subject: Dear Diary
  	
Dear Diary.

It has been a strange day at my new school I got the switch for playing
beautiful music on the schools Grand Piano. The prefect who smacked me was
sort of nice! I like her even if she is mean to me at times. I suspect that
the discipline her is tough.

Today I met two brunettes and another blonde girl, I suppose I remember
their names eventually. I had been given a job of reporting theses girls if
they mis-behaved, but I was scared of them so I my leave.

I must seek out the music mistress and audition for her so I am allowed to
play the Grand Piano.

I found it hard as at Greenland’s my old school, I was top dog I pushed
everybody around, but here I am the youngest girl in the school!

I certainly do not like having no privacy and to think of it, me yes Katie
Webster has not got a room of her own, and Annalinde called me by my
surname, can you believe that diary! I could not believe that also she
considered caning me, I should be above reproach, and I have to call
prefects Miss!

I think in the future I will steer clear of Annalinde, because I think she
has plans for me, and I do not think that they are nice plans, like tea and
crumpets in the prefect’s common room.

I could not sleep so I went to the toilet; I noise's coming from a room. I
sneak in and spotted to two girls kissing each other I do not think they saw
me. I recognised one of them as Suzanne but not the other girl.

I hope that at this school I can work hard on my grammar if it was just left
to my music I would do very well. I seek extra help; perhaps I will ask Miss
Veronica to help me?


Katie.
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From: Kadorienne <kadorian@xxxxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Mon Sep 6, 1999 11:25am
Subject: Veronica helps Katie
  	
Veronica was sitting in the Common Room idly turning the pages of a movie
magazine someone had brought from home when little Katie Webster hesitantly
approached her. Veronica looked up with the friendly smile she gave all blondes.

Katie fidgeted. "Um. Miss Veronica. Will you help me?"

Veronica took the two pieces of paper Katie was holding out. The first was a
grammar assignment, covered with red correction marks. Veronica had always
wondered if teachers used red to correct papers to remind pupils of the color
their palms and derrieres would be if they didn't improve.

The second was the same assignment done over, and with far fewer mistakes.
Veronica was delighted. Perhaps she had been wrong about the girl.

"Very good, Katie!" she exclaimed, looking up. She found the girl was still
standing -- nervously, on one foot. She'd correct the girl's deportment some
other time; right now she wanted to reward her for what she was doing right.
"Sit down! I'll help you with this one, but you're doing much better. And I'll
ask the mistress to assign you a tutor in your class."

"A girl my own age?" Katie grimaced.

"Often if a girl is a little behind in one subject, she gets a tutor in her
class to bring her to everyone's level," Veronica told her firmly. "I had one
for history my first year." She looked at the assignment. "There should be a
comma here, not a period." For the next few minutes she went over every mistake
on the girl's assignment, explaining why a comma must be used here and a period
there.

"Miss Veronica, is kissing against the rules here?"

"No, but you're really a little young to be doing that, Katie."

"Oh, I wasn't asking for me. But you told me to keep an eye on Suzanne, and last
night I saw two girls kissing in the toilet."

"We call it the bathroom or powder room here," Veronica informed her. "And
kissing is not against the rules."

"One of the girls was Suzanne."

Veronica sighed. She didn't want to pry into girls' private affairs, but she had
to find out what blonde Suzanne was leading astray so she could warn her. "Who
was the other girl?"

Katie pointed before remembering that pointing wasn't manners. "That girl with
the reddish hair."

Veronica looked and wasn't sure whether to feel relieved or alarmed. It was
Jinjur, of course. "I see. Well, I'll ask your mistress to assign you a tutor."

"Will I have to call her Miss?"

"No, but I hope you'll be very nice and polite to her, just as you would be to
anyone else." With this indirect reprimand Veronica hoped to tell Katie what
kind of behavior was expected of her here at Avendale. Katie trotted off with
her new assignment and Veronica looked at Jinjur, trying to decide what to do
about her. She noticed that Jinjur's hem had gotten pushed up so that her dark
stocking top was showing. Veronica stood up....
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From: <jinjur@xxxxxxxxx.xxx>
Date: Mon Sep 6, 1999 0:22pm
Subject: Jinjur gets spanked
  	
Jinjur entered the pupils' common room and joined her old friends Joan and
Suzanne on a sofa. They at once fell to discussing their summer and the new
girls.

"Did you see that Elspeth? She's a bit of all right!" Joan said, winking broadly.

"I'd steer clear of her if I were you. I hear Veronica's already staked a claim.
The last thing I need is to have Veronica thinking I'm after her blonde," Suzanne
replied. Both brunettes shuddered theatrically at the prospect.

"That Veronica," Joan sneered. "Puts blondes up on a pedestal and then doesn't
even try to peek up their skirts while they're up there."

"Speaking of blondes, I heard that some blonde was in the dormitory pinching
everyone during the blackout," Suzanne said with elaborate casualness. "Jinjur,
*you* didn't get pinched, did you?"

Jinjur grinned. "I did pinch myself to make sure I wasn't dreaming -- when I
realized I had pinched Annalinde."

Both brunettes were hugely impressed. "Annalinde? Really? You didn't!"

"Are you sure you're a blonde?" Suzanne teased.

"You should know," Jinjur retorted.

Same-sex attraction and even romance was not unknown, though it was generally a
youthful phase. And of course marriage was always between a blonde and a brunette.
Jinjur was definitely a blonde, and was as enthusiastic about brunettes as any
blonde, but she spared some attention for other blondes as well. One nice thing
about being a blonde was plenty of opportunities to peek up the skirts of other
blondes; they weren't as careful around her as they might be around brunettes.

Jinjur scanned the room over and over, noting the pretty new faces. That Elspeth
was pretty, all right, but too demure by half for Jinjur's tastes. Ariadne was
so pretty, and seemed like she'd never be able to keep out of trouble, which was
promising, but she always had such a mob of brunettes around her. There was a
very striking blonde named Charlene in some of Jinjur's classes who would bear
watching. One girl especially caught Jinjur's attention, a new brunette; she
heard one of the other girls call her "Carrie". Carrie looked a little younger
than her, but her dashing manner made it clear that nevertheless Carrie was her
sort of brunette.

Jinjur took a fold of her skirt in her clasped hands and watched Carrie out of
the corner of her eye. When she noticed Carrie glance at her, she gave her skirt
a slight tug. With the unerring skill of long practice, she adjusted it so that
her dark stocking top was showing. Carrie, naturally, was riveted, while Jinjur
kept obliviously chattering to her brunettes. Accidentally-on-purpose exposing
too much was one of Jinjur's most honed skills, and favorite pastimes.

She had only been enjoying Carrie's gaze for a moment when Veronica Bellemont,
that gorgeous spoilsport, walked over. "Hello, Jinjur. Would you mind going out
into the hall with me for a moment?"

In spite of Veronica's courteous words, Jinjur knew they were not an invitation.
That was just how Veronica thought brunettes should talk to blondes, whatever
the circumstances. She got up and preceded Veronica out of the room, smiling
cheerfully.

In the hall, Veronica put her hands on her hips and looked down at Jinjur
seriously. "Jinjur, when will you learn to sit like a lady? Your stocking top
was showing."

Jinjur opened her eyes wide, as if she were mortified. "Was it?" she asked
innocently.

"Yes, and I wasn't the only one who noticed." Veronica sat down on the hall
bench. "Come here."

Following Veronica's gesture, Jinjur settled down happily over the prefect's
knee. She needed discipline and she needed fun, and fortunately pursuing the
latter generally resulted in receiving the former.

Veronica began, as usual, by lecturing her. Her spankings were seldom hard if
you were a blonde, but she believed that blondes listened better face down over
one's knee.

"I'm sorry to see that you're still keeping company with those two," Veronica
said. "You know they can't do anything good for a blonde's reputation."

"Oh, Veronica, really, they're not as bad as all that," she wheedled. "They're
just high-spirited."

"I think that's just your blonde innocence, Jinjur."

Jinjur was glad Veronica couldn't see her face, because she couldn't help
smirking at that.

A few girls passed through the hall and glanced curiously, but neither Veronica
giving a spanking nor Jinjur receiving one was a particularly unusual sight.

"You must be more careful about letting your skirt ride up. Some brunettes might
get the wrong idea."

Jinjur grinned again, but said meekly, "Yes, Veronica."

"I know you're a blonde and delicate, so I've tried to be patient with you, but
if I see your skirt out of place again, I'm going to give you the paddle, and
over your petticoat, too."

Jinjur felt a great sensuous languor at these words. "If you think that's best,
Veronica," she said. In her mind she was already planning to let Veronica see
her underthings again soon.

Without further ado, Veronica began spanking Jinjur, with her hand, over the
skirt. Jinjur wriggled happily. She would have preferred a harder spanking, but
still, being helpless over the knee of a strong and good-looking brunette was
fun any way you looked at it.

When Veronica allowed her to get up, Jinjur looked up at her and smiled. "Thank
you, Veronica," she said sincerely.

Veronica smiled affectionately. "Now run along and try to keep out of trouble
for a while," she said….
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From: <jinjur@xxxxxxxxx.xxx>
Date: Mon Sep 6, 1999 3:36pm
Subject: Jinjur gets spanked
  	
Suzanne stopped Jinjur before she could re-enter the common room. She took
Jinjur's arm and led her down the hall. Jinjur recognized that glitter in
Suzanne's eyes. Spanked blondes often had that effect on brunettes.

Suzanne propelled her into one of the few places at Avendale where any privacy
was possible. It was a storage room that was seldom entered. It was supposed to
be locked, but the knob was broken and Suzanne had discovered that if you turned
the knob just so, it would open.

Once inside, Suzanne turned to Jinjur with her hands on her hips. "Let's see how
red Veronica made your backside."

Trembling with excitement, Jinjur turned around and lifted her skirt and
petticoat. Suzanne snorted. "Not even pink! Well, I suppose I'll just have to
correct Veronica's oversight." Suzanne sat on a box and pulled Jinjur over her
knee. "You know you deserve a really good spanking. After what you let a brunette
do last night."

"The brunette was you, Suzanne! You should be spanked for -- for grabbing me! It's
not as if a blonde has the strength to resist a forceful brunette!" Jinjur was
whispering so they wouldn't be caught.

Suzanne laughed. "This blonde doesn't, anyway." She pulled Jinjur's skirt and
petticoat back up and started caressing Jinjur's backside.

"Oh, Suzanne, don't!" Jinjur whispered delightedly, squirming.

"All right, then I'll do this instead." Suzanne started smacking Jinjur's
backside through her maroon knickers, hard and fast. Jinjur gasped at the sharp
tingles of it. She liked to yell and moan when she was spanked -- all conversation
in the common room had stopped as everyone listened to her moans while Veronica
spanked her -- but she didn't want this hiding place discovered, so all she could
do was gasp. Oh, it was wonderful to be with a brunette like Suzanne, who knew
what blondes were for, who didn't think she was made of fragile china!

When Jinjur's backside felt very warm and tingly, Suzanne finally stopped. "Your
thighs match your knickers now, so I think you've had enough," the brunette
declared. She began caressing Jinjur's backside again. The blonde hadn't squirmed
much in the last few minutes -- the resistance had been beaten out of her and
she was luxuriating in surrender -- but now she started again.

"Suzanne, stop it!" she whispered.

"Why don't you call out for help, Jinjur?" the brunette asked mockingly, not
removing her hand.

Jinjur moaned very softly. After another minute, Suzanne let her get up, but
only so she could shove her against the door as she had done during the blackout
and start kissing her. Jinjur slumped in the brunette's embrace as if she had no
will of her own, as if she were merely a toy for the brunette to play with. She
did not offer even a token resistance to Suzanne's bold caresses. But Suzanne was
careful not to disarrange Jinjur's clothes, except for lifting her skirt a little
so that she could stroke Jinjur's reddened thighs. Jinjur wished they could stay
like that forever, but at last the dinner bell rang, and they both had to hurry
to the powder rooms to freshen their lipstick and straighten their rumpled
uniforms. Even Jinjur had had enough punishment for one day.

From: Caroline Neville <caroline_neville@xxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Mon Sep 6, 1999 5:30pm
Subject: New Girl Caroline
  	
The taxi driver dropped me off at the main school entrance before driving
round to the servants entrance to deliver my trunk. I was trembling with
excitement at the thought of at long, long last arriving at school, and
Avendale at that. I had read so much about it and heard so much about it
that it truly seemed impossible that I was about to step through what seemed
to me to be a magical door.
I rather nervously tugged at my overcoat pocket flaps and patted my beret a
little more firmly on my short auburn curls. The air felt cool against my
face and I picked up my overnight case and stepped firmly up the steps to
the door.
I pulled the bell handle and a smartly dressed maid opened the door, very
promptly I thought.
"Good morning Miss" she said.
I too said a polite "good morning."
"and may I take your name Miss" she asked
"Miss Caroline Neville"
"And your age Miss?"
"I'm 13 - look can I come in or what or do I stand here all day?" I asked,
in a rather preremptory fashion.
The maid's face changed and she looked at me in a rather bemused fashion -
and I realised I had perhaps been a little rude - an unfortunate start, I
thought.
"If you will follow me, Miss" she said "I will take you to Miss Maitland for
your initial interview."
I followed the maid along a splendid if a little gloomy corridor, to a door
on the right. I was told to wait outside and the maid knocked on the door.
On hearing the command "Enter" she did so and bobbed a curtsey to the lady
within.
I heard the maid advance a little within the room and then some low
murmurings. Suddenly an ice cold command rang from the room
"Caroline Neville, step in here immediately."
I turned and entered the room. It struck me that it was a truly lovely
room, the furniture all beautiful mahogany and polished to the most
wonderful sheen but some unseen but clearly caring hand and a great deal of
elbow grease. But I did not have time to look around me - the lady at the
desk surveyed me with a fixed glare.
"You are Caroline Neville are you?"
I nodded my head.
"Speak child" she returned.
"Yes Miss" I replied.
"Well Caroline, I am Miss Maitland, your new headmistress. And I am
dreadfully disappointed to learn of your rudeness to a servant on the very
first moment of your arrival. And I had been led to understand that you
were looking forward to your time here - you had most earnestly requested of
your parents that you should come here - and you arrive and are immediately
rude to someone who is in no position to answer back. How do you think a
silly little brunette girl who has been here for less than five minutes
should be punished?"
I stood, stock still, absolutely terrified. My dream of Avendale was
falling in tiny shattered pieces around me. I had had such hopes of being
happy here and through my own stupidity I had wrecked everything and I would
always be picked out and picked on as the girl who was rude to a servant
maid in her first day at school.
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From: <arraf@xxx.xxx>
Date: Mon Sep 6, 1999 5:23pm
Subject: An Illicit Passion
  	
It was not until six on
Sunday morning that power was restored at Avendale School for Young
Ladies. Who, during the blackout, had been heroines and who, victims
(willing or unwilling) has already been well-chronicled elsewhere in
these pages and so shall not be here repeated here.


Only two further items of intelligence need be added. One, that the
Domestic Bursar, Miss Cruikshank, rose to the occasion by releasing her
precious hoard of Arcadian tapers and candle-sticks to all comers
(without requiring signed receipts). She even came up with three dozen
paraffin lamps, filled with pink paraffin, their wicks already trimmed.
These she distributed to the prefects and to the mistresses -- and, of
course, to Miss Maitland. (Miss Cruikshank was a minority of one when
electrification had been proposed thirty years before -- she never
trusted electricity, so still lighted her two rooms in Queens' Hall
with candles and heated her tea on a small paraffin ring. The Great
Blackout, as it soon came to be known, was her vindication.)


And Two, that when power was restored early Sunday morning, anyone
stirring could hardly miss the notice already posted, dead centre, on
every dormitory bulletin board: "Hair Dryers Are Strictly Prohibited
and Are to be Surrendered to Miss Cruikshank in the Property Room by
Six PM Sunday, 5 September. They Will be Returned to their Owners at
the End of the School Year. Girls Found in Possession of a Contraband
Hair Dryer after this Deadline Will be Subject to the Sternest
Disciplinary Measures. -- (signed) Dorothea Maitland, Headmistress."


If the New Girls did not know what "the sternest disciplinary measures"
signified, word rapidly spread among them that Miss Maitland kept a
Long Birch in a special humidified case in her study, humidified to
keep the instrument always supple. Every Long Birch in the province was
certificated and crimped with the Provincial Seal by the District
Governess herself; each required an official annual recertification by
the Ministry of Chastisement and a written report, in quintuplicate,
whenever it was used. The Long Birch, despite its name, was not of
birch at all, but rather a yard-long bundle of willow switches bound at
one end in black leather, its surface roughened so that it would not
slip in the user's hand when swung with appropriate force, a force
sufficiently brisk to cause a sick-making sound of an inexpertly played
mouth organ as the loosely conglomerate rods sliced through the air on
their way to a victim's tenderer parts. Six strokes of the Long Birch
was the maximum permitted by Imperial Statute.


No girl at Avendale had ever seen the Long Birch used, but rumour had
it that, several decades ago, two brunettes, whose illicit cigarettes
had ignited a disastrous fire, had tasted its hideous kisses -- and
then were expelled. Whether or not Miss Maitland actually possessed a
Long Birch -- or merely suffered the idea to persist -- and whether the
rumor were true, was of little import, for all during Sunday girls in a
steady stream could be seen on their way towards the Property Room,
carrying hair dryers of every description (and by Tuesday appointments
at every Avenbridge hair-dresser were booked solid for three weeks out,
for much shorter styles had suddenly become the rage).


But now it was almost midnight on Sunday: Old Liza, back in service now
that the power was on, had just proclaimed the last three-quarter hour
of the day. All the girls, exhausted by the excitement of the preceding
twenty-four hours, were soundly asleep. Only one window on the whole
campus was still illuminated, a small dormer window in the Mistresses'
Residence, Queens' Hall. Inside her cramped dormer chamber, Penelope
Poindexter, the young History Mistress (brunette), crumpled up -- for
the sixth time -- the unfinished first page of her next day's lesson
plan, for it, like the others, had become tear-stained. She removed her
wire-rimmed spectacles to wipe them clear with her handkerchief -- the
tears adhering to the tips of her long lashes had streaked the lenses.
Then she dabbed at her eyes with the handkerchief, blew her nose, lay
her head down on her folded arms and wept freely.


Miss Poindexter, you see, was dreading Monday morning, dreading the
second period, Aristasian History. Miss Poindexter was dreading the
second period because she was hopelessly in the throes of an illicit
passion for one of her pupils, the blonde, Ariadne. Such passion was
not new for Miss Poindexter: it had happened twice before and had each
time occasioned her leaving those positions -- voluntarily and with
excellent references (and her passion unconsummated), for Miss
Poindexter was as honourable as she was passionate. But on both those
occasions, her passion had overtaken her late in the year, and here it
was, not even one full week into the term, and it had happened to her
again! Perhaps she was not cut out to be a schoolmistress after all!
Perhaps it would have been better for her to have stayed on the farm at
Nether Coppington like her sisters, but her marks had always been high,
thus more had been expected of her than tending chickens and geese.


Miss Poindexter now lifted her head, eyelids red and puffy, but her
features nonetheless softer for want of the round, steel-rimmed
spectacles she didn't really need to wear, but which she wore anyway,
like a penance, to remind her of her weakness as much as to conceal her
beauty. She sniffled, smoothed down the top sheet of paper, took up her
pen and began a seventh time, but to no avail, for a large tear,
dependent from the tip of her nose, plashed down in the middle of the
sheet, ruining it.


Now she sprang up from her desk and began to pace distractedly within
the narrow confines of her dormer, wringing her hands round the latest
crumpled page. The immediate problem was this: she could not think of
another self-answering question to ask Ariadne. Like tasting forbidden
fruit, those first few days she could not resist asking the girl such
questions, because the look of unfeigned pleasure that would spread
over the blonde's face when she perceived she had answered correctly,
flew from her like a volley of golden arrows, melting Miss Poindexter's
heart and kindling a deeper fire which was, even now, still smouldering
within her.


Thanks to these questions, Ariadne actually fancied herself one of the
more clever girls in the class, which only lent more to her allure.
Miss Poindexter dreaded the day when Ariadne would be unable to answer.
And, on Friday, when she was writing Monday's assignment on the
blackboard, she could hear some of the bolder girls muttering behind
her back about the obvious disparity in the sorts of questions being
asked in the classroom, a muttering she pretended to ignore. Where
would this end? In another resignation? It would be impossible to find
another position right after the start of the school year, not at a
decent school, anyway. And to return to Nether Coppington would be an
everlasting disgrace to herself and to her family, who had sacrified so
much to pay for her training.


Seized with sudden determination, Miss Poindexter sat down at her desk
again and began writing her eighth lesson plan. This one was not ruined
by tears. She had decided to ask Ariadne no questions at all the next
day, and, after classes, to request Miss Maitland that she and Miss
Montgomery be allowed to switch classes. Miss Montgomery was unhappy
teaching French history, and would jump at the chance to teach
Aristasian history instead, and Miss Poindexter had taught French
history the previous term. It would be easy to arrange a trade this
early in the term... or so Miss Poindexter hoped......
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From: Kadorienne <kadorian@xxxxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Mon Sep 6, 1999 6:37pm
Subject: Veronica's study period
  	
Senior girls had the choice of spending the evening study period either
in their rooms or in the library. Veronica decided to spend this evening
in the library, just because she hadn't been there in months and she
missed the quiet atmosphere of all those books. If she had any time
after her assignments, perhaps she could visit a few old friends; the
works of E. Nesbit, for instance.

As soon as she entered the library, she knew that she had made a
mistake. Elspeth was there, sitting at a table by the window, her flaxen
head bent over her workbook. How could Veronica possibly study with
Elspeth sitting over there? She turned to leave, but the bell rang just
then and she had to stay.

Veronica looked around frantically for a seat. Several girls were
studying in the library tonight, probably with the same thought Veronica
had had. After a moment she spied a vacant chair in the corner. It was
comfortable but was nowhere near a table, which was probably why no one
had taken it. Veronica walked softly over to it, sat down, and opened
her notebook on her lap.

It was no good, of course. She was on the opposite side of the library
from Elspeth, but could see her clearly enough. It seemed that even when
her eyes were trained on the page before her, Elspeth was still all that
she could see. Her eyes were moving over the words on the page and her
hand was writing something about the essay questions, but she might as
well have been copying some pages of Sanskrit for all she comprehended
of it.

A few years later, with half an hour of study period remaining, Elspeth
shut up her workbooks and picked up another book, with a white cover
that had some kind of picture on it. Having evidently finished the
evening's homework, Elspeth spent the rest of the study hall perusing
this white volume.

The bell rang. Elspeth got up, put the white book carefully back on a
shelf, returned to her table for her books, and headed for the door.
Veronica was sitting immobile, the open notebook still in her lap.

As Elspeth passed near her chair, she glanced at Veronica. Veronica
immediately discovered that her insides had turned to quivering jelly.
Her knuckles whitened around her notebook.

Elspeth smiled shyly. "Good evening, Veronica," she whispered in the
quiet noise of girls moving softly out of the library.

After the door had closed behind the flaxen hair and graceful walk of
Elspeth, Veronica regained the ability to move again. As if drawn by
some sort of magic, she rose and walked to the shelf where Elspeth had
placed her book. It was easy to find -- the only white book on the
shelf. Veronica pulled it down.

*Women Poets of China*, the title said. Veronica puzzled briefly over
the title -- did they mean, as opposed to bird poets or horse poets? --
before flipping through it. She marvelled. It took patience and subtlety
to appreciate poetry at all. Most girls read Nancy Drew for amusement,
and poetry only for school. But Elspeth was reading the poetry of a
different culture from her own. What depth had to exist behind those
demure grey eyes.

Veronica stopped to read a few lines by Wu Tsao, who she had heard was
"the Chinese Sappho".

"On your slender body
Your jade and coral girdle ornaments chime
Like those of a celestial companion
Come from the Green Jade City of Heaven."

Amazonian poetry -- for Wu Tsao lived in Amazonian China -- always had
what Veronica found a very bracing simplicity that made it very powerful
indeed. She wondered if Elspeth had been reading that poem. Veronica
turned a few pages and stopped at random at a poet named Ho
Shuang-Ch'ing. The notes said that she had been a bonded girl

"The warm rain falls unfeeling
Like scattered silk threads.
The farm hand puts a flower behind her ear
As she carries the new grain
From his little field to the threshing floor.
I got up early to water the field
But she was angry with me for being too early.
I cooked millet for her
Over a smoky fire
But she was angry because it was too late.
My tender bottom is sore all day long."

Veronica took the book to the desk and checked it out. She was already
in bed for the night when she realized she could have offered to carry
Elspeth's books for her.
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From: <headmistress@xxxxxxxxx.xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx)>
Date: Mon Sep 6, 1999 6:33pm
Subject: Re: New Girl Caroline
  	
Miss Maitland looked at Caroline in silence for some minutes. The girl was
clearly terrified. Perhaps she should let this stand as a warning. But no.
A small punishment would clear the air and make her feel her bad start had
been purged.

She opened a drawer in her desk and took out a strap, shiny with the
patina of age. It was a rich dark brown, almost black, and was divided into
two tails down its second half.

"Which hand do you write with, Neville," she asked.

"My right, miss."

"Then hold out your left hand."

The frightened girl obeyed. Miss Maitland laid the strap back across her
shoulder, paused for a moment, as if measuring the distance, and then
brought it down with a resounding crack on the girl's palm. Caroline was
startled at the intensity of the pain. She screwed up her eyes and her face
reddened, but she stayed completely still and did not draw back her hand.

"A brave little brunette," thought the headmistress.

She put away the strap, and her manner changed completely. "You may put
your hand down now. You did well to keep it held out like that. In fact you
took your punishment very well altogether. I am pleased with you."

The pain had transported Caroline into another world. Slowly it subsided
and the room swam back into perspective. Miss Maitland was smiling. She was
the welcoming headmistress she usually was when new girls were brought to
her. Caroline still looked apprehensive.

"It is all over now," said Miss Maitland. "That is the nice thing about
punishment. It purges our sins and we can start afresh with a clean slate.
As far as we are concerned now, that little incident never happened. Though
I hope you will learn from it."

"Oh, yes, miss."

"Good. I hope you will be very happy here Caroline. The girls are very
friendly and nice, and from your entrance exam, I am sure you are up to the
work. . ."

By the end of the interview, Caroline felt more happy and excited than
ever to be at Avendale.

As she was dismissed, Miss Maitland laid her hand on her shoulder and
gave her a friendly smile. "If there is anything that troubles you, do ask
for an appointment to see me. Oh - and you will apologise to that maid when
you see her, won't you?"

"Oh, yes, miss," said Caroline. She felt more than happy to do so.

She saw the maid more quickly than she expected. In fact she ran into her
in the corridor not far from Miss Maitland's study, as if she had been
hovering nearby.

"I say, I am sorry I was rude to you," she said.

"That's all right," said the maid with what might possibly have been
construed as a slightly triumphant smile. She looked at Caroline's hand.
Was that coincidence, or had she been listening outside the door. Caroline
knew from past experience that some blondes rather enjoy getting brunettes
into trouble, and suddenly she saw through the uniform to a rather perky
young blonde, not *that* much older than herself.

But Caroline was not annoyed. It all seemed rather magical, even though
her hand was still throbbing. She smiled at the maid with more friendship
than the girl had been expecting and inclined her head with just a hint of
a chivalrous brunette salute.

What an interesting place this was.
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From: <Carriebink@xxx.xxx>
Date: Mon Sep 6, 1999 2:49pm
Subject: Hello Caroline!
  	
Hello Caroline!

I just wanted to say hello because you are nearest to my age and you are a
brunette and this place is just *swamped* with blondes. Not that I mind
blondes at all, but a brunette wants some brunette company, don't you think?

Actually you aren't really nearest to my age. I am fourteen and you are
thirteen and a couple of the girls are fifteen, so they are just as near in
theory, aren't they - but they seem *so* much older, and even though you are
a junior in socks you sort-of seem nearer to me. Probably I should look down
on you as a "mere junior", but who cares? I think I like you! Lets be pals,
shall we?

And also I wanted to write to you because we are both called Caroline. Only
please don't call me Caroline, because I hate it. Every one calls me Carrie.
Anyway, that will help people tell us apart. Except the prefects and
mistresses might not call me Carrie. Actually that Veronica Bellemont girl
called me Veleda-Binks, but that is because I was in trouble for running
about.

Veonica is utterly topping, actually. Very fair and decent, even though she
is strict. She whacks really hard too. You don't want to get on the wrong
side of her. But then, I mean, if a girl is going to whack she might as well
do it properly, don't you think? I mean, one respects that.

Heaven knows how I'll stop running about. I mean, I always feel in such a
hurry. Days are so short and there is so much fun to do. Have you met Jinjur
yet? She seems rather amusing. I haven't really seen her to talk to, but I
want to buttonhole her soon - only the girls who were here last year seem a
bit daunting don't they? And they call us "bunnies". The cheek of it! I mean
blondes can be bunnies, but not us!

Anyway, how do you like it here? Whom have you met (do you like that
"whom"? It's right you know). Do tell me how you're getting on and what you
think of every one.

Carrie Binks
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From: <Elaryn@xxx.xxx>
Date: Mon Sep 6, 1999 6:32pm
Subject: Elena Arrives at Avendale
  	
Elena Arrives

The long journey was finally over. The lone passenger of the car could hear
the engine of the motorcar slowing, as well as the sound of tyres upon
gravel. She also fancied she could discern girlish voices outside, some
distance away. They were gay voices, sweet voices, raised in song or in
laughter. A fleeting, nervous smile flickered across the lips of the figure
in the back seat as the car eased to a stop, just outside the entrance.

"We are arrived, Lady Elena," announced the chauffeuse.

After a slight pause, the young lady in the back seat responded, "Begging
your pardon, Atalaya, but Mummy did specify that once I was at school, I was
to be addressed as 'Miss Elena.'"

"Very good, Miss," came the expected reply, with a slight pause, an air of
expectancy.

The girl in the back seat suddenly remembered what was expected of her and
said, "Please report yourself, Atalaya, once you have returned home."

Ah, she is learning, thought the brunette chauffeuese approvingly. The
chauffeuse thought her test a clever one, and she had enjoyed the young noble
blonde's sweet nervousness as she remembered her place and administered the
expected correction. A smile curved Atalaya's dark red lips, and she
smoothed an invisible stray hair under her chauffeuese's cap. "Very good,
Miss." The chauffeuse turned off the engine and came around to the
passenger's side of the car and opened the door.

The young lady who emerged from the car was attired in wide, wool skirt, dark
green in colour, over swishing petticoats, pale green cashmere cardigan over
a white lawn, embroidered blouse, pristine white knee socks with delicate
embroidery at the tops, flat green leather slippers, with little white
gloves, a small straw hat, and even a small replica of a grown lady's purse
for the special occasion, completing the ensemble. Her fiery hair pulled
back into a neat ponytail, the ends of which reached to the girl's waist.
Satin ribbons as green as her eyes adorned the coiffure. At first, she gave
the appearance of being as old as fourteen, simply from height alone, though
if one looked into her wide green eyes or listened to her speak, one could
guess her to be no more than twelve, which was, in fact, her actual age. She
wore no make-up, as yet; both her parents were of the firm conviction that
young ladies should not be pressured to grow up too fast, as they did in the
world below.

Miss Elena Dierrian felt nervous and more than a little homesick. She knew
that the ways of the West are different, and until this point, she had been
schooled at home under the watchful eye of her blonde mother and the other
priestesses. Her first though was that both mistresses and students looked
formidable at first sighting, especially the mistresses and older girls, yet
she felt pleased to see so many potential new friends. Yes, she told herself
sternly, that is how I must think of them: new friends. Though feeling a
little frightened, she lifted her chin and resolved to be brave and even
managed a pretty smile.

I like the feeling of age, she thought. This is an old place, and who knows
exactly how many girls have stepped through these portals, to finally emerge
as young ladies. The clock, affectionately referred to by the schoolgirls as
'Old Liza', chimed the hour, causing Elena to smile more broadly. How
lovely, she thought. How perfect. Some things do not change, she mused,
whether one is home or abroad. We have a clock tower back home, as well.
Being given to flights of fancy, she wondered to herself if there were come
mystical connexion between this clock and the clock back home - perhaps
between all clocks, whereever they are, all guarded and guided by the Angel
of Time. Why, she thought, if one looks properly, one could almost see the
aetherial form of the Angel, poised over the clock tower. There was a
feeling of rightness, of comfort, of things in place here, she thought.

It was then that she first noticed the other young blondes in their maroon
gymslips, berets very properly in place. Uniforms, she thought - but of
course, after today, I shall be in uniform. I wonder how I shall look in my
own uniform. Part of her dreaded it, perhaps because it would place a seal
on her departure from home and make it truly real instead of a dream; but she
had to admit that part of her could hardly wait to don her new clothing. Oh,
then I shall truly be a part of this beautiful place.

Oh, such things there will be to do and see! she thought. And the other
girls my age - will they like me? Shall I like them? Oh, I am sure we will
like each other. I can sense this is a good place, full of goodness
andâ€¦andâ€¦of course, I shall be able to make friends. She felt excited - a
little scared, but hardly able to wait for what would happen next. Though
nervous, she felt a surge of gratitude toward her parents for choosing to
send her here and offered a short, silent prayer of thanks. I wonder, she
thought, if my newfound friends and I will have adventures together. For a
moment, an image of a dashing brunette, clad in shining armour, mounted upon
a high-spirited white charger flickered in her mind. She then chastened
herself sharply: twelve is too young to be thinking such foolishness.
Besides, around here, it is more likely to be a beautiful brunette prefect,
bearing cane instead of sword - especially if I cannot refrain from
daydreaming.

With newfound resolve, she approached the high doors that lead to the
blondes' dormitory, faithful Atalaya following behind with her luggage. She
wanted to turn to Atalaya and cling to her as a last remnant of home, cast
adrift as she was in this sea of strangers, but all she permitted herself was
a brave little smile at Atalaya's tall, immaculately coifed and uniformed
form.

"Come, Atalaya. I believe this is the correct place." And so saying,
crossed the threshold into the latest chapter of her life.
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From: Kadorienne <kadorian@xxxxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Mon Sep 6, 1999 11:49pm
Subject: Veronica to Carrie & Caroline
  	
Carrie and Caroline, is it? I hope this doesn't get too confusing. Good
thing y'all like to be called different things.

Some of the girls do seem to be taking their time about getting here,
don't they? No matter. That'll give us early birds a head start on the
coursework. Though of course the mistresses don't give us so much work
at the beginning, before everyone's here.

And why are there so many more blondes than brunettes this year? Not
that I'm complaining, mind you. I, for one, like having blondes about!
That little Elena -- d'you know she has a title? -- she's a lovely
little thing. I can tell she's going to be a well-behaved girl, not a
troublemaker like -- well, like some blondes. She'll probably be a
prefect in a few years. And Ariadne has certainly created quite a stir.
I can predict now all the trouble she'll cause -- not deliberately, you
understand, but she'll be the motive for all sorts of brunette pranks
involving strategically placed mistletoe this December, and I don't even
want to think about St. Valentina's Day. And that little Katie -- she
can't seem to decide if she wants to be a brat or a model girl. Well,
I'm doing what I can to help her become the latter.

So, anyway -- what? Other new blondes? No, I'm pretty sure those are all
the new blondes I've met. I can't think of any other new blondes,
honestly.

So, anyway, I think we should find one or two more brunettes and all do
something together this weekend. Play a game, maybe -- I don't suppose
y'all know how to play baseball, do you? Oh, cricket? Well. Hm. Maybe we
could go to Delmonte's Soda Fountain. Oh, I've got to show it to you new
girls, it's stunning.

Well, so what if you're still in knee socks? I don't suppose they're
contagious. You both seem like such jolly brunettes, and just between us
brunettes, after dealing with all those hysterical blondes during the
blackout, I could use some cool-headed brunette company. And we seem to
be outnumbered this year.... I'll see if I can find some other brunettes
to join us. If you meet anyone you like, ask them. What? Joan and
Suzanne? Well, I can't tell you who to be friends with even if I am a
prefect, but as a girl who's been at this school for a while, I can tell
you that Joan and Suzanne's companions tend to get smacked a lot. But
you must do as you think best.

So, is it to be Delmonte's? Terrific! Or, as you Altalians say, capital!

Veronica
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From: <Elaryn@xxx.xxx>
Date: Mon Sep 6, 1999 8:48pm
Subject: Dear Diary...
  	
Dear Diary..:

How quickly the day has flown by! thought Elena Dierrian as she stepped into
the relative privacy of her curtained-off bed in the Blondes' Dormitory at
Avendale. She began to undress, taking careful steps to ensure each garment
was neatly folded or hung in the small wardrobe. It would never do, she
thought, to be sloppy in such a place as Avendale. Avendale was a place of
neatness, tidiness and order - not a place where a child might casually drop
her garments upon the ground for the pleasure of observing a
crisply-uniformed maidservant scurry to collect them from where they had been
dropped. (Her brunette Mummy, Sheveya, always took a dim view of such
exercises in power - such actions on the part of either of her children
resulted in a thoroughly smacked bottom for the culprit. "We do not abuse
those who serve us," Sheveya would intone in her deep, almost leonine voice.)

She had already washed up. The girl shivered a little and pulled a crisp,
white nightgown over her head. The plainest she possessed, it was
embroidered at neck and wrists with small stars. It was long of sleeve and
skirt and very warm. Over her nightrail, she pulled a matching robe, finally
donning small, white slippers. She then sat carefully upon her narrow bed
and began to unbraid her long, red hair. She felt tears in her eyes and a
lump in her throat, for this was a very special time of day when she and her
blonde Mummy, Lady Miris, would talk quietly together in the way that some
blondes will. It was a time for Mummy to tell fairy tales or speak of the
Celestial Powers, all the while gently brushing out Elena's long tresses.
"One hundred strokes, my darling, will make it soft and shiny." Sometimes,
Mummy would sit on a low stool, and then, wonder of wonders, allow her
younger daughter to brush out her long, silken hair - hair as fine as a
baby's and almost white in colour, with a hint of golden sunshine caught in
its strands. Unbound, it reached to Lady Miris' delicate ankles. "Fairy's
hair!" her daughter would exclaim with delight. Elena liked to imagine her
blonde Mummy to be a fay, from the aetherial realmsâ€¦

"Oh my, what a watering can I am becoming," she whispered, feeling homesick
tears on her cheeks. "Stop it, Elena, stop it this instant," she scolded
herself. "D-do you want the other girls to think you are nothing but a
crybaby?" After some moments, the tears ceased and the child regained some
of her previous composure. Her hair once again neatly braided for sleep, she
took from a drawer a small diary volume and began to write.

"Dear Diary,

"Here shall begin my Journal of my Days at Avendale. My name is Elena
Dierrian, and I am twelve years of age, just this Spring. I am the younger
daughter of Lady Miris and Lady Sheveya and the younger sister of Elara, who,
being brunette, will follow in Sheveya's footsteps as a Constabelle and
keeper of the Peace. I am recently arrived here at Avendale to educated in
the ways of the West and to learn how to be a proper young Lady.

"This day has flown by in a blur. I was dropped off at the Blondes'
Dormitory by Atalaya, who is our Chauffeuse. Once my traps were secure,
Atalaya escorted me for my first interview with Miss Dorothea Maitland, she
who is Headmistress of Avendale. I must tell you, Diary, that I was quite
terrified at first, and did not know what to expect, but Miss Maitland turned
out to be quite comforting, in a very no-nonsense way. She welcomed to
formally to Avendale and delineated what would be expected of me, both in
deportment and scholastically. I have not yet met any of the other
Mistresses, but I expect I shall on the morrow.

"I did not precisely meet any of the other girls, though I saw many of them
as I navigated my way through the dark-panelled corridors. The Senior
brunettes look so smart in their grey pleated skirts and white blouses, and
their ties give them an almost military air. They seem dashing, yet
daunting. But I must confess to being as timid as a new kitten - most all
the older girls seemed formidable - even the blondes. I saw one blonde who
simply must be a prefect, for she wore a red sash with a shield-shaped badge.
I heard another, younger blonde address her as 'Miss Annalinde.'

"Well, Diary, that is all I shall write for tonight. I feel sleep overtaking
me, and I must yet say my prayers before going to sleep. Good night!"

Elena closed the small volume, put it away carefully, then solemnly knelt
beside her bed and bowed her head. Prayers said, she got into bed and
snuggled under the blankets. She was asleep in minutes.
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From: <jinjur@xxxxxxxxx.xxx>
Date: Tue Sep 7, 1999 1:54am
Subject: Jinjur
  	
Jinjur awoke in the middle of the night. She could hear Old Liza striking three,
but she was used to that; that hadn't woken her up. As so often happens when we
wake up in the wee sma's, Jinjur already had a unbidden thought clear in her
head.

What in the world had she gotten up to with Suzanne yesterday?

Oh, it wasn't as if she had never let a brunette take a liberty before. But not
so many, and not all at once. What *had* come over her? Perhaps the excitement
of the blackout had made her act so unusually brazen.

Even Jinjur knew that there was a limit. She didn't want to be expelled, and if
she and Suzanne had been caught in the storage room that day, they might well
have been. Either that, or they might have finally verified the rumours about
Miss Maitland's Long Birch.

And after all that petting, who knew what Suzanne might expect from her now? She
would have to stay away from Suzanne for a bit. A mature blonde would have told
Suzanne outright that she regretted the liberties she had allowed and thought it
best to part ways for a time, but Jinjur was far from a mature blonde. She decided
that the best way to avoid Suzanne would be to pay a great deal of attention to
some other brunette. After only a moment's thought, she chose Carrie. She liked
Carrie. No doubt she would be teased as blondes with younger brunettes always
were, but Carrie was definitely her sort of brunette: exciting and full of fun.
Carrie seemed like the sort of brunette who might seize a blonde and kiss her
thoroughly. She didn't seem likely to take liberties, though; she seemed more
proper. But then, part of the fun of a proper brunette was seeing if she could
be enticed to be improper. Especially if a blonde could act so innocent while
tantalizing her brunette victim that it seemed the brunette was all to blame!

Well, she'd start flirting with Carrie right away. Even if Carrie didn't respond,
it would serve the purpose of putting some distance between her and Suzanne.

With her rudimentary conscience thus satisfied, Jinjur went back to sleep.
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From: School Girl <schoolgirl11@xxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Tue Sep 7, 1999 5:22am
Subject: Audition
  	
I was wandering around school during dinner break. I noted the arrival of
Caroline, another unruly brunette. It confirms my opinion that my sex was
superior in upbringing.

I was very pleased at the help Miss Veronica had given me with my English I
wanted to be like her when I grow, but perhaps a stronger with the younger
girls.

I went to seek out the music Mistress so that I would be allowed the play
for her. I had to audition this evening.

I gingerly knocked on the of prefects room. ‘Knock, knock.

“Come ” boomed a voice that I knew belongs to Miss Avanlinde.

I saw Miss Veronica sitting reading I made my way to her.

“Please Miss Veronica” I paused as she look at me.

“Yes Katie, what is it child”

“I am playing for the music Mistress at 4-15 today, I would be honoured if
you come listen to me play, please miss?”

“Of course I will Katie”

“Thank you Miss” I so please as I left the room. I could hear Miss Avalinde
bating me

“I would be so honoured”

I hate her and I will seek to gain revenge, I just do not know how. But
being blonde and an ex-HeadGirl I have the mental prowess.
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From: <MissMaybridge@xxxxxxxxx.xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx)>
Date: Tue Sep 7, 1999 6:43am
Subject: Noticeboard
  	
MESSAGE POSTED ON THE NOTICEBOARD

Girls,

As you are all aware, classes and meetings will take place on I.R.C.
Before we decide what class will be when, I want you all to familiarise
yourselves with the use of this program. If you haven't a copy, you must
obtain one. Anyone who has difficulty may contact me, privately, on
MissMaybridge@a....

I should also like each of you to furnish me with the time-zone you
are in, and it's deviation from G.M.T. This will help with the scheduling
of classes. Please send this information to me privately, so as not to clog
up the list. I will then post a players list, including each player's
time-zone.

I look forward to hearing from you all,

Delores Maybridge (Technical Mistress)
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From: <jinjur@xxxxxxxxx.xxx>
Date: Tue Sep 7, 1999 10:56am
Subject: Jinjur's New Amusements, Part I
  	
In order to distract herself from Suzanne, Jinjur spent the entire school day
trying to dream up mischief that didn't involve heavy petting. It was a strain
on her creativity, and she got her hand whipped for inattentiveness in class,
but at last she came up with two ideas that made her dimple with glee.

The only slight hitch was that for both of them she needed a brunette's help.
Since she was avoiding Suzanne, she instead enlisted Joan, who was as delighted
with her ideas as she.

While Jinjur distracted the kitchenmaids and cook by (vainly) trying to wheedle
some cookies out of them, Joan sneaked in and took one of the huge bottles of
apple juice. Few blondes would be strong enough to carry one of those. These
giant bottles would be emptied into a dispenser a little like the ones used in
soda fountains. Having escaped with their prize, the girls stowed the jar next
to the small window in the little storage closet where Jinjur and Suzanne had
gotten up to so much the day before.

This prank would take some time to come to fruition. The girls left the bottle
there. Together they left the school that afternoon to go to the nearest
five-and-ten. There they invested in several bottles of hair colour, some brown,
some yellow. The concoctions were intended to cover grey hairs, and the clerk
looked at the young girls a little oddly. Jinjur was careful to choose colouring
that would wash out after several shampoos. She wasn't *mean*.

Jinjur spent the rest of the afternoon in the blondes' dormitory. Most girls
played outside in the afternoons, so there was plenty of privacy. Jinjur roamed
the halls, opening drawers at random and pouring brown hair colouring into shampee
bottles. Oh, there were a few girls she chose on purpose -- it would be interesting
to see if brunettes still flocked around a "brunette" Ariadne -- but mostly it
was a coin toss who got the colour. Joan had said she was going to put some in
her own shampoo to allay suspicion. Jinjur had tried to coax her to put some in
Veronica's, but Joan had balked at that. "I have to sit down during classes, you
know," she had said.

By dinnertime at least a dozen blondes had enhanced shampoo. Jinjur went to the
dining hall in good spirits, knowing that by the next morning there would be
several "blondes" in grey and "brunettes" in maroon....
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From: Kadorienne <kadorian@xxxxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Tue Sep 7, 1999 2:41pm
Subject: Veronica's misdeed
  	
As Veronica sat down in her history class, she suddenly realized that
she had forgotten to do her homework assignment. Oh, this was what came
of mooning over Elspeth! She would never again be the competent,
cool-headed prefect who Elspeth deserved. Not that Elspeth would ever
necessarily notice her, but still....

Veronica waited through the class for Miss Poindexter to collect the
assignments. But Miss Poindexter seemed oddly distracted, her voice
trailing off in mid-sentence several times during her lecture, and at
the end of the hour she dismissed them without having asked after their
homework.

Veronica rose and was about to remind the mistress and confess her own
laxness, when a thought stopped her. It was possible others in the class
had also forgotten and were grateful for the reprieve. They should have
done the assignment last night, of course, but she didn't want other
girls to get low marks on her account. Veronica resolved that she would
do the assignment tonight, and tomorrow she would hand it in with a
confession that she had been late so that she could receive her just
punishment.

That any other girl who was late deserved the same punishment did not
really occur to Veronica. She held herself to much stricter standards
than she held anyone else, and a misdeed she might have laughed off with
a warning in another was ruthlessly punished in herself.

Veronica decided there was just time to take her books back to her room
before going to Katie Webster's music audition.
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From: Elspeth Elsvetta <elsvetta@xxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Tue Sep 7, 1999 3:22pm
Subject: Hello Elena
  	
Hello Elena,

I should like to welcome you to Avendale. I hope you don't mind muy just
coming up and speaking to you like this. I have only been here a few days
myself.

I can see by your looks you are from the East - you know I have never
spoken to a real Easterner before, but I have always wanted to. I love
Eastern poetry. I have been reading it - listen to this:

I'll throw my thumb-ring into the river,
Leave my girdle-gem in the bay of the Li.
Sweet pollia I've pulcked in the flowering islet
To give to the maiden there below.
For time once gone cannot be recovered,
And I wish we could dally a little longer.

Oh dear, I suppose it seems silly my quoting Eastern poetry to you, but I
love that verse so much and I really wanted to tell it to someone.

Are you liking it here? I think it is just wonderful. Most of the girls
are very charming. My roommate is Ariadne, and she is very nice, though she
does tell dreadful stories occasionally. If you hear any one linking my name
with that of Veronica Bellemont, that is Ariadne's doing and you are to take
no notice. It simply isn't true.

Veronica is very nice, and yhe most *immacculate* prefect. You'll like
her. In fact I am quite sure any blonde in the school would be her belle
just for the asking. The idea that she thinks about a new girl like me is
just the silliest thing.

Oh, but isn't your hair lovely. I do wish mine would grow as long as that,
but it won't.

Have you met Katie Webster? She is the same age as you.

Do tell me how things are going for you here. I should like us to be
friends.

Elspeth Elsvetta
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From: <arraf@xxx.xxx>
Date: Tue Sep 7, 1999 3:44pm
Subject: A Stain on A Certain Blonde's Reputation
  	
Jinjur Quimby had no great attachment to material goods, nor could
selfishness be accounted one of her faults. She readily lent anything she
owned to any girl who might ask, and worried so little about an item's
return that she regularly forgot to whom she had lent it. This was not so
much a mark of a really generous nature as it was that Jinjur's possessions
mattered little to her. Save one: Jinjur owned a luxurious night-dress, an
Arcadian heirloom of fine, pale blue silk -- long, with a gathered bodice,
full sleeves and three underskirts of even finer white silk. The pale shade
of blue set off her strawberry blonde hair to marvelous perfection, but
what Jinjur loved most about the garment was its broad hem of hand-made
ivory lace, in which were imprisoned dozens of lacey butterflies that
seemed to flutter whenever she moved. The night-dress was her
pride-and-joy; she kept it enfolded in layers of crisp tissue paper, in the
bottom of her bottommost dresser drawer. She wore it only on those
occasions when she felt particularly virtuous and aetherial -- which is to
say, the garment was infrequently worn, which was just as well, as it was
still in pristine condition, as lovely as it had been when it left its
maker's hands some hundred years earlier.

But tonight she had taken it out of the bottom drawer and laid it on her
bed, and had tuned back the tissue paper, framing the night-dress for
presentation. For that afternoon she had told Joan about it, and Joan, like
so many brunettes, had a fascination for the intimate and filmy garments of
blondes; Joan had asked if she might see the night-dress, and so, in
anticipation of Joan's arrival, Jinur had taken it out. While she was
waiting, Jinjur decided to work on her lessons, so she sat down at her
little writing table and took up her fountain-pen, whose cap she had
neglected to replace after having left off writing some half-hour earlier.
O, what a fatal oversight that was, for, as Jinjur shook the pen with
annoyance to make the ink flow, a fat, black droplet flew from the nib and
described, in apparent slow motion, a perfectly parabolic trajectory to
land .... spot -dab in the middle of her precious night-dress's bodice!

Jinur's wails of distress soon aroused the whole floor; within moments,
half-a-dozen blondes had converged on Jinjur's room to see what was the
matter.

"O! I have ruined it!" Jinjur keened, with real distress, and she began to
cry. No strokes of paddle or strap, nor even strokes of cane could have
brought more hot tears to Jinjur's eyes than this black stain on her most
cherished possession.

"Quick, dab it with hot water," cried one blonde.

"No!" cried another; use cold. Hot will set the stain."

"Neither!" cried a third; only the juice of a lemon will do the trick."

"That's not right -- a lime is what's wanted!"

"Spot remover!"

"Milk!"

"Petrol!"

"Nonsense!" cried another voice, a familiar and sweet one, with unusual
resolution.

It was Ariadne, who, having arrived in Jinjur's doorway, had quickly
assessed the situation, and, as the Oldest Blonde in the Room, had assumed
control.

"Don't put *anything* on it! I have just the ticket. I'll be right back!"
And Ariadne ducked out of the room, returning moments later with her bottle
of Helene Curtis Shampoo For Blondes.

"This'll get *anything* out, girls! It's the only shampoo on the market
without greasy soaps or oils: it will take blood out of a white ermine coat
without leaving so much as a trace; the best furriers keep a bottle on hand
for when they prick their fingers on their needles. Stand back!"

The sea of blondes instantly parted; Ariadne stood at the bedside like a
ministering angel about to resurrect the dead. All the girls looked on in
mute fascination: none had ever heard of using shampoo to remove an ink
stain, but it sounded plausible enough.

Plausible enough to all but Jinjur, of course, for she had seen that
self-same bottle of shampoo earlier in the day when she had crept into
Ariadne's room and poured hair-dye into it. Jinjur's knees felt weak; she
swallowed hard and was about to say something when Ariadne uncapped the
bottled and poured a good two ounces of the shampoo over the stain.

A gasp went up from the girls as they watched the tiny black spot spread,
now brown, until it was a an ugly and irregular splotch a hand's breath
across, then two, then three....

Jinjur screamed and fainted.
48
	

From: <Carriebink@xxx.xxx>
Date: Tue Sep 7, 1999 11:47am
Subject: To Veronica
  	
Dear Veronica,

Oh, yes. I think we brunettes should get together. Do you play tennis? I do.

Delmonte's sounds marvellous. I'd love to try it. Do you think they do
Knickerbocker Glories? Well, I mean I suppose you *know* whether they do.

Thank you so much for telling me about everyone. It can be a bit confusing
when one first arrives. I've seen Ariadne and I can see why people like her.
But she does seem old. I mean, I thought she was a mistress when I first saw
her. I haven't met Elena yet.

What about Jinjur - gosh, when I first caught a glimpse of her I thought
she was a brunette, but then when I saw her later I realised she was all
blonde. She confuses me, but she seems like great fun. I've been determined
to meet her since yesterday. What did you spank her for? Oh I'm sorry. I
shouldn't ask that should I? Forget I spoke. I always talk first and think
about it afterwards. That's what my old form-mistress said.

I think the thing about Jinjur is she's a redhead. My brunette mother said
that while redheads are always either blonde or brunette their unusual
colouring comes from hormones, and blonde redheads are a bit more brunette
than other blondes and brunette redheads are a bit more blonde than other
brunettes. At least they can be. Then she said - well, you know what they say
about redheads. And I said I didn't, and she said she wouldn't tell me if I
didn't already know. What do they say? Or shouldn't I ask that either?

I hope it's all right just chattering on to a prefect like this. Just say
if it isn't and I'll stop.

Carrie

PS - I've been managing not to run so far - mostly.
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From: <Carriebink@xxx.xxx>
Date: Tue Sep 7, 1999 0:01pm
Subject: Carrie meets Jinjur
  	
At *last* Carrie found Jinjur in the Common Room. As soon as she set eyes on
her she burst into speech.

"Hello. I've been trying to catch up with you for ages. You always seem to be
whizzing about doing something. I think you're worse than me - you must be a
fast blonde! I'm only joking, of course. I know you are nothing of the sort.

"You know you caught my eye last night just before Veronica took you out.
It's no secret what she did to you - it could be heard down the whole
corridor - I hope you don't mind. She spanks really hard, doesn't she. It
surprised me when she punished me the other day. It must be hard for a blonde
to bear it - how did you manage? What was it for?"

Carrie remembered the glimpse of Jinjur's stocking-top she had caught just
before Veronica intervened. Of course she must say nothing about that. Even
Carrie Chatterbox realised that there are some things a brunette *cannot*
mention. The poor blonde would be too embarrassed for words.

Jinjur leaned back in her armchair and let her bottom slide forwards as if
assuming a more relaxed position. This caused her gymslip to ride up showing
a very considerable length of nylon-filmed leg. Carrie's heart beat faster
her eyes opened wide and then she tried to look elsewhere so that Jinjur
might not think she was staring.

She also became aware of how much she had been chattering on. Was her
approach welcome? What would Jinjur say to her. For almost the first time in
her adolescence, Carrie became acutely conscious that she was talking to a
*blonde*. Normally she chattered on to every one pretty much alike, but
Jinjur's blondeness seemed suddenly to overwhelm her in an unaccustomes way -
exciting, and yet, even to the fearless Carrie, somehow rather frightening.
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From: Kadorienne <kadorian@xxxxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Tue Sep 7, 1999 4:27pm
Subject: Veronica to Carrie and Caroline
  	
Dear Carrie,

Well, I play tennis sometimes. Baseball's really my game. Can't say I care much
for cricket; it's too much like baseball without actually *being* baseball, you
see. So if we can find a fourth brunette, we could have a doubles match.

Delmonte's has EVERYTHING. Myself, I'm rather partial to an immodestly named
dessert called the "Saucy Blondie". It's a walnut brownie, or "blondie", with
caramel sauce and vanilla ice cream -- heaven!

I'm certain you'll meet Elena soon. Not only is she titled, she's Eastern, and
exotic girls are apt to attract plenty of attention. I can scarcely believe you
thought Ariadne was a mistress. Oh, yes, she's older, but imagine her with
authority! Really.

Jinjur? Hem. Well, yes, she's a very nice girl, but rather thoughtless -- more so
than most blondes, I mean. She's going to need a firm brunette hand when she grows
up and marries. So just don't let her lure you astray with her blonde wiles. Some
blondes inspire us to greater heights; others require our constant supervision.
I'll let you guess which kind Jinjur is.

And don't worry about chattering to me. I'm enjoying your conversation ever so
much. Honestly, I'm a prefect, not an ogress!

So Caroline, will you be joining me and Carrie?

Veronica
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From: <Elaryn@xxx.xxx>
Date: Tue Sep 7, 1999 2:19pm
Subject: Hello Elspeth
  	
Hello, Elspeth.

I thank you for your warm welcome to Avendale. This is a beautiful, old place, and I think I shall enjoy it very much. It is different than home, of course, but living in different places and learning different things makes one grow, don’t you think?

I have to smile and blush when you say you have never seen a real Easterner. I must confess I have not seen many Westerners, either, and yet, we are made much alike, I can see: two eyes, a nose, etc. [catches lower lip and lowers eyes, colouring slightly] You may pinch me, if you like, for I should not tease you so, and like you, I am very curious about the West. Perhaps we can teach one another. My blonde Mummy says we are all teachers and students alike.

As for quoting Eastern poetry, please do not feel shy or foolish. Here in the West, there are many nations: Quirinelle, Kadoria, Novaria, Trent, Arcadia, for example. It is the same in the East, and not all places are alike. I love the poem you quoted. It is most beautiful! I love poetry, and I feel quite honoured you would choose to share it with me. Music and poetry are the speech of the Divine Realms.

What mortals call ‘Music’
Is the Speech of Angels
They are one and the same.

When God first spoke
All-That-Is into existence,
She sang.

The Angelic Powers
Gathered about Her Throne,
In Holy Majesty,
The Wonder of Creation
To Proclaim.

I do like it here, [brief hesitation]…though I hope you will not think me a baby when I confess to feeling homesick. I miss my parents and my elder sister (even though she can, on occasion, be swinish, as elder siblings can be now and then. Now that she is a Cadette, she is ever so much more chivalrous). This is my very first time away from home, and so very far away!

I have not yet learned all the girls’ names here, nor have I learned to recognise their faces. I expect I shall, before long. [slight smile] I have heard Veronica’s name, though. Ariadne’s, as well. And what if she did think of you? I don’t think it impossible. I have not met Katie Webster yet, but I have heard her name. Is she not the pupil who was punished for playing the Grand Piano?

[lowering eyes and colouring again] You flatter me dreadfully about my hair. I like to wear it long (just like my blonde Mummy’s) but it can be a trial. It is fine as a baby’s and tends to tangle if I do not take good care of it. It has never been cut. I think your hair is pretty, too. Perhaps it would grow long if you allowed it to.

Yes, I should like very much to be friends! It was so sweet of you to approach me.

-Elena Mira Dierrian
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From: School Girl <schoolgirl11@h...>
Date: Tue Sep 7, 1999 7:43pm
Subject: Audition
  	
I made her way to the great hall, as I was nearly there I noticed another
girl who was about my own age.

“Hello” I said

“I am Katie, what’s your name?”

she looked at me and replied “I am Elena”

I took her by the hand and said “Well Elena, lets be friends and you come to
my audition”

She and I both giggled and started to run to the Great Hall, stopping dead
in our tracks as we realised it was wrong in the school. With that we both
burst out laughing.

Unpon entering the Great Hall I was pleased to see Miss Veronica was there I
smiled sweetly at her.

“Well Webster, shall we get on with the audition, I do not have all day”
Miss Mandlenson was a large robust sort of a woman, but most brunette’s are
I thought!

“Yes Miss” I stammered

I took my seat at the Grand Piano, I placed my music in front of.

I proudly announced to the audience which steadily grown, “I will play three
pieces, first Greig's Piano Concerto in ‘D’ minor, second a piece I wrote
myself entitled ‘The Butterflydragon’ and last a piece you should all know
by our famous Aristasian composer ‘Hugo Bassonenburg’, thank you”

I looked at Miss Veronica and Elena for that inspiration they both smiled
back at me.

As I played the first note the headmistress came in and sat at the front
next to the music teacher.

At the end of all of three pieces of music I could not resist playing the
National Anthem and watch everybody stand to attention as I hit the first
note. At the end all the blondes cheered, the brunette’s clapped polity.

Miss Mandlenson stood up and the hall fell quite, she whispered to the
headmistress. I stood and looked down at my black paten ‘T’ bars with had a
mark on the right toe, I rubbed it against my left calf.

“Very well Webster you mat practices on the Grand Piano, but only if a
prefect is present”

I looked at Miss Veronica, who nodded to Miss Mandlenson.

“Also you will the school orchestra rehearsals every Saturday morning from
09-00am”

“Yes Miss” I replied

With that Miss Mandlenson and the headmistress left chatting to each other.

I joined Miss Veronica and Elena and we left.

There was a bit of noise in the dorm as we celebrated my inclusion into the
schools orchestra.

I slept soundly until Matron woke us up……..
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From: <elaryn@a...>
Date: Tue Sep 7, 1999 7:55pm
Subject: Hello, Elspeth. Pleased to meet you :)
  	
Please pardon me if this posts twice. My ordinator is being most obstinate and has driven to the brink of madness today...)

Hello, Elspeth.

I thank you for your warm welcome to Avendale. This is a beautiful, old place, and I think I shall enjoy it very much. It is different than home, of course, but living in different places and learning different things makes one grow, don’t you think?

I have to smile and blush when you say you have never seen a real Easterner. I must confess I have not seen many Westerners, either, and yet, we are made much alike, I can see: two eyes, a nose, etc. [catches lower lip and lowers eyes, colouring slightly] You may pinch me, if you like, for I should not tease you so, and like you, I am very curious about the West. Perhaps we can teach one another. My blonde Mummy says we are all teachers and students alike.

As for quoting Eastern poetry, please do not feel shy or foolish. Here in the West, there are many nations: Quirinelle, Kadoria, Novaria, Trent, Arcadia, for example. It is the same in the East, and not all places are alike. I love the poem you quoted. It is most beautiful! I love poetry, and I feel quite honoured you would choose to share it with me. Music and poetry are the speech of the Divine Realms.

What mortals call ‘Music’
Is the Speech of Angels
They are one and the same.

When God first spoke
All-That-Is into existence,
She sang.

The Angelic Powers
Gathered about Her Throne,
In Holy Majesty,
The Wonder of Creation
To Proclaim.

I do like it here, [brief hesitation]…though I hope you will not think me a baby when I confess to feeling homesick. I miss my parents and my elder sister (even though she can, on occasion, be swinish, as elder siblings can be now and then. Now that she is a Cadette, she is ever so much more chivalrous). This is my very first time away from home, and so very far away!

I have not yet learned all the girls’ names here, nor have I learned to recognise their faces. I expect I shall, before long. [slight smile] I have heard Veronica’s name, though. Ariadne’s, as well. And what if she did think of you? I don’t think it impossible. I have not met Katie Webster yet, but I have heard her name. Is she not the pupil who was punished for playing the Grand Piano?

[lowering eyes and colouring again] You flatter me dreadfully about my hair. I like to wear it long (just like my blonde Mummy’s) but it can be a trial. It is fine as a baby’s and tends to tangle if I do not take good care of it. It has never been cut. I think your hair is pretty, too. Perhaps it would grow long if you allowed it to.

Yes, I should like very much to be friends! It was so sweet of you to approach me.

-Elena Mira Dierrian
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From: <jinjur@a...>
Date: Wed Sep 8, 1999 0:41am
Subject: Jinjur meets Carrie
  	
"You know you caught my eye last night just before Veronica took you out.
It's no secret what she did to you - it could be heard down the whole
corridor - I hope you don't mind. She spanks really hard, doesn't she. It
surprised me when she punished me the other day. It must be hard for a blonde
to bear it - how did you manage? What was it for?" Carrie chattered.

"For sitting improperly," Jinjur said, smiling up at Carrie. She shifted so that
more of her leg showed. "Veronica's ever so particular about deportment."

Carrie's eyes widened at the sight of Jinjur's nylon-clad thigh, then darted
away. Jinjur was delighted. Perhaps it was more fun after all to entice a proper
brunette than to be mauled by a rough one. The game was already making Jinjur's
blood race. Perhaps this was how brunettes felt when they were breaking down a
modest blonde's resistance.

"Was it terribly hard?" Something seemed to have jolted Carrie out of her usual
chatterbox mode. Jinjur hoped it was her legs.

Jinjur hesitated. She was happy to accept Carrie's sympathy, but Carrie would
learn sooner or later that Veronica was always soft on blondes. Everyone else
knew. At last she said, wide-eyed, "The other blondes say Veronica is pretty
easy on them." There! Now she'd implied that Veronica was meaner to her than to
other blondes without actually lying.

Carrie looked sympathetic. "Oh, that's just beastly. But then, I suppose you'll
just have to be more careful how you sit. Why--" Carrie stopped herself, something
which Jinjur guessed she seldom did, and then started on another tack. "But she's
being ever so nice to me, even if she did paddle me. Why, she even asked me and
Caroline -- have you met Caroline? She's new, too, and a brunette -- she asked
us to play tennis or go to a soda fountain with her this weekend. She didn't act
at all high hat on account of us being new girls, and younger than her." Carrie's
eyes were flickering nervously, and she seemed to be in chatter mode again.
Probably it was because she had apparently almost mentioned that Jinjur had been
showing too much stocking the other day. Oh, it was fun to be treated like a
virtuous blonde.

Jinjur straightened a little and gestured at the hassock that matched her
armchair. "Why don't you sit down, Carrie?" Carrie did so silently -- Jinjur's
bet was that she didn't do much silently -- and just looked at her as if she'd
never seen a blonde before. She sat as if she didn't know what to say.

Jinjur said, "Veronica wouldn't snub you for being new. She's not like that. She's
the nicest brunette ever -- as long as you behave."

"Well, she is a prefect."

Carrie was obviously searching for something else to say, something that would
impress a blonde. Jinjur let her flounder for a minute before speaking again.
"What did Veronica paddle you for? If you don't mind my asking," she added demurely.

"Oh, that? I was running in the halls. Hardly anyone here, you know, so I thought
it would be all right. Well, to tell the truth, I don't think I thought about it
at all. I just like to run, run almost everywhere. Life's too short, what?"

"She paddled you hard?"

"Oh, she whacked me properly. You can see -- and feel -- why she's a prefect.
I'm sure she keeps order. Didn't she tame a dormitory-full of hysterical blondes
during the blackout?"

Jinjur laughed. "Just about. It was funny to see how all the blondes reacted when
she came in. 'We're saved!' Before she'd even said anything."

"Well, she's got a right good presence. Does she have any particular belle?"

"No, never has. Though there's been some rumors going around about her and some
new blonde."

"Ariadne, by chance? She's ever so pretty. Though not as pretty as you, if anyone
were to ask me," Carrie added, her gallantry marred by just the tiniest touch of
awkwardness. She couldn't be used to giving blondes compliments.

Jinjur widened her eyes and parted her lips. "Why, Carrie. What a sweet thing to
say."

Carrie was obviously trying to think of a way to build on this when Old Liza
struck. It was the evening study period. Carrie walked Jinjur to the entrance of the
blonde's dormitory and Jinjur did the minimum of work that she had to do to get
by. She was in high spirits, very pleased with Carrie and with her own manner of
handling Carrie, and looking forward to seeing several of her classmates transformed
the next day. It was in this frame of mind that she set out her heirloom Arcadian
nightdress to show to Joan.
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From: <jinjur@a...>
Date: Wed Sep 8, 1999 1:18am
Subject: Jinjur's Comeuppance
  	
Jinjur's mass of chocolate curls shook with sobs. What she had intended as a
light-hearted prank, whose victims would have been back to normal within a week,
had turned into a disaster beyond all measure. Her precious antique nightdress!

When she had fainted, Ariadne had revived her by solicitously dousing her with
the only liquid to hand -- the glass of Nehi Cola Jinjur had been drinking while
she studied, against school policy. Its stickiness had remained on her face for
the next hour of hubbub. On regaining consciousness, Jinjur had blurted out all
the details of her crime, in a futile hope that this show of penitence might
inspire the Angel of Time to turn back the clock and restore her lovely
nightdress. The doctored bottles of shampoo had been gathered from both dormitories,
and only a couple of girls, who had been in the shower at the time that Jinjur's
nightdress was being defaced, emerged from their toilettes with their tresses altered.
(Jinjur had not squealed on Joan. Jinjur hated Joan now, of course, and would for
as long as she lived; if it hadn't been for Joan, she wouldn't have had her
nightdress out and none of this would have happened. But she wanted to impress
the Angel of Time, and any other Angels who might be able to lend a hand, with
her remorse, and so took all the blame onto herself.) The bottles, the nightdress
and a sobbing Jinjur had been marched to Miss Maitland's office.

In the long and unpleasant interview which followed, Miss Maitland had mentioned
several possible punishments, including making Jinjur use every single bottle of
doctored shampoo so that her hair would be brown or yellow for the rest of the
school year before being allowed to return to its natural coppery gold. But at length,
no doubt recognizing that Jinjur had already received the worst possible punishment,
Miss Maitland had passed a less fearsome sentence.

Firstly, Jinjur was to wash her hair once with Ariadne's shampoo. Her hair would
be brown for perhaps a week before all of the colour was washed out. Second,
Jinjur's pocket money for the next two months was to be confiscated to replace
everyone's shampoo. Third, she was to be strapped by Miss Maitland herself. And
fourth, she was to write two hundred lines.

Miss Maitland had assumed custody of the defaced nightdress and declared she would
take it to the best laundress in Avenbridge to see if it could be salvaged at all.
"Because such a valuable and exquisite item deserves the best of care, even if it
does belong to an irresponsible person," she had said, skewering Jinjur with a
look that would have made her shrivel if she hadn't already been so miserable.

Without further ado Jinjur was beaten, but was so miserable that she could
scarcely appreciate Miss Maitland's first-rate strapping. She had dragged her
feet back to her dormitory, listlessly gone to the shower to turn her fiery hair
a drab brown, and then gone to bed to cry herself to sleep. She ignored the
shushings of her unsympathetic roommates.

Oh, why had this happened? It was punishment, she knew it. Dea was angry at her
for trying to meddle with everyone's gender, or for what she had done with Suzanne.

Jinjur rose at first light the next morning. She felt very drained and numb, but
some little part of her still hoped to placate Dea and the Angels. While her
roommates slept, she sat down to begin a punishment she dreaded far more than
any beating, hoping Dea would see how very sorry she was and take pity and restore
her lovely nightdress.

She carefully took out her pen -- oh, she would hate pens forever now -- and
wrote in her neatest hand:

"I must always show the utmost respect for the belongings of others and for the
proper uses of all household substances, in accordance with the divinely
ordained Golden Order."

Jinjur sighed. One down, one hundred and ninety-nine to go.
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From: <Carriebink@xxx.xxx>
Date: Wed Sep 8, 1999 4:17am
Subject: Carrie's Darkest Hour?
  	
It was morning. The door to the no.3 brunette bathroom was firmly locked, and
that fach was causing mounting annoyance as the young brunettes crowded into
the other bathrooms to perform their morning ablutions.

"Who's taking so long in there?'

"What's she doing? Reading *The Sisters Karamazov* from cover to cover?"

"It's Carrie, I think."

"Carrie? The Whirlwind Bunny? When did she ever take more than five minutes
over anything?"

"It *is* Carrie, though. I've seen every one else."

Suzanne banged on the door. "Come along Carrie. You're holding up the
traffic."

Silence. Joan tried.

"Carrie, for heaven's sake hurry up."

Several other girls banged on the door and admonished Carrie to hurry. At
last a high, slightly hysterical voice emerged from the bathroom.

"Go away. I'm not coming out. Use the other bathrooms."

"Don't be an idiot," said Joan.

"What's the matter?" called Julia "Are you ill?"

"No," said Carrie. "Well, yes, perhaps I am. I don't know. Anyway, I can't
come out."

"Carrie, if you're ill you'd better see Matron. Open the door."

"I cant, I can't, I CAN'T!" screamed Carrie.

"She sounds hysterical," said Suzanne.

"That's not like Carrie," said Julia.

Impatient Joan banged on the door again. "Don't be so idiotic Carrie.
What's happened? Have you turned into a hysterical blonde."

The response to this was quite unexpected. From behind the door Carrie let
out the most disconcerting high-pitched scream that sounded like a creature
in agony.

"Golliwogs! What's happening? Has she gone mad?"

"Better fetch a mistress or something."

"Don't worry, that noise is bound to bring some one."

And sure enough Veronica entered the room.

"Now then girls, what's going on in here?"

"It's Carrie. She's locked herself in the bathroom and she won't come out.
We think she's gone crazy."

Veronica walked over to the bathroom door and spoke in a voice of calm but
very firm authority. "Come on out now, Carrie. This is Veronica."

Carrie whimpered in the most un-Carrie-like of tones "I'm sorry, Veronica,
I just can't."

Open refusal of her orders was a think Veronica rarely had to deal with.
She paused for a moment. She had a reputation for being able to deal with
just about any situation that arose. She did not wish to lose that reputation
in front of the whole middle-school brunette dorm - of all dorms.

She decided to gamble. She used her most authoritative but reassuring tone;
one that was kind, but brooked no possible disobedience.

"Carrie. You will unlock that door. You don't have to come out, but I am
coming in. You hear?"

There was a tense silence, and then the key turned in the lock. Veronica
slipped into the bathroom and closed the door behind her. Carrie was sitting
on the edge of the bath in her dressing gown, with her hair in a towel,
looking as if the end of the world has come. She looked up at Veronica with
tearful, appealing eyes.

"Now, what seems to be the problem," asked Veronica gently. "You don't seem
to be hurt."

"Oh, Veronica, please take me away - out of the dorm. Take me to your room
or something, and then I'll show you."

"That's fine," said Veronica. "You just come with me."

She led the unhappy girl through the curious young brunettes.

"There's nothing to see," said Veronica. "You girls just get on with
getting ready. If any of you are late for breakfast I'll see you in my study."

The girls knew what that meant and assiduously got on with washing and
dressing. With all the excitement they would have to hurry to get to
breakfast on time.

"Sit down," said Veronica, take a few deep breaths and tell me what the
trouble is.

"It's just terrible," said Carrie. "I don't know what to do. I can't face
the school. This is my darkest hour - or rather it's just the opposite."

"What *do* you mean, Carrie?"

Carrie unwrapped the towel from her head. "This," she said.

Her hair was a beautiful honey-golden blonde.
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From: <Elaryn@xxx.xxx>
Date: Wed Sep 8, 1999 4:47am
Subject: A Mercy Mission
  	
A Mercy Mission

The sobbing had finally subsided, and Elena Dierrian was able to relax
against her pillow. Jinjur! Whatever had possessed her to do such a thing?
Doctoring everyone's shampoo with hair dye? Why would anyone want to dye
one's hair in the first place? It was late, and Elena was tired, yet she was
too puzzled to go quickly back to sleep, so she forced herself to lie calmly
and quietly. Sleep would soon come, she hoped.

It had been a tiring, yet delightful day. She had met her first two friends,
Elspeth Elsvetta and Katie Webster. Elspeth seemed very sweet and more than
a little curious about the Eastern World. ("Curiosity," Elena could hear her
blonde Mummy intoning, "is a gift from God herself, when not taken to too
great an extreme; it is what inspires us to learn.") Elena herself was very
curious about the West and so hoped to learn much from her newfound friend.
Then there was Katie, a delightfully bouyant girl who played the piano like
an angel. Imagine being invited to play in the school orchestra at twelve!
Elena had been delighted for her new friend and felt sure that someday, the
entire nation would know of Katherine Webster, the great Musicienne.

She had, of course, met a great many girls today, and for the most part,
their names and faces swam into a great blur. Soon, she promised herself, I
shall be able to sort them all out. In the meantime, there was Jinjur.
Jinjur was asleep now, tossing fitfully, face still streaked by tears, her
drab, brown curls spilt onto her pillow, dreaming dolorous dreams of ink,
hair dye and ruined silk nightgowns.

Silently, oh-so-silently so as not to wake the other girls or be caught out
of bed, Elena slid from between her own covers, carefully moved aside the
curtain of privacy that separated her area from the rest, and crept, like a
mist, to Jinjur's bed. Poor Jinjur! She looks so sad - even while she
sleeps! Elena impulsively stooped and placed a comforting kiss upon Jinjur's
forehead and whispered, in a voice that could not be heard mere inches away,
"Dear God, she has been punished already, and I know you have forgiven her.
Please find it in Your heart to comfort her. And please, please let there be
some way to remove the stain from her prized nightdress. May it be so,
through Your Grace, Amen." She dropped a final kiss on the sleeping girl's
cheek, gave the dyed curls a brief, sisterly caress, then quietly stole back
to her own bed.
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From: Kadorienne <kadorian@xxxxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Wed Sep 8, 1999 0:18pm
Subject: Veronica to the Rescue
  	
Veronica could only stare blankly at Carrie's honey-colored tresses.

Several times her mouth opened to say something, but each time the
prefect in her stopped what would doubtless have been tactless
exclamations.

"How did this happen?" she finally asked.

Carrie burst into fresh tears. "I don't know!" she wailed.

"All right, settle down. We'll get this fixed and everything will be all
right." Veronica spoke firmly from years of being a prefect. If you
wanted to be able to keep from having pandemonium in a crisis, you had
to make everyone think that you were certain that things would be all
right. Whether you were or not.

Getting her thoughts a little more organized, Veronica went to Carrie
and sniffed her hair. Instead of the usual faint perfume left by
shampoo, there was an unmistakably chemical smell. Veronica recognized
it; her Aunt Rosemarie had had to start using hair dye to cover her few grey
hairs after a torrid romance with a certain heartless blonde.

Veronica spoke in a low, calm voice. "Carrie, do you have any reason at
all to think any of the girls here might have it in for you?"

"No, really. Everyone's been ever so nice."

It was clear enough someone had doctored Carrie's shampoo. Could it have
been Suzanne? Everyone had seen Jinjur flirting with Carrie the day
before. Veronica had been pleased to see Jinjur taking an interest in a
better sort of brunette. But of course, Suzanne wouldn't have been so
pleased at being thrown over. She was Veronica's first suspect. But
then, Carrie was a "bunny". It wasn't uncommon for pranks to be played
on *all* the bunnies, a kind of rite of passage.

"Stay here," Veronica ordered. "I'll get to the bottom of this." With
that, she strode to the door, intending to learn if any other bunnies
had, well, lightened up.

But just as she reached the door, there was a knock. Carrie frantically
wrapped the towel around her hair. Veronica considerately waited till
Carrie's yellow hair was concealed before opening the door.

It was one of the other prefects. "Uh-oh, too late," she said when she
saw Carrie. She had guessed what the carefully wrapped towel meant.

"What do you mean?" both girls chorused.

Jinjur's prank was explained to them and Veronica rounded up every
prefect to check every bottle of shampoo for hair dye. She couldn't
resist a quick look in the mirror to make certain her own hair was still
raven black. She took her own, obviously safe, shampoo to lend to any
girl who had a tainted bottle and made the rounds of the dormitory.
Everyone was going to be late for breakfast.

Carrie stayed in Veronica's chair, too unhappy to move. When Veronica
returned, Carrie pleaded, "I can't face the school looking like this,
Veronica, honestly!"

Veronica patted her shoulder reassuringly. "Carrie, everyone will know
it isn't your fault. And you're not the only one. There's going to be at
least three blonde brunettes today, and one brunette blonde that I know
of."

"I can't believe it! My first week at school!"

Veronica tried to think of a comparable humiliation she had undergone.
She couldn't. She tried another tack.

"Carrie, this dye will wash out after several shampoos. You'll be back
to normal within the week."

"The *week*!" Carrie started crying again. If she had been a blonde,
Veronica would have held her like a child, but brunettes must learn to
keep a stiff upper lip, so she just kept patting her.

"I'll ask the headmistress if you can use some of the brown hair dye
tonight. But today, you've got to go to your classes. You're brave, you
can do it...."

"I can't! Oh, Veronica, just try to think how you would feel! How could
you go out looking like this?"

Veronica had to admit to herself that it would be difficult. What if
people mistook her for a blonde? They'd think her manner was so
unbecoming. She made so much effort to be good at being a brunette; to
go out with yellow hair would be so embarrassing. Veronica suddenly
remembered an play she and her mothers had attended during a visit to
Arcadia. In many parts of Arcadia blondes are not permitted on the
stage, so blonde roles are played by brunette actresses wearing yellow
wigs. But their manner almost always broke the illusion; they still
looked like brunettes.

"I would prove to everyone that I was still Veronica Bellemont, even if
I did have yellow hair!"

"That's easy for you to *say*," Carrie sniffled, too upset to care that
she was being rude to a prefect, not to mention a friend.

Veronica was too sympathetic to take offense. She remembered the
similarly tear-stained faces of the other two golden-haired brunettes.
And what must the dark-haired blondes be going through? Sometimes when a
brunette couldn't face doing something that she had to do Veronica would
strap her, give her something else to be afraid of, but that didn't seem
to be right for this situation. A story her blonde mother liked to tell
about a great Southern Culverian hostess suddenly flashed into her mind.
One of her guests had upset her soup bowl at dinner and had been most
mortified. The hostess had promptly overturned hers as well, to make her
guest feel more at ease.

Veronica grabbed something from Carrie's side. "I'll be back in a few
minutes," she said briskly. Carrie stayed where she was, daydreaming
morosely about living on a desert island where no one could see her
hair. A short time later the door opened and Carrie looked up.

Veronica looked as Veronica-ish as ever. Her posture would have made a
soldier proud, her uniform was perfectly turned out as always, the
prefect badge gleamed on her precisely knotted tie. Her expression was
emphatically serene, her chin high, her manner authoritative as ever.
And her hair was the color of buttercups.

"Get into your uniform or you'll miss breakfast altogether," the
"blonde" Veronica ordered with one of those dazzling Veronica smiles.

***

Veronica, determined to show that altered hair color did not diminish
one's Self, had only two worries to mar her resolution.

First, would Carrie -- such a proper brunette, bound to be a good
influence on Jinjur -- still be interested in Jinjur when she learned
that Jinjur was the culprit in the hair dye caper?

Second... what in Dea's name would Elspeth think?


Subject: A Golden Opportunity
  	
Veronica marched into her history classroom, ignoring the way the other
girls were staring at her yellow hair, and extended yesterday's homework
assignment to Miss Poindexter.

Miss Poindexter looked at the assignment blankly for a minute before her
face cleared. "Oh, yes, I forgot to collect those yesterday."

"Yes, miss. But I didn't have this done yesterday. I did it last night."

"That's all right," Miss Poindexter murmured, taking the paper and
turning away. She turned back to find Veronica still standing there,
looking slightly distressed. "What's the matter?" she asked, then really
looked at Veronica for the first time. "Good heavens! Your hair!"

"Yes, ma'am -- excuse me, miss." The Southern Culverian habit of saying
"ma'am" was something she had to break every autumn. "Someone put hair
dye in a lot of the shampoo bottles yesterday. Thought it would be
funny, I suppose. But the color should be washed out within a week."
Veronica spoke matter-of-factly, as if it were of no importance. She had
colored her hair to show everyone that it was no major tragedy to change
your coloring for a few days. "But, miss, the assignment was due
yesterday, and I didn't have it finished on time. I behaved wrongly."

Miss Poindexter sighed. Why was this child pestering her with her
over-developed moral sense when her heart was breaking? "Ah, yes. Of
course. One hundred lines, Veronica. You may sit down." She spoke
absently, reciting the schoolmistressly formula from habit. Veronica,
looking as relieved as most girls did when they *escaped* punishment,
took her seat.

Throughout the day, Veronica did her best to behave as if her hair were
not yellow and everyone were not staring at her. She had to admit, this
would have been pretty unpleasant if it had been forced on her. The fact
that she was wearing yellow hair for a purpose made it very bearable.
Carrie kept giving Veronica grateful, admiring looks, which was very
flattering, though Veronica wasn't going to let it go to her head. When
she gave other girls orders, they stared at her, but putting her hands
on her hips was generally all that was needed to snap them out of it,
reminding them that "blonde" or not, Veronica still packed quite a
wallop.

But apparently some girls were more nonplused than others. As she walked
through the hallway after history, a little blonde -- a *real* blonde --
turned the corner, saw Veronica, made an exclamation and dropped her
books.

Naturally, Veronica knelt at once to gather the blonde's books for her.
One of them was not a schoolbook, but another poetry volume, Emily
Bronte. "What's the matter, haven't you ever seen a blonde brunette
before?" she joked as she brushed the dust off the books. Then she
looked up with a friendly smile.

Which instantly froze, because the blonde was Elspeth.

Now Veronica understood why Carrie had wanted to hide in the bathroom.
Oh, Dea, why did it have to be Elspeth? Of all the blondes in school! To
see her like this! Never mind that everyone else was seeing her like
this, why did *Elspeth* have to see her!

Veronica stood up mechanically and held out the now neatly stacked
books. Oh, if only her hair weren't like this! This would have been such
an opportunity to talk to Elspeth, but looking like this -- she just
couldn't!

Her mind ran through all of the same silly protests that Carrie had made
that morning and none of the rational assurances she herself had replied
with. Instead, she just stood there holding the books, wishing the earth
would swallow her up.

Elspeth stared at her for a moment. Then evidently she regained her
manners -- *she* knew it wasn't polite to stare, even if everyone else
in school thought that this hair dye fiasco had temporarily suspended
that basic rule of etiquette -- lowered her eyes, and took the books.

Veronica went on her way without another word, now every bit as
miserable as Carrie had been that morning and as Jinjur was when her
nightdress was ruined. Coloring her hair had been her duty as a prefect,
as she saw it, but for once, the burden was too heavy to bear.
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From: <headmistress@xxxxxxxxx.xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx)>
Date: Wed Sep 8, 1954 2:41pm
Subject: Questions and answers
  	
Ariadne has asked some questions, the answers to which may be of general
interest. I am therefore placing them on the noticeboard.

* * *

I am a bit confused about the sleeping arrangements at Avendale school.
I have put girls into rooms with only one roommate, but others talk about
what sounds like common sleeping rooms, literally, dormitories, with the
beds separated by curtains, much like an open hospital ward, where the
curtains are set into runners in the ceiling.

In Culverian boarding schools, no such "open dormitories" exist; girls
are two, three and sometimes four to a room, each with her own little desk
and dresser, and a single bookshelf over the desk. Rarely, a girl will have
a "single" room.

Do you suppose you could clarify the sleeping arrangements, and, while
you are at it, the bathroom arrangements? Are the baths (or showers)
separate, or along one wall of a common bathroom with a number of wash
basins on the opposite wall?

Also, do all the girl have their meals at one sitting? What is the name
of the refectory? There is bound to be action in the dining-hall sooner or
later.

* * *

The junior and middle school girls sleep in open dormitories; senior
girls usually have shared rooms with one or two other girls. Prefects
sometimes have their own rooms. There may be some exceptions to these
arrangements, but they are the most usual.

There are several bathrooms to a dorm (or dormitory corridor for older
girls). Girls bath in privacy but are expected to be quick if they bath at
crowded times (in the morning or just before bed). They may take more
leisurely baths in their own free time. When no one is bathing it is not
uncommon for two or more girls to crowd round a washbasin.

The refectory is a large dining hall which can seat the whole school at
once. There is High Table for mistresses to which senior girls may
sometimes be invited (each prefect is invited to High Table at least once
per term). When not dining at High Table, prefects usually preside over
tables of other girls, however this is their choice Prefects may sometimes
prefer to sit together. Providing order is kept, prefects may ordain their
seating arrangements as they wish.

Dorothea Maitland
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From: Kadorienne <kadorian@xxxxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Wed Sep 8, 1999 5:00pm
Subject: Blonde Brunettes & Brunette Blondes
  	
Naturally, the fair-haired brunettes and dark-haired blondes were
teased. Brunettes made displays of exaggerated chivalry to Carrie and
the other blonde brunettes, such as carrying their books with avowals
that "a delicate little blonde like you couldn't possibly lift this all
by herself." The roommates of the brown-haired blondes, Veronica heard,
made a great show of not changing or even adjusting their stockings in
front of them.

Most of the victims tried to take the teasing cheerfully. That afternoon
in the courtyard, Carrie and a temporarily dark blonde -- with the
currently ironic name of Tawny -- had overcome their discomfiture
sufficiently to enter into the game with spirit, to everyone's
amusement. It was peculiar to see them together, the yellow hair with
the grey pleated skirt, the brown with the maroon gymslip. Tawny,
normally not a bold blonde, acted the part of a courting brunette. She
yawned and stretched theatrically, the let one arm rest around Carrie's
shoulders, like an importunate brunette in a movie. Tawny followed up
with all sorts of suggestions, including "What's a nice girl like you
doing in a place like this?" (that one got some hoots) and an invitation
to see her etchings, while Carrie minced and simpered in a parody of
blonde flirting. Carrie put everyone in stitches when she declared, "I'm
not that kind of blonde!"

Jinjur was nowhere to be seen. Apparently she had confined herself to
her room to nurse her misery in private, and work on her lines, no
doubt. Poor Jinjur. Maybe this would teach her a lesson. Elspeth was
sitting with a couple of other blondes her age. Veronica was careful not
to glance in her direction, thinking of that morning. A golden
opportunity, wasted by her golden hair!

After dinner, Veronica knocked on the door of the headmistress' study.
Receiving permission to enter, she did and stood before Miss Maitland's
desk, politely waiting till she was acknowledged.

Miss Maitland examined Veronica's yellow hair with a little frown.
"Perhaps I was too easy on Jinjur. I didn't realize she had played her
trick on a prefect."

"Oh, she didn't, miss," Veronica said quickly. "It's just that some of
the girls whose hair got colored were hiding in their rooms, and
couldn't face going to classes. I thought that if a prefect went to
school with colored hair, it would set a good example. So I colored my
hair too."

Miss Maitland shook her head slightly. "Really, Veronica, that was going
beyond the call of duty."

"If you say so, miss."

"Now, what are you here for, Veronica?"

"Well, miss, I promised some of the 'blonde brunettes' that I'd see if
they could have some of Jinjur's brown hair dye to get back to their
proper hair color. And perhaps the 'brunette blondes' could do the same.
They're very upset about their hair, as I'm sure you can imagine, miss."

Miss Maitland leaned back in her chair and considered....
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From: <Carriebink@xxx.xxx>
Date: Wed Sep 8, 1999 1:46pm
Subject: Carrie Discovers the Culprit
  	
Veronica's noble gesture gave Carrie the courage to face the school. It
wasn't easy, even so. As she made her way to the 'fec for breakfast, a long,
low wolf-whistle sounded behind her. She was about to round on the
perpetrator, but she thought of Veronica and walked on in dignified silence;
though her face turned crimson as she realised that is *exactly* what a
well-bred blonde does when she is whistled at in the street. The picture of
herself as a comely little blonde with her head in the air, pretending not to
hear whistles made her go hot and cold all over.

She approached the dining table which contained most of the middle school
brunettes. Every brunette rose to her feet as if she had been a blonde and
they had been very good and punctilious brunettes - which most of them
weren't. Julia, she noticed remained seated and gave her a nice smile.

At this moment Veronica came over to the table. "What are y'all standing
for?" she asked. No one answered. They looked at the "blonde" Veronica in
shocked surprise.

"If y'all want to laugh at some one, maybe you'd care to laugh at me."

No one did care to. Most of all, Carrie feared the rough humour of Joan and
Suzanne. However that fear was dissipated when the two arrived at table. Joan
was even "blonder" than Carrie. Her impatience outside the bathroom this
morning had been due to the fact that she wanted to wash her hair, and this
she did immediately Veronica took Carrie out of the room, before the shampoo
story had become known.

"If I ever find out who did this," said Carrie, "I'll make her sorry."

"But don't you know?" said one of the girls, "It's all come out. It was
Jinjur."

Jinjur! Carrie didn't know what to think. She was furious at the
perpetrator of this crime - but somehow she couldn't be furious at Jinjur.
And yet also she was. What was happening to her. She looked across to the
next table at Jinjur, now a dark "brunette", who had been listening to the
conversation. Jinjur looked back at her, then they both turned away.

"Jinjur!" thought Carrie, "what are you doing to me. I don't even know what
I think any more."

At morning break Jinjur sought Carrie out and knelt before her in the most
melodramatic manner.

"Carrie! Can you ever forgive me?"

"I don't know what to say. This has been such a strange day for me."

"You'll punish me, of course."

"I can't do that. It isn't allowed."

"But you must. It is the only way I can ever feel better about this. Even
if you don't forgive me, you must punish me."

"But how . . ."

"Come with me." Jinjur took her to the store room in which Suzanne had
spanked her the day before. She pushed Carrie onto a box and threw herself
over her knee. "There. Spank me."

Carrie started to slap Jinjur rather half-heartedly over her skirt.

"I think you'd better lift my skirt," said jinjur. Carrie spanked her over
her petticoat. "You'd better lift my petticoat too. This is a serious
punishment. As if mesmerised carrie lifted the light garment, exposing
Jinjur's stocking-tops, her white thighs and maroon knickers. "Now spank me
*hard*."

Carrie's heart pounded within her till she was sure Jinjur must be able to
hear it too. She slapped the blonde with full force again and again. Jinjur
moaned gently. Suddenly Carrie stopped. She was getting carried away. She had
gone too far. But Jinjur reached into her gymslip bodice and pulled out a
heavy hairbrush that she had taken from her bedside for this very purpose.
"Use this," she said. "You must *hurt* me."

Carrie felt sweet saliva on her tongue. She hit the girl with the wooden
implement hard across her white knickers. Jinjur gasped. That *really* hurt.
"Go on," she said. Carrie gave Jinjur the soundest spanking she had received
for a long time, whether she was angry or impelled by some other, emotion she
could hardly tell. She was dizzy with a curious cocktail of passions. Jinjur,
anxious not to make to much noise, gasped and whimpered.

After a time she noticed that the area just below Jinjur's knickers was a
deeper red than her knickers. She dreaded to think what her bottom must be
like.

"Stand up," said Carrie, rather awkwardly. "Jinjur stood. There were actual
tears in her eyes. I am sorry. Did I hurt you terribly?"

"Terribly," said Jinjur, "especially on top of the strapping Miss Maitland
has just given me."

"Miss Maitland strapped you! You should have told me that!"

"Oh, no. I did not want to inhibit you from administering my just
punishment," said Jinjur demurely. "Do you forgive me now?"

The "scent" of whipped blonde was heavy in Carrie's head. "Of course I
forgive you. Do you forgive me. I've been a brute."

"A brute - oh, no, you were *wonderful*. If I had you to look after me I am
sure I should always be good." She looked at the toes of her t-bar shoes and
then looked up little girlishly at Carrie. "Won't you kiss me to show you
forgive me?"

Carrie took Jinjur by the shoulders. She had meant to kiss her cheek, but
Jinjur turned her head so that she found herself kissing her lips, and once
she begun, she did so violently, deeply, hungrily. She had never kissed a
blonde like that before. Suddenly she pulled away. Jinjur felt a little
annoyed, but then had an inspiration.

"*Really*, Carrie," she said, "I - I don't know what to say!"

"I'm so sorry," said Carrie, blushing furiously. "I don't know what came
over me."

Jinjur cast her eyes down and smiled shyly. The bell rang the end of break.

"Such perfect timing," thought Jinjur.
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From: Kadorienne <kadorian@xxxxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Thu Sep 9, 1999 1:09am
Subject: Veronica speaks to Annalinde
  	
Veronica went to Annalinde's room in the afternoon; brunettes weren't
supposed to be in the blonde dormitory after dinner. Except in special
circumstances, such as a blackout. She knocked and was at once told to
enter.

Annalinde was sitting at her desk doing homework, but she rose when she
saw Veronica. A blonde Veronica was if anything even more daunting than
a raven-haired one. The yellow hair seemed to accent the brunette
authority in her whole manner. For a few seconds Annalinde felt as if
Veronica had arrived to discipline her, though she had done nothing even
remotely wrong since sitting improperly before anyone was at school.

"Annalinde, I'd like to talk to you about Jinjur."

"Jinjur? Hasn't she been dealt with?"

"For the hair dye incident, yes." Veronica smiled wrily, brushing a
stray lock back from her face. "But the fact is, I'm concerned about her
in general."

"Do sit down, Veronica." They both took seats. "Why are you worried over
Jinjur?"

"Because I think she's turning into a fast blonde."

Annalinde's eyes widened at the serious charge. "What makes you think
so?"

"Oh, a lot of little things. Don't you think she was the one who was
pinching everyone during the blackout?" Annalinde turned slightly pink
at that, and it suddenly occurred to Veronica that she might have been
one of the girls pinched. Embarrassed, Veronica added, "And her uniform
was so rumpled when the lights came on. And the next day, she was
sitting with her -- well, with her stocking top showing. I spanked her
for it, but the very next day I noticed her sitting in the Refectory
with far too much leg showing." Veronica hesitated; she just couldn't
voice her dreadful thought, that Jinjur might actually be being so
immodest... on purpose. No, a brunette simply couldn't think anything so
dishonorable about a blonde.

Annalinde asked, "So you think she's being that bad, and all you've
given her is one spanking?" Annalinde knew perfectly well that Veronica
spanked blondes as if they were eggshells she didn't want to chip. Well,
usually, at least.

"I don't have any proof of anything. I might even be jumping to
conclusions -- I certainly hope so. But I wanted to tell you about it,
because I want you to help me with her."

"How?"

"I'd appreciate it if you'd give her a blonde-to-blonde talk about,
well, about drawing the line with brunettes and such." Veronica's
normally confident manner was just a shade off at discussing such things
with a blonde, even a prefect. Annalinde kept her demeanour
matter-of-fact, as became her office, but the truth was, she was
embarrassed too. "A brunette couldn't really talk to a blonde about such
things, you know." Veronica gave a lopsided smile and lifted a lock of
her buttercup hair between two fingers. "Though I might be able to do it
this week, I suppose."

"Oh, Veronica! I can't believe this whole thing. Some of the girls have
been saying your shampoo wasn't tampered with, that you colored it on
purpose."

"I did."

"You dyed your hair blonde on purpose?" Annalinde stared open-mouthed.
"Why on earth?"

"Because of a couple of yellow-haired brunettes who were too mortified
to leave their rooms for class. I knew every girl whose hair was colored
would be embarrassed, so I did this to make it easier for them."

"I can't believe it. You did this to yourself to make Jinjur's victims
feel better?"

Veronica shifted uncomfortably. She had been thanked profusely by
several girls with colored hair already. It was very gratifying, of
course, but she'd gotten enough compliments by now that she felt they
were all making more of it than it deserved. She'd only been doing what
was clearly right, after all.

"I just wanted to show them it wasn't as difficult as they felt it was,"
Veronica said at last. "Can you talk to Jinjur? Or at least keep an eye
on her? She's always been naughty, but she's getting older. And just now
would probably be an excellent time to talk some sense into her. She's
not so bouncy as usual, since her lovely nightdress got ruined."

Annalinde had actually expected to tan Jinjur's derriere several times
in the coming year, so she was ready to believe Veronica's suspicions.
"Of course I shall. The very first chance I get."

"Thank you! And by the way, you were a real brick during the blackout.
If *all* the blondes had been hysterical, there'd have been no getting
them rounded up."

"Not all blondes are the hysterical type," Annalinde retorted.

"True." Elspeth obviously wasn't. That was one of the things Veronica
liked about her. You could tell she wouldn't lose her head and start
shrieking over any little thing. Not that Veronica criticized blondes
for that, that's why Dea had made brunettes to look after them, but
serene-natured blondes made Veronica want to explore their lovely
mysteries as well as protect them....

"Did you want to talk about anything else?" Annalinde asked. Veronica
woke as if from a dream.

"Hm? Oh, no. I won't take up anymore of your time." She rose and headed
for the door.

"You're welcome anytime, Veronica. Before dinner, that is," Annalinde
added with a smile. "As long as you're here, keep Joan and Suzanne away
from my charges."

"I'll turn those two into gentilmaids if I have to wear out my strap on
them," Veronica promised.

Annalinde held open the door for Veronica, and hailed the first junior
passing. "Go find me Jinjur Quinbury," she ordered....
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From: <AnnalindeC@xxx.xxx>
Date: Thu Sep 9, 1999 2:42am
Subject: To Jinjur
  	
Ah, Jinjur. Do sit down.

Don't worry, I am not going to punish you. You haven't done anything since
the shampoo incident have you?

[Jinjur shakes her head slightly uncertainly - after all, it was Carrie who
*did* everything in the store room]

Anyway, I am not concerned about that. I wanted to have a talk with you - a
serious talk. I know you know what a "serious talk" with a prefect usually
means, but this is - well - more *serious* than that.

[why on earth had she allowed Veronica to talk her into this. Of course it
really was a blonde's place to do this sort of thing so one couldn't refuse -
but even so, Veronica might have managed better]

The thing is, Jinjur - well - you aren't a little girl any more. I mean,
you are practically the same age as me, though no one would know it from the
way you behave - but then again, they *would* know it from the way they look.
I hardly have to tell you that as blondes get older certain changes take
place. They become - well, they aren't little girls any more.

[Annalinde was blushing. Jinjur wondered if she was about to tell her about
the Birds and the Bees]

What I am trying to say is this, Jinjur. At our age blondes must be careful
about such things as - well - the way they sit for example. Yes, Jinjur. I
know I did, but there was no one about. Besides that was between me and
Veronica. Walls have ears in this place. But anyway, you won't see me sitting
immodestly in the common room in front of brunettes.

Don't look so shocked Jinjur. Yes, I am afraid you have. I am sure you are
quite unaware of it, but just the same - I must be frank, Jinjur. It has been
feared in certain quarters that you might be becoming a fast blonde. There,
don't look so worried. I am quite sure it isn't true. But a blondes
*reputation* is as important as her *conduct* - well, almost as important.
You must not only *be* a virtuous blonde, but be *seen* to be a virtuous
blonde. Do you understand me?

Good. Now don't worry. No real harm has done yet. I should just like you to
go away and think about this, and be a little more conscious about - about
not giving the wrong impression.

Oh, and I hear you are not seeing so much of Suzanne lately. I do think
that is wise. Cultivate some other friendships. Carrie is a nice girl, for
example, and Elena and Katie and Caroline. Of course I am not telling you
whom to be friends with. But a blonde *is* known by the company she keeps,
you know.

I think that is everything. Do you want to ask any questions? Look I've got
a sherbert lemon here, would you like one?

[Annalinde gives Jinjur the sweet from the small jar on her desk which she
keeps mainly for consoling much younger blondes who come to her with troubles]

All right. Dismissed now. Do come and see me if you need any help or advice.

[As the door closes behinf Jinjur, Annalinde breathes a long sigh of
relief. "I do *hope* I did that right."]
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From: Elspeth Elsvetta <elsvetta@xxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Thu Sep 9, 1999 1:29pm
Subject: Elspeth tells a Fib
  	
Dear Elena,

How nice it is to be friends! No, I don't think you a bit of a baby for
feeling homesick. I feel homesick myself sometimes, and I am not thousands
of miles from my home.

Don't worry that you don't know menu people yet. It takes a while for us
"bunnies" to get to know people: though Ariadne seems to know half the
school already - the brunette half.

But listen, here is a thing I cannot tell any one else. I feel so dreadful
about it, but I do not want any one to hear *anything* about Veronica and I,
because it will just start them talking again, and they do seem to have
forgotten all that thing now.

So this is a secret just between you and I, all right?

Well, yesterday I saw Veronica in the corridor. I knew she had gone
"blonde" because of Jinjur's silly trick, and I heard how upset Carrie and
some of the others had been and how Veronica had "blonded" her own hair just
to help them and make them feel better, and, you know, I wanted to tell
Veronica what a wonderful thing I thought she had done.

I don't see Veronica all that often, so I wondered if I should get a
chance to tell her before it was too old to mention. And then I saw her,
just like that. So what did I do? Did I say "Oh, Veronica, I just wanted to
tell you how marvellous I think you are to make your hair blonde just to
help the other girls?"

No I didn't. I was just the silliest blonde *ever*. I was so excited at
seeing her, and at the same time so startled at seeing her all blonde - I
mean, even though I knew she would be, it made her look so *different* - so
wonderfully brunette and yet sort of blonde at the same time - that I just
let out a little cry and dropped all my books.

Like the perfect brunette she is, she just picked up my books for me as
graciously as ever. I mean, she must have thought me so *rude*, staring and
yelping and dropping my books. Instead of telling her how I really felt, I
just looked like the rudest, stupidest, most unmannerly blonde in the whole
school.

I wanted to say something to mend the impression, but I just couldn't
think of a *thing*. I just looked at the floor and wished it would swallow
me. As soon as she was out of sight, I ran back to my room and cried. Of
course my room is also Ariadne's room and she came in while I was lying on
my bed crying and asked me why. Well, I just *couldn't* tell her, because if
she knew I was crying over anything remotely connected with Veronica - well,
goodness knows what story she would spin out of that. I really don't want
that story revived again, because it is the *utterest* nonsense.

So I said - it was foolish, but it was the only thing I could think of -
that Miss Poindexter had whipped me, which of course she hasn't, so I hope
Ariadne doesn't tell every one that, because some one will know it isn't
true, and then they will all think me the *oddest* girl. And they will know
I am a fibber too - and I really am not. I mean, I suppose I am now, but I
won't be again. But perhaps it is right to fib to protect a brunette's
honour, because Ariadne said I said Veronica was puppy-like, and I shouldn't
want *anyone* to think that about Veronica, and I should *hate* Veronica to
think I thought it.

But even if they do think I am odd, we must just let them. Our secret is
our secret, isn't it, dearest Elena?

With love,

Elspeth
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From: <headmistress@xxxxxxxxx.xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx)>
Date: Thu Sep 9, 1954 5:45pm
Subject: On the re-dying of hair
  	
Dear Veronica,

I have considered your request that girls be allowed to use the
opposite-tainted shampoos to return their hair to its natural colour. There
is no objection in principle to this, but re-dying can cause unexpected
results.

Each girl must first test a strand of her hair with the dye. If it
returns to its natural colour (or at least to a colour more appropriate to
her sex) she may then dye all her hair. If, however the result is
unsatisfactory she may not - and I am sure will not wish to - proceed.

We do not want any green-haired girls adding to the confusion, do we?

I wish all girls who try the experiment the best of luck.

Dorothea maitland
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From: <roughbrunette@xxxxxxxxx.xxx>
Date: Thu Sep 9, 1999 10:58pm
Subject: A Peek Into Another World
  	
That afternoon, a very proper young blonde could be seen leaving the Avendale
school grounds. Her maroon uniform was not perfectly neat, but quite passably so.
Her hair was a delicate lemon yellow. But the blonde's name was Joan, and until
this day she had been a chestnut-haired brunette, and the maroon uniform had been
"borrowed" from the blonde dormitory.

The headmistress had announced that the girls could use Jinjur's unrequested
bounty to dye their hair back to their proper colors. Most of the girls had run
to the washrooms as soon as classes were over to test the color on their hair,
but Joan had something she wanted to do first. She had thought of it the minute
Jinjur had told her about her brainstorm, and it was why she had been so careful
to make sure she got her hair colored too. But she hadn't told Jinjur about this
little part of her plan.

Joan went straight to the Gilded Lily, a fair-sized dress shop in Avenbridge. She
had only been there once before, nearly a year ago, so she was confident she
wouldn't be recognized. She went inside, her heart pounding, her exterior demure.
The store was tolerably busy.

"Can I help you with anything, miss?" one of the attendants asked. The words were
the same as always. Joan felt relieved; she had half expected the girl to say,
"You're a brunette, why is your hair yellow?"

"I'd like to try on a few frocks," she said, trying to sound meek and blonde-like.

"Formal wear, miss?"

"Um, no. Something casual I can wear on holiday."

The girl showed her a few dresses and Joan took a few at random. "Where is the…
the blondes' dressing room?" she asked. The girl led the way, and Joan felt as if
she were walking through molasses as she followed, her face burning, her whole
body ready to bolt if she were found out.

The dressing room door closed behind her, and Joan stopped, unable to move. The
room was occupied by half a dozen blondes. Two of them were fully dressed, wearing
dresses with price tags attached, turning this way and that in front of the mirror.
Others were wriggling dresses on or off over their petticoats. One had evidently
finished trying things on for today; she was making her own dress neat, and she
put one foot on a stool and hiked up her skirt to address her stocking with no
attempt to conceal her thighs or stocking tops. Joan watched entranced until the
blonde was finally satisfied with the position of her stockings, gathered up the
dresses she had chosen, and swept out.

Joan was trying to get her bearings after that when a very pretty blonde in her
thirties wearing a black slip came over to her. "Do you need some help unfastening,
dear?"

"Oh, no!" Joan blurted, her mind boggling at the thought of how she might react
to *that*. Then, remembering her manners, she hastily added, "I mean, no thank
you, miss. I didn't mean to speak like that."

The blonde put a friendly arm around her shoulders. Joan was a little shorter than
her, so when she turned her head, she could see just the edge of the blonde's
brassiere, also black, unconcealed by the slip. Joan's head began to swim.

"I didn't mean to startle you, dear. It must be difficult, shopping by yourself,
without your mothers to help you."

"Um, yes." Joan could scarcely believe it. When she was a brunette -- that is,
when she looked like it -- no one coddled her this way. A brunette was expected
to stand on her own two feet. Now, suddenly, every blonde in the room was trying
to be her big sister. All the blondes told her their names and asked after her
schoolwork and offered to help her pick a dress. When she shrank from their
attempts to help her out of her uniform, they decided she was modest and tactfully
turned away as she took off her gymslip and blouse and pulled on one of the dresses
she had chosen.

But as soon as she was decently covered, the blondes were flocking around her
again, making little tugs at the dress to adjust it, talking about the fit. Joan's
eyes were almost popping out at the blonde slips and stockings and fleeting
glimpses of other things she was seeing. It was like being unleashed in a candy
store.

"I think you should buy this one, dear," a blonde who was probably scarcely out
of school herself advised. "It'll drive the brunettes wild!" All the blondes
startled giggling, and Joan's blush made them giggle even harder.

"But the green one goes the best with your lovely fair hair," another blonde said.

Joan tried on every dress in a kind of daze. She never had any idea what any of
the dresses looked like on her, for the rest of her days. Her eyes were filled
by the roomful of blondes running around in their underthings as if it were the
most natural thing in the world.

Fortunately for her, she was almost finished with putting her uniform back on
when a new blonde, very young and striking, ran into the dressing room. Joan had
been dawdling, trying to prolong her time in this sanctuary as long as possible,
chatting with the 30-year-old blonde about what a good school Avendale was and how
well-behaved its pupils, when the new arrival burst onto the scene.

"Excuse me, girls," the new blonde cried gaily as she pulled off her dress. "I
simply must try this dress on, but it's rather short, so I'll have to take off my
petticoat to see how it'll look." With that, she grasped her slip and started to
tug.

"It's been very nice meeting all of you," Joan gulped, and almost ran out of the
room and the store, leaving all the dresses strewn about, her gloves clutched in
one hand instead of properly on her hands.

The new blonde stared in astonisment. The oldest blonde present chuckled indulgently.
"Oh, you didn't do anything. That young thing was just the most modest creature
you ever met. Well-mannered, but rather shy."

Joan walked back to school with visions of petticoated blondes dancing in her head.
That dressing room was the most amazing thing she had ever seen. Now all that
remained was to get the maroon gymslip back where it belonged.

She had slipped into the blondes' dormitory and thought she was home free when
she heard a voice behind her. "Would you turn around, please." It was not a request.

Joan groaned inwardly. A tone like that could only belong to a prefect. Slowly she
turned.

"Hello, Miss Annalinde," she sighed….
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From: <AnnalindeC@xxx.xxx>
Date: Fri Sep 10, 1999 3:03am
Subject: Blonde Justice
  	
It always takes a little time to recognise a brunette with blonde hair. Even
though one has seen her before , the disruption of one's most fundamental
perceptions is such that at least a moment of adjustment is necessary before
recognition takes place. It was this, no doubt that caused Elspeth to be
startled by Veronica, despite her knowing what to expect, and it was this
that emboldened Joan to walk through the school in the uniform of a blonde.
She had already realised that provided she kept moving reasonably quickly and
avoided any one looking too directly at her face, the chances of her being
recognised were really much smaller than one might have thought.

No doubt she would have attracted no attention at all had it not been for
the incident in the blonde dressing room. Joan was a past mistress at looking
as if nothing was going on when she was up to the most dreadful pranks, but
the events in the dress shop had impressed her so deeply that she had the
distinct atmosphere of a girl who had Done Something and is not quite herself
as a result.

Annalinde noticed this as Joan passed her, walking purposefully - but
certainly not running - toward the blonde dormitory. Even then she did not
doubt at all that she was watching a blonde - but the blonde dormitory was
her responsibility, and any goings-on there were something she had to watch
out for.

Therefore she followed the preoccupied "blonde" into the dormitory,
becoming more and more suspicious as she did so. The more she watched this
"blonde" from behind, the more she became convinced there was something more
curious about her than she had at first suspected.

Just as the "blonde" entered the dormitory, Miss Poindexter hailed
Annalinde.

"Oh, Annalinde, dear, could you tell the third form blondes the title of
the essay they are to do for me this week? I told the form they had to do
one, but I quite forgot to give them the title. One of the other prefects is
telling the brunettes for me."

Miss Poindexter looked very distracted and such an omission seemed unlike
her, though she was a new mistress and Annalinde did not know her well.

"Of course," said Annalinde, taking down the title; all the while keeping a
close eye on the door of the blonde dormitory.

Then she entered and saw the "blonde" she had been following. She was
starting to unbutton the shoulders of her gymslip - a very curious thing to
do at this time of day.

"Would you turn around please," said Annalinde.

"Hello, Miss Annalinde," sighed the blonde.

"Why - Joan. It is you, isn't it?"

"Yes, Miss Annalinde," said Joan. There was no point trying to pretend it
wasn't.

"What in the *world* are you doing in that uniform?"

"Getting out of it," said Joan, and immediately wished she hadn't.
Annalinde was in no mood for repartee.

To find joan in the blonde dormitory was not quite as unusual as it should
have been. To see her in a blonde uniform was frankly astonishing. The other
"blonde" brunettes would not bee seen dead in such a uniform, and she doubted
whether Joan was an exception. Something was going on.

"I think you had better explain yourself and quickly," said Annalinde.

"Well . . ." said Joan, thinking fast. She was blushing, and she realised
she might use this to her advantage. "You see it feels so *funny* having
blonde hair, I just had this irresistible urge to see what it felt wearing a
blonde uniform. I know it sounds silly, but I suppose all this hair-business
has given me a *complex*."

"Complex, indeed," sniffed Annalinde.

"So I just sneaked in here and put on this blonde uniform and I was just
taking it off again when you came in. I just wanted to see what it was *like."

Annalinde knew this was a fib. She had followed Joan here and knew she was
wearing the blonde uniform all along. She was about to say so when she had a
better idea.

"Very well. Since you are so interested in blonde uniforms you can do up
the shoulder-buttons and keep that one on for the rest of the day."

"Oh, Annalinde, *please*. You can't make me do that. Cane me instead.
Please cane me."

"How sweet," said Annalinde. "That is the first time you have asked me to
cane you.. How can I possibly refuse? Let us make a compromise. I shall cane
you - see me in my study before dinner today - and you will keep the gymslip
on for your next lesson; then you may take it off."

"Ohhh Annalinde," said Joan.

"Yes Joan?"

"Nothing," argument was useless at this point.

Joan went off to the dreadful ordeal of her lesson. There was only one good
point in all this. A brunette prefect would probably have noticed that Joan
entered the blonde dorm with a parcel, but no longer seemed to have it.
Annalinde had allowed her mind to be distracted from that detail. Joan could
retrieve the dress later and her plan could still go ahead.
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From: <MissMaybridge@xxxxxxxxx.xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx)>
Date: Fri Sep 10, 1954 1:07pm
Subject: IRC test
  	
Girls,

We will be having a test on Sunday evening at 7pm B.S.T (GMT +
1hour), to check that everyone has IRC working. We will log on to undernet
server, and to channel #Avendale. It will not be a formal lesson, just a
meeting so that some characters can meet each other and we can see who has
trouble with IRC.

If anyone *cannot* attend please let me know before the end of
Saturday, so that I have a list of who I am expecting.

I hope to see you all there,

Delores Maybridge (Technical Mistress)
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From: <Carriebink@xxx.xxx>
Date: Fri Sep 10, 1999 2:25pm
Subject: To Katie from the Whirlwind Bunny
  	
Hello Katie,

I heard about your audition. Magna congratters - how utterly topping. I'm
sorry I missed it. I'd like to hear you play. And doesn't it just show that
you don't need to be an older girl to be good at things?

I'm rushing around trying to meet people. It's so confusing here, isn't it?
I saw you with Elena. What is she like? I hear she's got a title. Actually I
should succeed to one when I'm older - though actually I shan't be sorry if I
never do because it will mean my brunette mother has died. My brunette mother
is just topping and lots of fun - hardly like a grown up at all. She often
whizzes us all off on treats and adventures, and Blonde Mummie says "Really,
darling, do you think we should?" and she just says "Yes, yes, you only live
once." Though I don't know if you do. I think that's just a turn of phrase.

Sorry to chatter on. I always do. Have you met Jinjur? She's lots of fun
for a blonde - oh gosh, I didn't mean - well, you know. I mean, I like
blondes a lot. In fact I like blondes more than I ever did just now.
Sometimes I feel as if I'm growing up. Wouldn't that be dreadful? Or would it?

Oh, I bet I don't make a bit of sense. I feel as if I'm chasing my own tail.

Carrie Binks
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From: <Carriebink@xxx.xxx>
Date: Fri Sep 10, 1999 3:18pm
Subject: Hello Sabrina!
  	
Hello Sabrina!

My name is Carrie Binks and I am a brunette and 14, so I am just the same
as you. This school is full of blondes at the moment. I don't know why.
Perhaps all the brunettes are going to Selastine. If they are they are mad,
because Avendale is the best school in the Empire by miles.

Anyway let me tell you a few things. Don't be upset if people call you a
bunny. It just means a new girl, and they even say it to brunettes, which is
a bit of a swindle, but it's Tradition so we mustn't mind it.

There are lots of nice girls here. Veronica and Annalinde are prefects and
they're both pretty strict, so behave when they are about. Veronica spanks
very hard. I don't know about Annalinde because she hasn't spanked me yet.

What *are* you staring at? Oh, gosh, my hair. Of course you don't know. A
blonde called Jinjur put blonde dye in some of the brunettes' shampoo and
*vice versa* so I am a blonde brunette at the moment, though if my strand
test works I will be able to dye it back.

No, don't call Jinjur an idiot. One must be chivalrous about blondes.
Especially Jinjur - I mean, all blondes of course. Anyway, Jinjur looks
brunette just now because the Headmistress made her take a dose of her own
medicine.

I hope you aren't too confused, but don't worry if you are. I have only
been here a few days and I was dreadfully confused when I started. Things do
get clearer as one goes along.

Anyway, if you need any help, just ask me. It will be nice to have a
brunette chum of my own age.

Oh, by the way, do tell the girls what your second name is or a prefect or
some one will be down on you.

Pippity-pip

Carrie
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From: thorny <krstrob@xxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Fri Sep 10, 1999 7:37pm
Subject: To Carrie
  	
Thank you very much for your kind hello. My full name is Sabrina
McCloud. I am very happy to be here. And I am very excited to have all
ready meet someone whom is so willing to help a bunny such as myself.
How long will it be before you know if you can get your brunette hair
color back? If you need some help I will be very glad to help you.

I would never call someone an idiot. Well I certainly wouldn't do
it on purpose. Where do were sign up for classes at? Do you have
suggestions on what I should take? Or will the head Mistress deiced all
that for me? I hope that you and I will become very good friends.

Cheerio,

Sabrina
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From: <elaryn@xxx.xxx>
Date: Fri Sep 10, 1999 8:20pm
Subject: A Letter From Elena to Her Mummies
  	
Dearest Mummies,

Oceans of Love and Millions of kisses to you both, as well as to my Dear Elder Sister, Elara!

Words cannot begin to describe how much I miss you all. Even though Avendale is a beautiful place, and even though all of the girls here are very kind and friendly, and even though the mistresses are very comforting and motherly, there is no place like home.

It is just the beginning of the school year, so the pupils here are just settling in. I understand that things were very exciting a night or two before my arrival: one of the girls chanced to drop a Quirrie-style electric hair dryer into a sink full of water, and all the lights went out! All of them! Even the clock tower was affected! (Did you know they have a clock tower here that is very similar to the one in our very own city?)

Just a day or two ago, another girl doctored the shampoo with hair dye – yellow for the brunettes, and brown for the blondes. We would have never discovered her prank (until it was too late, that is), save for the fact that she spilt ink upon a prized Arcadian silk night dress of hers, and Ariadne, a Senior blonde, grabbed a bottle of the doctored shampoo to remove the ink! When the culprit saw the spreading stain, the poor girl fainted! Miss Maitland, the Headmistress, punished her of course, but is also trying to see if the resulting stain can be removed. She is severe, but also very kind. Fortunately, I understand the dye is not permanent. What a shock that must have been for the poor girls who failed to notice the colour of the shampoo before applying it to their tresses. I was very lucky to not have wound up an inadvertent brunette! One of the brunette prefects deliberately dyed her hair yellow to help the junior brunettes thus afflicted feel better. What a brave thing to do!! Her name is Veronica Bellemont, and she is very dashing, – even with yellow hair! She is beautiful, too. Some of the other brunettes, I hear, tease her dreadfully, but I think it was a sweet and courageous thing for her to do.

Oh, I suppose I am too soft-hearted, but I did feel dreadfully sorry for the girl (her name is Jinjur Quinbury), and so I crept out of bed to kiss her cheek and say a little prayer over her. I will confess to a prefect, of course, for I know I should not have been out of bed after the lights were out, but I felt it laid upon my heart to do as I did.

I have met two new friends, thus far: Elspeth Elsvetta, who is blonde and all of fifteen! I feel honoured by her company – she is so much older than I! And then, there is Katie Webster, who is blonde, and just my age! Oh, Mummies, you should hear Katie play the piano! She plays like an angel. I shall have to practice very hard, I see. I am certain she will be famous someday.

Please send my love to Elara, whom I miss as much as I miss you both. Thank you for sending me to Avenbury. I am ever so glad to be here. I know I will learn a lot. I promise to make you proud of me.


Your Obedient Daughter,

Elena Dierrian
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From: <elaryn@a...>
Date: Fri Sep 10, 1999 8:22pm
Subject: Elena Confesses
  	
A note, left for Miss Annalinde Chelverton

Friday, September 10, 1954

Miss Annalinde,

May I request a few moments of your time, at your convenience? My name is Elena Dierrian, and I am a “bunny,” not here more than three days.

The reason I wish to speak with you is that I need to confess disobedience. I will explain; do you remember the other night, when Jinjur Quinbury spilt the ink upon her Arcadian silk nightdress, only to have the very shampoo she adulterated with hair dye used in an attempt to remove the spot? Of course you do – I am certain we will all not forget that night for some time to come. She must have cried for hours and hours. I found that I could not sleep, so after lights out, I went to her bed, kissed her cheek and said a little prayer over her.

Oh, I know it was naughty of me to get out of bed like that, but I felt I simply could not sleep until I had done as I did. I know Jinjur was very naughty and was punished as she deserved, of course, but she seemed so unhappy, I wanted to comfort her as best I could.

Oh, Miss Annalinde, I have made my full confession, and I sincerely hope you or anyone else will not think too ill of me! I am so sorry for being disobedient.

Sincerely,

Elena Dierrian
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From: <elaryn@a...>
Date: Fri Sep 10, 1999 8:38pm
Subject: Elena's Reply to Elspeth Elvetta
  	
Dearest Elspeth,

I am delighted to hear that you do not think me a baby. I feel honoured by your friendship – you are fifteen, and I am twelve… Some days, I want to hurry up and be a grown lady all at once. Then some days, I just want to keep on being a little girl, forever and ever. And some days, I want to both at once! How confusing that must seem to you, but it is how I feel.

As for our secret, I swear to you by the Sacred Circle of Sithia and the Jewelled Crown of Illira that I will speak to no one of what you choose to confide in me. (You cannot see me, for we are writing notes to one another, but I have raised my right hand in front of my face, at about the level of my nose, and I am curtseying to you. This is a salute that my brunette Mummy’s people make when they are taking an oath. It is to honour the Angel of Truth and the Angel of Honour and is a sign that she who takes any oath will not be forsworn. My brunette Mummy is Marshalle of Sithia and their people take oaths and honour very, very seriously. Oh – did you know that my Mummies are from two separate nations?)

I do not think you are silly, darling. Sometimes it is too hard to speak of such things. You will still have a chance to tell Veronica how you feel. If you feel earnestly, your heart will speak to her when it is the right time. That is what my blonde Mummy always says.

I will keep your secret always, even until the day I die.

With love,

Elena
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From: School Girl <schoolgirl11@h...>
Date: Sat Sep 11, 1999 2:57am
Subject: Re: [Fwd: Sabrina's Arrivale]
  	
I watch from the first floor window Sabrina's arrival.

I quickly may to the front to welcome the new girl.

"Hello May name is Katie Webster, I am 12 years, can I help show you to Miss
Maybridge's study"

"Thank you" said the girl's blonde mother "This is Sabrina our little girl,"
said the other mother.

"Oh, Mother, I am 14 thank you" said the brunette.

We shook hands like proper young ladies do.

We all made our way through the school I knocked on the Headmistress door.

'Knock - Knock'

"Come in," said Miss Maybridge.

I sat down in the school secretary's chair waiting to show Sabrina to the
dorm and around the rest of the school. I could not resist looking through
the files of some of the pupils on the desk, well as I was the only one
there it seemed a harmless fun. I read the files on Annalinde and Veronica
before I movement.

I watched as Miss Maybridge and mothers went off in one direction and I took
Sabrina to brunette's dorm and then I showed her the school.

Katie Webster.
A Sweet and innocent little blonde:
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From: School Girl <schoolgirl11@h...>
Date: Sat Sep 11, 1999 3:06am
Subject: Re: To Katie from the Whirlwind Bunny
  	
Dear Carrie,

I will play for you at any time! Do you play? Elena is a bit strange likes
to hide away, as I have not seen her recently around school.

I realise you are older than I am, but everybody is in this school, but we
can still be friends, can't we?

Yes I have met Jinjur she is fun, then all blondes are fun. I love Miss
Veronica I think she is a very nice and attractive, I think I am in love? Do
you know about love can you advise me on that?

Katie Webster:
A sweet and innocent little blonde:
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From: <Carriebink@a...>
Date: Sat Sep 11, 1999 1:01am
Subject: To Katie - about Love and Things
  	
Dear Katie,

No, I don't mind a bit if you're younger. I think it is silly to be snobby
about age. I mean, I was 12 two years ago, and I was much the same me as I am
now. Yes, of course we can be friends

I don't play - I'd like to, but I'm afraid I've never been patient enough.
That's been my problem with a lot of things!

I think Veronica is topping. I don't know a lot about love, I'm afraid. I
used to have kind-of crushes on girls - usually other brunettes to be honest
- I mean Veronica is just the sort of girl I should have been keen on a year
or two ago. Well, I'm keen on her now, but it's not exactly a crush. But then
my crushes weren't love, they were just being fearfully keen on some one and
wanting to be just like her, if you see what I mean.

Blondes - well, I always used to think that when blondes weren't the silly
over-emotional sort they were just as good as brunettes. I mean I suppose I
thought of blondes as much the same really - you know, chums. Then I suppose
when one reaches a certain age, one is aware of what they call *blonde
charms*. Gosh, this is embarrassing, saying this to a blonde. I just talk too
mauch for my own good sometimes!

Anyway, most blondes I still look on as chums - you for instance (I hope
you don't mind that). Jinjur, I thought was splendid fun in the chum way but
- well, she is quite a bit older than either of us, and though at first she
looks kind of harum-scarum well, she certainly has charms, hasn't she? Or
wouldn't you notice.

Gosh, I hope you don't mind my talking like this to you. Only you asked
about love and - well, I don't think I'm in love with Jinjur, or anything,
but she certainly makes me feel funny in ways I haven't felt before. And when
my hair went like this I was *so* upset and furious with whoever had done it,
and when I found it was Jinjur - why I could hardly be annoyed with her at
all.

Anyway, look - this is a dark secret. I might tell Sabrina, because she is
a brunette and exactly my age, but I don't want it getting about the school.
But I know you aren't a *gossipy* blonde. I think you are a really decent
sort.

So that's about all I know about love - but I do think that if you are keen
on Veronica you couldn't pick a better brunette to be keen on.

Carrie

 	

From: <headmistress@xxxxxxxxx.xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx)>
Date: Sat Sep 11, 1954 6:39am
Subject: Developments
  	
Dear school,

Turning to everyday matters, I must make a few comments
on the school list. First I apologise to Elena Dierrian for omitting her
from the list yesterday. The fault has been rectified. Sabrina McCloud is
now on the list. Welcome, Sabrina. Caroline Neville has been removed as she
is unable to participate sufficiently.

An important note about tomorrow's I.R.C. test - please note that this is
an Avendale event, although informal. All conversation should be in
character and in context.

Dorothea Maitland
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From: <AnnalindeC@xxx.xxx>
Date: Sat Sep 11, 1999 4:04am
Subject: Two Canings to Order
  	
Annalinde gave Joan three strokes of the cane. A moderate number but she had
a good technique and knew how to make them really sting. Joan neither moved
nor made the smallest sound, though when she stood up her face was slightly
flushed. Annalinde was always fair and usually erred on the side of leniency,
but it must be confessed that she did rather enjoy caning brunettes.

She admired Joan's stoicism and smiled at her kindly. Joan smiled back. The
caning had hurt her, but she knew she deserved it and probably more. She
never resented just punishment.

"Thank you, Miss Annalinde," she said, and one felt she really meant it
just as a well-behaved blonde would have meant it. She could be rough, but
ultimately she believed in order and liked to see it properly maintained.

"Send in Elena as you leave," said Annalinde.

Joan left and Elena entered, looking very small and afraid. The caning had
sounded very loud and fierce through the door and she was sure that her own
offence would merit at least as severe treatment.

Annalinde looked at the pretty blonde girl, who, even in her maroon uniform
somehow looked so exotic and un-Western. Her offence - that of getting out of
bed to kiss and pray for the sleeping Jinjur who was so troubled about her
spoiled nightdress was one that most girls would not even have thought of
confessing, though Annalinde knew it would go against the girl's sense of
rightness if she treated the offence too lightly.

"Now, Elena, you know perfectly well that you are to stay in bed after
lights-out."

"Yes, Miss Annalinde."

"I appreciate your reasons for getting out of bed, but nevertheless you did
commit an offence."

"Yes, Miss Annalinde."

"Now, come here." Annalinde took the little girl across her lap and spanked
her. She only used her hand and not too hard over the girl's white petticoat.
The spanking went on for several minutes, but never increased in intensity
beyond "firm". Then she stood the girl on her feet again. She thanked
Annalinde. To her surprise, though, she looked tearful.

"What is the matter dear, did that hurt you a lot?"

"Oh, no, Miss Annalinde."

"What is the matter, then."

"Please, miss Annalinde, it isn't really my place to say."

"I command you to say."

"Very good, Miss Annalinde. O - it is hard. I feel, Miss Annalinde - I feel
that I have not been corrected sufficiently. I feel that the balance has not
been set aright. I was crying, Miss Annalinde, because although I am very
afraid of it, I felt that you should cane me - and then again I am crying
because I am bad enough to have thoughts that contradict your decision."

"Caning is reserved for quite serious offences in this school," said
Annalinde. However, in view of what you have said, abd for the two offences
of leaving your bed and of having contradictory thoughts, I shall give you
one stroke of the cane. Please bend over the back of this chair."

Elena did so quickly and with ineffable elegance. Annalinde thought it
right to lift her skirt and petticoat, despite its being somewhat irregular.
She took her prefect's cane and aimed carefully along the centre of Elena's
maroon knickers. One stroke only, but is would be a very good one.

She cut in with a beautiful stroke. Accurate and hard. As a blonde she was
not as strong as the brunette prefects, but technique is all-important in
caning, and Annalinde's technique was excellent. It was a stroke that would
have drawn a squeal from most blondes and a gasp from most brunettes, but
Elena was so still and silent that she wondered if it had hurt her.

"Stand up," she said. Elena stood and Annalinde saw that her eyes were
welling with tears. Not unhappy tears this time, but tears of pain, which,
curiously seemed to make the girl much happier.

"*Thank* you, Miss Elena," she breathed.

Annalinde sat the girl on her lap. "You are a good girl," she said, "and a
brave one. I think you will be a great asset to this school."

"O, I only wish that were true," said Elena.

"I hope you are not contradicting me."

"O no, Miss Annalinde."

As the girl left Annalinde mused that she had caned two girls today, and
*both* of them had actually asked her to do so. She did not believe she had
*ever* been asked for a caning before.
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From: Nicola - 3rd Year Avendale <skoolgirl@xxxxxx.xxxxxxxxx.xx.xxx>
Date: Sat Sep 11, 1999 11:17am
Subject: arrival
  	
Dearest Murial

I sit here writing this letter in my new dorm at Avendale, the journey here was very tiring and tedious. Avendale is jolly old and in places quiet creepy, my guardian tells me that lots of important brunettes went to school here. I have not really met anyone yet , I do hope there nice although from what I have heard the prefects can be awfully strict if one fails to uphold the school rules although I do not think they have Monitresses here. My new uniform is rather pretty and unlike Monica's one is allowed to wear nylons, I pity you in the winter in your Blue knee socks (bet your be glad next year when your fifteen) , the whole uniform looks very nice the maroon gymslip set off as it is with the red sash. I think lessons begin tomorrow I hope there not as awful as Monica I still shudder when I think of how beastly Miss Dacre was when I messed up my verbs and adjectives. Gosh I almost forgot to tell you my guardian has told me that subject to a good report this term she will take me to town and have me measured for a new party frock. Well old friend the tea bell has just rung so I will finish here, do please write and tell me everything I miss you so much



your true friend





Nikki
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From: <MABU@xxxxxxxxx.xx.xx>
Date: Sat Sep 11, 1999 11:51am
Subject: new pupil
  	
Hi, Im Louise, Louise Sutton, actually. Im 16, nearly 17, a tall slim blonde.
Im quite shy, but Ive been know to lose my temper quickly.
Ive been sent to Avendale because mother didnt think I fitted in at my last school. Im still feeling a little strange here, not knowing anyone and not knowing much about school rules.
In my last school, rules were very strict indeed. There is a story that one girl was caned on her knickers, on her first day, because she cut across the grass outside the headmistresses room! I dont know if its true.
I dont know if Ill get used to the uniform, especially the part about underwear. I mean, if Im well behaved, and never get into trouble, how will they find out?
Looking forward to hearing from some others, especially those who have just joined.
Help, Ive just thought, this will be read by the staff. Oh, well, Ive sent it now.
TTFN,
Louise.
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From: <elaryn@xxx.xxx>
Date: Sat Sep 11, 1999 11:54am
Subject: Afterwards...
  	
Elena's derriere was still quite tender. For a blonde, Miss Annalinde spanked with a firm hand, and the cane... Oh, the cane! Elena was not sure whether or not she should tell Miss Annalinde that she had never been caned - not until that fateful moment when she requested it from Miss Annalinde. What possessed me to do such a thing, she wondered.

She had spoken the truth to Miss Annalinde, of course. Order had not been restored. Even after the spanking, she had not felt at peace within herself. She had not felt the sweet surrender that comes with sufficient correction and so, had requested the cane. My first caning... Oh, I hope my Mummies will not be too cross with me, should they come to hear of it. (But of course, she must tell them, for to do otherwise would have been deceitful...) Caning was, of course, the Ultimate Sanction, and reserved for the worst offences. But somehow, a touch of the cane had seemed so right, Elena could not have helped but to ask Miss Annalinde, especially when so commanded. Though blonde, Miss Annalinde was several years older than Elena, and a prefect besides.

Miss Annalinde, reflected a dreamily smiling Elena, was simply wonderful...

She espied Katie Webster in the corridor and waved a brief salute, her eyes still moist. Katie dashed up in her usual happy-go-lucky manner and asked, "Whatever is wrong, Elena? I have nnot seen you much lately. Oh! Your eyes are wet! Have you been crying? Oh, what is the matter?"

Elena managed a slight grin. "It is nothing to worry about, dear Katie. I did wrong and was fairly punished."

Katie's eyes became round as saucers. "What did you do?" she asked breathlessly.

By now, the girls had reached a small alcove and stepped a little out of the main corridor. "I was out of bed after lights out."

"Surely that is not such a terrible thing," whispered Katie, who did not want to pry, of course, but very much wanted to hear more.

"I confessed to Miss Annalinde, and so she spanked me."

"Oh," said Katie with a toss of her head, "Miss Annalinde! Did you know she switched me for playing the Grand Piano?"

Elena pursed her lips carefully. "Was it against the rules for you to play it?"

"As it turns out, yes. As a rule, only Senior girls are allowed to touch it, which is a waste, if one were to ask me, but as it now stands, I am allowed to play it with a prefect present."

"Yes, I remember your audition for the Music Mistress. Y-you play beautifully, Katie. I meant to tell you that the day you auditioned but felt too shy." Elena's emerald green eyes were wide and shining. "Someday, I foresee you will be a Famous Musicienne."

Katie could not help but blush a little, despite her own pride in her considerable musical ability. "Why, thank you!" she said, and impulsively gave Elena a quick hug. "Do you play?"

Elena giggled softly and returned the embrace. Katie, she reflected, was a sweet girl. "I play piano but little - it is a foreign instrument to us and imported only with great difficulty. B-but I do like music, and..." her voice trailed off and she looked away from Katie, her face flushed.

"What is it, Elena?"

Elena replied in a faint whisper, "I-I like to sing a little, now and then... I am dreadfully shy about it because I do not think I have a good voice."

Katie reflected a moment. "Oh, don't be silly! Surely it cannot be as bad as all that. Tomorrow, you must seek out the Voice Mistress."

"Do you think I should trouble her, Katie?"

"Yes, I do! I shall take you to her myself, if you like."

"Very well, Katie. I shall go see her, then."

"Good!" chirped Katie. "Now if my ears do not deceive me, that is the tea bell."

"Yes - we shall have to hurry. Here," and Elena offered her hand to Katie, and so the two girls went to tea, hand in hand.
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From: thorny <krstrob@xxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Sat Sep 11, 1999 1:01pm
Subject: Thankyou Note
  	
I pull out a sheet of the pretty pink note paper that blond Mummy gave
to me. Mummy always tells me that a lady must have her own special note
paper. Mine is emblazoned with beautiful blue flowers. I pick up a
small pen case and pull out the beautiful silver ink pen that brunette
Mummy has given me. She even had my name put into it, which makes it
all the more special. The paper represents the delicate nature I want
to gain, and the pen shows the strength which lies inside of me.

Dearest Katie:

Thank you so much for showing me around the school yesterday. I
certainly appreciated it. It is usually so scary to start a new school,
however I feel much at home here. I think that I shall do quite well in
this school. I hope that I will get to see you again soon.

Sincerely yours,

Sabrina McCloud
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From: School Girl <schoolgirl11@xxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Sat Sep 11, 1999 1:21pm
Subject: Re: Afterwards...
  	
Katie returns to the dorm to find a note from Sabrina, she opens the note
and reads the thank you letter. She smells the paper.

"Hmmmmmmmmmm, Elena smell this"

I look up and she that Elena is crying, I put down the note and give her a
big cuddle.

"There, there" I rested her head on my shoulder.

"Now tell Katie all about it"

"You were caned by Miss Annalinde, show me the marks and I will tell you a
secret about her"

I looked around to see who was looking.

I whispered in her ear.

"When I was showing the new girl around the school, I sat in the school
secretary's chair and peeked in hers and Miss Veronica's files"

I tapped my diary in my pocket; "Their secrets are here"

"When I play in the Royal Palace you will be my guest"

We linked arm in arm and walked off looking for a quite spot singing as they
went.
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From: School Girl <schoolgirl11@xxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Sat Sep 11, 1999 1:36pm
Subject: Re: To Katie - about Love and Things
  	
As we entered the refectory we queued with the other girls. A prefect
inspected our hands to ensure that we had washed them prior to dinner.

We sat the table with Carrie my new friend I introduced her to Elena.

I whispered to Carrie "you can teust me with your, I will not tell a soul"

We stood as the Headmistress and the teachers entered. Miss Maybridge said
the Maids served grace and the teacher's dinners.

We had to wait our turn. Lucky I have read Oliver Twist and the good sense
not to ask for more.

After dinner I caught a glimpse of Miss Veronica MY HEROINE.

It was prep time and I made my way to junior girl's prep room.

I was struggling with my prep so I drew picture and wrote music in the back
of Science book.

I was really glad to hear the bell.

30 minutes plat - time.
]
"Yesssssssssssssssssssssssss" I screamed as I left the building.
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From: <malena43@xxxxxxx.xxx>
Date: Sat Sep 11, 1999 3:30pm
Subject: first schoolday 11 september 1954
  	
Dear Miss Maitland

Im so glad to be here and I write here short essay of my arrival
here to Avendale school My name is Malena Franklin and I am 12 years old and brunette.Mom havebeen recommended this school by a friend and she says its
right place for me. Mom consider me in need of discipline and to learn how to concentrate and listen and behave in good way and that I should aquire good manners. Thats why i am here. When mom drove me to schoolport and left me I almost cried but I was hugged and friendly met by all in school. Most girles are blonde..but I seen Carrie a 2 years older girl here and I hope to know her and maybe we can start a brunettes club Carrie and keep blondes dominance back.
Ill love to chat and talk and i am quite spontaneous and love to make friends.
So hi allother girls....and Miss Maitland I am glad I am here though i long for mom and are a bit homesick. Clothes feels new and Im not used to this schooluniform yet and I am not sure if I go all aprts correctly. I will peep at other girls to see how they dress.
I look forward to school though I fear it will be more strict here then in my old school. I did well there and I think i will do well here too.
(I have a little bag of sweeties that I will hide under my bed and comfort myself with.)
Ill dont think I can be present tomorrow Miss for meeting but if I can I come.
Look around and hope for good food this evening and takes a candy while looking out of window.
I feel a new turn of my life entering this school and I hope to meet many new girlfriends and have good lessons and learn a lot from all teachers.
Yours respectfully
Malena Franklin
malena43@h...
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From: <elaryn@xxx.xxx>
Date: Sat Sep 11, 1999 3:38pm
Subject: Elena's Mnemonic Poems
  	
[Left upon a writing desk in the Library, while young Elena Dierrian visits the Powder Room to smooth her coiffure...)

Goodness, but it is hard to remember everyone's names. I wonder if a Mnemonic Poem would help?

When Carrie Binks
Dares risk her winks
The blondes do sigh
And start to cry.

Veronica, Brunette,
Is a dashing Chapette.
She hails from Culveria,
The more brunettes, the merrier!

Miss Annalinde,
Swift as the Wind,
Justice, her passion,
Prefect in fashion.

Fair Elspeth Elvetta
No friend could be better.
Her golden hair
Is very fair.

Katie Webster, Musicienne
That song was lovely,
Please play it again.

Ariadne, tall and slim,
She is a blonde most proper and prim.

Ginger-haired Jinjur,
All in a whirl,
Try to be a better girl.

Sabrina McCloud,
New come to Avendale,
I soon will meet her
Without fail!

Welcome, Malena!
We're so glad you're here.
Please study hard
And persevere.

Claudia is another brunette,
Her acquaintance,
I have not made yet.

Nancy and Wendy,
Identical Twins,
Where one giggle ends,
The other begins.

Here is another Brunette, named Joan.
When no one is with her, she is all alone.

Suzanne, Suzanne
She likes to tease.
The junior blondes,
She thinks to please.

Dear Mistress Maitland,
Queen of Knowledge,
Show us all
The way to College!

Mistress Serelique
Is very blonde and sleek!

Mistress Maybridge
Soon, not later,
Please help us tame
Our Ordinator.

Mistress Prism
Show the Way-
Teach us the right words
Every day!

Mistress Poindexter,
Lady of History!
Pray tell us of
Ancient Mystery!

There - that is everyone I know about, thus far...
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From: <Carriebink@xxx.xxx>
Date: Sat Sep 11, 1999 6:49pm
Subject: Malena and Nikki
  	
Hello Malena! Another brunette. How jolly. I think we *should* start a
Brunettes' Club. But we mustn't make the blondes feel left out. They are very
nice girls. Katie is my friend and I've just met Elena and Jinjur is just
topping, though I haven't seen her about lately.

But a brunettes' club would be fun. Veronica was going to get the new
brunettes together, but then Caroline left, which left me as the only
brunette bunny (a bunny is a new girl in case you haven't found out yet).

By the way you shouldn't sat "Dear Miss Maitland" unless you are actually
writing to her.

You look fine in your uniform - but - let me help you with your tie. The
knot is wrong. There - that's better. The food is fine here, by the way - not
cordon bleue, but surprisingly edible.

Oh, hello, Nicola. Gosh, it's exciting all you bunnies arriving at once.
Wolligogs - I hardly feel like a bunny at all any more, though I haven't been
here a week. Don't stare at my hair. I know it's the wrong colour for a
brunette. Some one played a practical joke with hair dye and my strand test
didn't work so I've got to wait for it to wash out. That shouldn't be too
long. I'm actually rather darker than I was.

Nikki - you must tell the school your age and sex, or you'll have a
mistress or a prefect after you. Veronica and Annalinde are our prefects. I
like Veronica a lot - she is a brunette and really dashing. I wish I was
dashing - actually I was dashing when I first bumped into her. Dashing
literally - and bumping into her literally too. I can still feel where she
spanked me.

Don't mind me chattering on. I always do, but if any of you bunnies need
any help, I know just about *everything* about Avendale, even though I
haven't been here long. Well, I know quite a bit anyway.

Carrie Binks
104
	

From: <AnnalindeC@xxx.xxx>
Date: Sat Sep 11, 1999 8:25pm
Subject: Louise and Emily
  	
Hello Louise. How nice to meet you. You are exactly my age: sixteen, going on
seventeen (there's a song about that in Infra).

It is strict here, but it's nice. I am a prefect - you can tell by my red
sash, so I keep order. Therefore I'll pretend I didn't hear your remark about
underwear. To tell the truth a few older girls do sometimes wear more
"interesting" underwear, but they do so at their own risk. Of course if they
are disciplined it is almost bound to come out - if you'll excuse the
expression - and there are such things as spot inspections. Not often though.
But I am a prefect! I shouldn't tell you all this.

Listen - here's a secret. I once punished a girl for wearing -em -
*fashionable* underwear when I was wearing something a little, shall we say,
non-standard under my uniform myself! I thought that was rather fun.

Do you think that is hypocrisy? Well, I think it is right. You see, as a
prefect I uphold order. As an individual well, I am not always an angel and I
take my own chances. What would be *wrong* would be if I failed to punish the
girl just because I knew I was committing the same offence myself - my
private peccadilloes should never interfere with my duty as a prefect.

Of course, as a prefect I should probably be punished more severely if I
were caught, which is only fair, isn't it? Mostly though I do wear correct
uniform.

I don't know what Veronica would say if she knew this about me. Veronica is
a brunette prefect, very strait-laced, but utterly swoonworthy. No, I
*haven't* got a pash on Veronica, but a blonde can't help *appreciating* her.
She is rather like one of those officers you see at the big balls in
Quinbury. I haven't actually been to one, of course, because I haven't come
out, but I've seen all those beautiful pictures in *Vanity Mirror* - tall,
courtly brunettes in epaulettes with blondes in crinolines. Wouldn't it be
*divine*?

Suddenly the blondes' chatter was interrupted by the arrival of a slightly
swaying bunny.

"Who on earth are you," demanded Annalinde, resuming the mantle - or rather
sash - of prefecthood.

"Emily," said the bunny. "New girl. I say, don't look at me like that. I'm
perfectly all right. Just a bit merry. Villagers gave me a delightful
send-off."

"I don't know what kind of village you come from. A barmaid can be caned by
the District Governess for serving strong drink to minors, you know."

"My brunette Mother always said Quirinelle was very puritanical. Now in
parts of Trent. . . what *does* happen in parts of Trent. Lost my thread.
Never mind. Let' enter into the spirit of the thing. Don't look so sour, old
girl, old girl."

"Don't you 'old girl' me. I ought to take you to the headmistress, but that
would make a terribly bad start to your school carreer."

"Terribly decent of you to save me from the dragon. Do you think they'd
kick up a stink if they knew I was - stinko? That's a good pun, isn't it?"

"You'd be in fearful trouble. But don't worry, I shall be dealing with you
later."

"Blonde prefect."

"Don't say 'blonde prefect' in that tone. You'll soon find out what a
blonde prefect can do."

Annalinde's tone softened. "There. lie down. You'll feel better soon. More
water? Good girl. Perhaps you'd better tell me about yourself. Do you drink
often? And don't forget to say your age and sex.

And Louise, do tell me what you think about what I was saying to you
earlier.
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From: School Girl <schoolgirl11@xxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Sun Sep 12, 1999 1:50am
Subject: Dear Diary 2
  	
Dear Diary.

Another week has passed my first at my new school and today is the school
assembly at 070-00pm (BST). I have made lots of new friends.

I passed an audition to be allowed to play the grand piano. I think I have
fallen in love with Miss Veronica if only I knew what love is! I must have a
keepsake of hers.

Elena and I are going to see the Miss whatever her name is the choirmasters
on Monday as she wants to sing. I will offer to play for her, a duo perhaps
I can play and she can sing at the school Christmas concerto.

I got 6 of the switch for playing the school's Grand Piano in the Great Hall
without permission. I will let them off as most of them failed to realise
that I, yes I Katie Webster were the former HeadGirl at Greendlands before
coming to Avendale.

My dearest diary their are two things I cannot get over: No maids, I am
excepted to iron, sew on buttons, and put out my own washing at this school.
I wonder how the senior girls cope? Secondly I do not like having to wear
school uniform all the time. At Greenland's I had junior girls to do my
chores and I being a senior and HeadGirl was allowed to wear casual clothes
after school.

Well, diary it is Sunday today and that means we have to go church after
breakfast.

I was pleased to see that another girl of my age (12) has arrived at the
school, I must find out her name and sex, I only heard Carrie say we another
12 year old bunny in the school. And diary that is another thing, they
better stop calling me BUNNY pretty darn quick as well.

Goodnight
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From: <malena43@xxxxxxx.xxx>
Date: Sun Sep 12, 1999 2:32am
Subject: What will food be like?
  	
In my diary:

Laying in my bed first night so worried for how eating will be.
I am rather spoiled and have been able to chose breakfast and lunch and dinner as we always have cocking staff home. I hate bacon and chips and sausages...
and pooridge I really hope they dont serve that here....I wonder if You take yourself on plate or are served.....so troublesome if they put things I hate on plate...
and maybe some teacher/prefect gets idea I have to eat it up...ooooh I really hope eating rules are liberal here..and that I can chose myself what and how much I will eat.I must try to sneak in to town and have some extra food here in room if necessary to take if food not so good. Really worried about this....and turn around several times in bed.....thinking about it....
Met two other girls yesterday on IRC Elaryn and Ariadne and so glad I did.
They were so nice and sporty and helped me alot. Elaryn in my age and good to have a friend do she seems very careful and obedient and even refused my offer of a sweet. Smiles all girls seems very well behaved here.
Good to know their are nice girls in school.
malena12
malena43@h...
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From: Dorothea Maitland <headmistress@a...>
Date: Sun Sep 12, 1954 10:22am
Subject: Out of Context
  	
I thought members of the school might be interested to see the following
letter which we received today.

Dear Headmistress,

I am researching female cp as part of my Criminology degree and I happened
to notice the description of your site the other day - I just wanted to say
that it sounds exactly like the private schools of Malaya where I live and
where I last attended about nine years ago!

We did not have spanking or strapping but we certainly had caning - and bad
language would have been one of the things for which you would have
received it, also smart talk to the teacher and any damage or stupid or
dangerous behaviour.

It interested me because it WAS a strict but kind world and I owe
everything to my school in Penang who gave me a wonderful education but
expected us to work very hard, to keep the rules and to be a good
ambassador for the school. In your own way it looks as if you are keeping
up this tradition throughout the world!

Our headmistress could certainly use a cane but although I was punished
this way about twice I think I am unharmed by it and I can say that I
thoroughly deserved it on both occasions. I thoroughly agree with corporal
punishment as a quick and effective discipline although I obviously know
our views here on this subject are not welcomed or understood by much of
the Western/European culture.

Good wishes and Good Luck to you - a little bit of Malaya on the Internet!

Sally L
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From: <elaryn@a...>
Date: Sun Sep 12, 1999 11:22am
Subject: Kitchen Angels
  	
Kitchen Angels
-or-
What Ho, Good-Looking, What Are You Cooking?
-or-
Kitchen Fun with Elena and Ariadne

The meeting in the Study Hall had gone swimmingly, and the girls had become fast friends after some initial shyness. It began with Ariadne Di Naxos, a Senior blonde (all of eighteen now) had ventured into the Hall to catch up on some reading. She was soon joined by Elena Dierrian, all of twelve and so terribly, blushingly demure and shy, yet a very well-mannered young miss, for all of that. They were soon joined by new arrival, Malena Franklin, a twelve year old brunette, and the three girls commenced to chat quit amicably.

Next to arrive was the young, but gallante prefect Veronica Bellemont. Her now-golden hair did not detract one bit from her very brunette Culverian charm. Soon after came Miss Jinjur Quinbury, curls still a dull brown, and heart very chastened indeed.

There were the usual exchanges of information - as well as many blushes and giggles and hiding of faces from the younger girls (especially Elena, who was very, very shy - especially with Veronica, who seemed to be able to make young Elena blush with so much as a glance).

Malena, of course, was the first to depart, for she still had her interview with the Headmistress, Miss Maitland. The Jinjur departed, and as for Veronica, she was dashing off to meet a blonde, so finally, Elena and Ariadne were left alone together in the Study Hall.

The two girls, senior and junior spoke of many things. Ariadne was fascinated by the depths of the younger girl's wisdom. It was true, then, about the legendary Wisdom of the Far East. And she was so very demure - so polite. It was difficult for Ariadne to imagine this girl indulging in anything mischievous… But then, the talk turned to cooking, and Ariadne (who began to suspect during the course of their conversation that Elena Dierrian was no mere noble blonde, but a genuine Princess) expressed great surprise that her young companion would know anything of the culinary arts (save, perhaps, the proper wine to order with a meal).

But yes, Elena has asserted, she did know how to cook, for her blonde Mummy believed that in order to properly appreciate the quality of the service one receives, one must first understand how a task is properly done. And so, Elena knew how to cook - only small things, she admitted - mostly sweets. But she had a basic understanding.

Ariadne had suggested a foray into the kitchen realms (if only they would be allowed to do so - it was not the custom at Avendale to allow the pupils below stairs, after all). Elena seemed delighted by the prospect, and so, here they were, observed by a few scandalised kitchen maids (for the cook and her assistants were at market) as they attempted to recreate some Amazonian concoction of Elena's recollection. It had seemed all in fun, when in the Study Hall, to laugh about silly blondes muddling about in the kitchen relams, creating dirigible-sized loaves of bread and salad croutons the size of pillows (not to mention Brobdingnagian-sized butter knives to butter the gargantuan slices of bread from such a loaf), but alas, Elena, smart as she was, was still a blonde (and a very young one at that) in a strange place, reading a foreign tongue and alien measurements. Nor had she ever prepared such a large amount of food ("For," she had told Ariadne, "we must prepare enough so that *everyone* might have a taste. To do otherwise would be rude.")

"I-I think more flour is what's wanted, Ariadne. That *looks* correct..." A gesture to one of the trembling kitchen maids from Elena (who could be imperious when needful) brought the flour and a measuring cup.

When placed in the bowl, Elena frowned and shook her head and looked at Ariadne for her advice. "La, I am not certain...perhaps that is not enough. Do add another," suggested the older girl, a pensive little frown crossing her pretty face.

"Another, please," Elena commanded, and the kitchen maid obeyed.

"Very good, Miss, and if I may be so bold, Miss..."

"Yes, you may speak," interjected Ariadne.

"Begging your pardon, Miss, but might I suggest a bit more shortening..."

Ariadne and Elena considered. After a little taste with a clean spoon and a brief, whispered conference, they nodded as one. "Excellent suggestion, Hilda," said Ariadne to the serving girl. And the shortening was added. Elena stirred vigorously, for the mixture was becoming quite thick now. Ariadne laughed her perfect, silver-chime laugh and said, "Look, darling - here in Quirinelle, we have a *few* modern conveniences you should acquaint yourself with. You, there," she said, turning to address a different kitchen maid, a slavey in grey, "fetch the electric mixer."

"Very good, Miss," said the frightened slavey, who was just a young thing herself. She bobbed a nervous curtsey and soon returned with the appliance, and offered it to the young lady with flourish.

The mixer was soon at work, churning the doughy mass, which seemed to want to flow over the edges of the mixing bowl and onto the countertop. Yet a different kitchen maid silently placed a towel beneath the bowl.

Splat! A dollop of dough flew from the spinning mass onto the clean wall. Splort! Then another. Two maids scurried to clean up the mess. "Oh my! This contraption seems to have a mind of its own," declared Elena in surprise, as several more globs of sweet, sticky dough ejected from the beaters. One blob landed squarely upon the bosom of Ariadne's uniform and she squealed in dismay. Yet another hit Elena on the nose. She giggled and continued to mix.

"Here, the speed is too high. *That* is why it is spattering! Turn it down, like this!" Ariadne, unmindful of spattering dough, reached over to switch the mixer to a lower speed. Her hand slipped, and jostled the mixer, sending a cascade of splatters onto the wall and ceiling. There was a quiet chorus of dismay from the watching maidservants.

Finally, they adjudged the concoction sufficiently mixed. One of the kitchen maids fetched a few pans, greased them, and offered them to Elena, who wore a tired, but satisfied smile. "There! All finished, and I think there will be enough for everyone, provided each girl takes but one serving."

The two girls poured it into the pans as carefully as they could (and only spilling a very small amount). "And now?" asked Ariadne, wiping her face with a floury hand.

"Now, we cook it. We must have a hot oven, but not too hot. Is there sufficient wood?"

"No, my silly little goose," chuckled Ariadne (though not unkindly) "We have quite a *modern* oven. One sets the temperature with this clever little dial - a thermostat, they call it."

"Oh - how very inventive! What a pity such things will not operate in the East!" Elena rotated the dial, opened the oven door and set the pans inside. The door swung shut, and the two girls grinned at one another and curtseyed. Already, the maids were cleaning up the mess the two young ladies had made in their venture. The Quality, they mused, had strange ways.

"Why Miss Elena Dierrian," declared Ariadne with an affectionate smile, "You are covered in flour from the top of your dear little red head to the toes of your patent leather shoes!"

"And you, Miss Ariadne Di Naxos," giggled Elena, "are as floury as I!"

A shadow crossed Ariadne's features. "It would not be too wise to be seen by one of the prefects, or worse, a Mistress. Come, for I know a back way." She held out a white-dusted hand to Elena and led her out through the back of the kitchen...

- To Be Continued -
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From: thorny <krstrob@s...>
Date: Sun Sep 12, 1999 11:35am
Subject: Dear Mummys
  	
Dear Mummies

I am writing to you before I leave for my first class. All of the
ladies her have been very nice to me so far. I am so scared though to
go to my first class. What if all the girls are so much smarter than
me? What if the Mistress's don't feel that I am intelligent enough for
me to stay here? Then were will I go? I miss our Scottish High Lands
so much Mummy's. I wish that I had read more of the books on the
culture here before I came. I doubt that any of the ladies speak Gaelic
here. I know Brunette mummy you told me that I mustn't speak in Gaelic
anymore. However, I do so miss it. Thank you all for the wonderful
writing set that you have given me. It has come in useful all ready. I
must get prepared for my class now mummies. I miss you both oh so very
much.

Sabrina McCloud
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From: <jinjur@a...>
Date: Sun Sep 12, 1999 11:43am
Subject: The Ginger's gone out of Jinjur
  	
Dear Diary,

Everybody keeps saying "All the ginger's gone out of Jinjur." I suppose they think
that's funny. Well, at least the ginger's coming back into my hair at last. I
should be a strawberry blonde again in a couple of days.

It's true though. I don't dare have any fun, for fear the Angel of Laundry will
prevent my beautiful nightdress from being rescued. Elena insists that there are
angels for everything and that there is one in every single flower, so there must
be an Angel of Laundry. If only she would appear, I would do anything to have my
nightdress whole again! But the headmistress took it away to see if anything could
be done and she hasn't told me anything yet. I don't dare ask.

There's something else, though. Annalinde gave me a lecture about how I was
turning into a fast blonde. It must be dreadful to be one of those modest blondes.
Usually she is so authoritative, but she was so embarrassed to be talking about
this to me. It was rather amusing to see her blush and squirm. But I could not
sleep that night, because she was right. My reputation *is* in danger. I had such
fun with Suzanne the day after the blackout, but afterwards I felt strange. It
took me some time to figure out why, but when Annalinde said all that, I
understood. It made me feel *cheap*, because Suzanne just *knew* that she could...
take liberties with me. I guess I'm not as naughty as I thought, which is very
confusing.

I guess it's an awful lot of fun *being* a fast blonde, but no fun having people
*think* you're a fast blonde.

I'm trying to save my reputation by being seen with blondes known to be real
goody-goodys. My roommate Elena, for instance. She's a redhead like me, and she
blushes at the drop of a hat. If she says "Hello" she blushes and wonders if she's
done anything immodest. How can anyone be so good? So we don't have much to talk
about. I tried asking her about Eastern disciplinary practices, but after telling
me only a little about them, she would go off on some boring tangent about
philosophy or theology. I also made the mistake of saying to her that I wished I
had put red hair dye into the shampoo instead of yellow and brown. I only meant
that that wouldn't have been such a mean prank; the girls wouldn't have minded so
much being turned into redheads, and they wouldn't have been teased as bad. But
Elena said, "I do not mean to be impertinent, Jinjur...but perhaps 'twould be
better did you refrain from playing pranks, actually...." I wonder if all Easterners
talk like that.

But she is awfully sweet. Do you know, Diary, she actually prayed for my nightdress
to be restored? I could hardly believe it when she told me. It made me feel better,
though, because surely Dea must listen to someone as good as Elena. And she did
something else sweet. I really was sorry when I found out just how upset the girls
who got their hair colored were, and I wanted to do something for them, but I couldn't
figure out what. I couldn't buy them flowers or candy because all my pocket money's
gone. I told Elena, and she asked if I could sketch. Well, I'm good at it, but I
don't do it much because it's such work. She said I should make cards myself for
all the girls whose hair was colored, and draw a pretty picture on each. So I'm
going to.

There's only one bright spot in my life right now, and that's Carrie. I like her
more all the time. And she doesn't think I'm a fast blonde, so if I even let her
hold my hand she thinks she's awfully lucky. It's a thrill to be that appreciated.
Suzanne couldn't act that way. Carrie has kissed me once, and ohhh, she is passionate!
When she gets to deciding I'm not too good to kiss -- sigh.... And Diary, just
between you and me, that girl knows how to use a paddle! She and I are going to
the soda fountain Monday afternoon. Good thing I'm blonde. I don't have any money
for treats, but brunettes have to pay!

Well, I'd better get back to working on those drawings.

Jinjur J. Quinbury
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From: Serendra Serelique <Miss.Serelique@a...>
Date: Sun Sep 12, 1954 0:24pm
Subject: This evening
  	
Miss Maybridge will unfortunately be unable to preside over tonight's
I.R.C. test, so I shall be taking her place.

I hope all your technical things are in order as I wish to see as many of
you as possible. If you still have questions, you may still address them to
Miss Maybridge.

I shall be teaching you when term begins, so I should like to have a look
at you all - and no doubt *vice versa*

Serendra Serelique
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From: Serendra Serelique <Miss.Serelique@a...>
Date: Sun Sep 12, 1954 3:18pm
Subject: Today's "class" part 1
  	
I am enclosing the transcript of tonight's class in I.R.C. both as
elektrapost and as a file. It is very big. I should be grateful if pupils
can report to me whether they have received it satisfactorily and in at
least one readable form!

* * *

*** MissSerel (SerendraSe@212-46-129-89.saturn.ispc.net) has joined channel
#avendale
*** Users on #avendale: MissSerel jinjur malena12 elena sabrinaMc @vbellemon
* sabrinaMc makes sure she is staning nice and straight
<malena12> curtsey deep
* elena is still standing and drops another, deep curtsey
<MissSerel> Hello again - as you see, I am not Miss Maybridge
<MissSerel> Sit down, girls
<malena12> sits down a bit noisy
<vbellemon> (sits)
* elena sits as directed
* sabrinaMc sits slowly and gracefully
<jinjur> (sits)
<MissSerel> It is nice to see you all so early
<MissSerel> What were you discussing?
<jinjur> (raises hand)
<MissSerel> yes, jinjur
<jinjur> Everyone was giving me good advice, Miss.
* sabrinaMc raises hand
<MissSerel> We are informal just at the moment - you need not raise your
hands to speak
<vbellemon> Yes, Miss.
<MissSerel> sabrina?
<sabrinaMc> Miss Veronica was giving me some ideas on works of liteture to read
<MissSerel> Good. That seems very improving.
<malena12> raise hands
<vbellemon> Yes, Miss. I recommended Edmonda Rostand and Frederica Schiller.
<MissSerel> My name, as I think you know is Miss Serelique
<vbellemon> Excuse me, Miss Serelique.
<MissSerel> Did you indeed, Veronica. You have advanced tastes.
<MissSerel> Yes, Veronica
<vbellemon> Thank you, Miss Serelique.
<MissSerel> If you find my speech a little strange that is because I am
from Novaria
<jinjur> (perks up because she has never seen a Novarian)
<MissSerel> As you know, Novaria was settled by Amazonians about three
hundred years ago
* elena thinks - I have heard of Novaria and listens intently
* elena nods
<MissSerel> Now, how many blondes have we here, Veronica?
<vbellemon> Only two, Miss Serelique.
<MissSerel> Well, yes or three including me
<MissSerel> We are going to play a little game
<vbellemon> Excuse me, Miss Serelique. I thought you meant pupils.
<MissSerel> Yes, I understood that.
<vbellemon> (sits quietly)
<MissSerel> It is a silly game, because we are going to debate a point to
which there is no answer and should be none
* sabrinaMc listens intently pen poised to write
<MissSerel> But it is a nice game for the beginnig of term
* elena , too, is listening attentively
<MissSerel> We are going to debate whether blondes or brunettes are better.
<MissSerel> Each of you will say something on the subject.
<MissSerel> Who would like to begin?
<vbellemon> (raises hand)
<MissSerel> Veronica, you may begin
<vbellemon> Thank you, Miss Serelique. As a Southerner, it is clear to me
that blondes are better than brunettes.
<vbellemon> They are the flowers of civilization, while brunettes are
merely the stems and roots.
<vbellemon> In blondes Dea and the Golden Order -- it is no coincedence
that blonde hair is golden -- are most purely manifested.
<vbellemon> Brunettes were created -- oh, I am not a thealogian, but still
-- I think brunettes were created to provide support for Dea's masterpiece.
<vbellemon> That is all, Miss Serelique.
* sabrinaMc raises her hand
<MissSerel> Thank you, dear. That was very good indeed
<vbellemon> (smiles, pleased)
<MissSerel> Now, who would like to propose the opposite view?
* elena raises her hand shyly
<sabrinaMc> I would Miss
<MissSerel> Thank you, Elena, please begin.
<elena> Yes, Miss Serelique.
<elena> Actually, I must tell you that my view is not precisely a diametric
oppisite, but still, rather different.
<MissSerel> That is all right.
<elena> It is my view, Miss, that neither is better than the other, but,
seen properly, each part of the great Wholeness that comprises All-That-Is.
<vbellemon> (cannot help nodding)
<elena> Dea made blondes and brunettes in such a way that one would
complement the other.
<elena> Each is not complete without one another. We blondes - well, we
are not always practical and given to flights of fancy and are ever so
tender and emotional.
* MissSerel smiles to see that Elena can only tell the truth and not adopt
a view for the sake of debate
<elena> And Dea made brunettes to be more stolid - more practical - more
down to Earth. They keep our little blonde feet upon the ground when we
would float off. And we- we blondes help them to soar when they would
otherwise be bogged down in day-today life.
<elena> ::drops a curtsey:: That is all, Miss.
<MissSerel> That is very good, dear, and very true.
* elena smiles nervously, hoping she did well.
<elena> Th-thank you, Miss.
<MissSerel> But now I should like some one to argue for the superiority of
brunettes
* elena sits quietly
<sabrinaMc> I would like to MIss Serel
<MissSerel> Please do, Sabrina
<sabrinaMc> thankyou MIss
<sabrinaMc> I fell that the brunettes are better because they are the roots
and stem...the flower may fall off, however the roots are still there...
<sabrinaMc> Brunettes don't take to flights of fancy and falling apart so
they can work throught things and get them done
<sabrinaMc> Thus helping the world to keep turning and moving
<vbellemon> (compresses her lips angrily, but is decorously silent)
<sabrinaMc> This is my beliefe in the contect of this assiment...than you Miss
*** carrie_b (~CarrieBin@212-46-129-89.saturn.ispc.net) has joined channel
#avendale
* carrie_b comes in quietly
<jinjur> (flutters lashes and gives Carrie a shy, girlish smile)
<MissSerel> Thank you very much, Sabrina
<malena12> (smiles shyly at Carrie)
<malena12> raise hand
*** katie_w (kwteacher@m...) has
joined channel #avendale
<MissSerel> Yes, Malena
* sabrinaMc gracefully sits back down
<malena12> May i try Miss Serelique?
* katie_w cursteys unpon entering
<MissSerel> Yes, please do
<malena12> stands up
<katie_w> Good vening Miss - class
<MissSerel> Good evening Katie.
<malena12> I think its important to se contrasts in life
<MissSerel> You may sit
<MissSerel> And you too Carrie
<malena12> my little sister once asked
<katie_w> thank you Miss
* carrie_b sits
<malena12> Why isnt it christmas day always?
* katie_w its at the front
* carrie_b smiles at Jinjur and tries not to look at her too much
<vbellemon> (puts finger to lips to tell Katie to be quiet)
<malena12> Then my grandmother said then it would not be any joy with christmas
* elena smiles discreetly at Katie, remaining silent
* carrie_b smiles at Malena
<malena12> its the contrast that makes christmas so nice
*** ariadne (ariadne@c...) has joined channel
#avendale
<malena12> Same with us together we get beautiful
* katie_w smiles at elena and slides over to sit next to her friend
* katie_w waves at carie
* ariadne enters softly.
<malena12> contrast make us grow all.....
<malena12> Thats all Miss....
* elena also smiles at Ariadne...
* carrie_b waves back at Katie - perhaps a bit too vigorously
<malena12> look nervously
* ariadne returns Elena's smile
<carrie_b> Thank you, malena
<malena12> Thank you Miss Serelique
<malena12> sits quieter this time
<carrie_b> Now, I should like those of us who were present for the debate
to vote for which view you think was best expressed.
<carrie_b> Not the one you agree with - but the best-put one.
<carrie_b> It will be hard, because all of them were very good.
<jinjur> (Jinjur dimples at Carrie)
<ariadne> well, just because I was not present should not keep me from voting!
* elena thinks it will be difficult to judge who was best, for they each
spoke a piece of the Truth...
<carrie_b> Ariadne, stand in the corner until we have finished the vote.
<ariadne> Me?
<carrie_b> Yes, you.
<vbellemon> (Stands) Girls! This is an informal class, but let's keep
order. Be quiet. Miss Serelique, what do you wish us to do now?
<ariadne> Um, but... are you are prefect? Is that a sash?
<MissSerel> Carrie - what are you doing?
<MissSerel> Are you in charge of this class?
* elena 's eyes widen in surprise - she thinks, Oh, Ariadne, do not get
yourself in trouble... and whyever is Carrie ordering her about so?
<carrie_b> I'm sorry, Miss. You see before you came I was classroom monitress
* katie_w giggles at the thought of Miss Carrie the teacher
* sabrinaMc sits quietly contemplating how she will vote
<MissSerel> Well, we shall see about that.
<malena12> also thinks of assignment
<MissSerel> Anyway, even if you were Veronica outranks you.
<jinjur> (Jinjur does her best to look impressed at Carrie's former rank)
* ariadne raises hand
<MissSerel> Yes, Ariadne
<ariadne> Um, am I late, Miss?
<malena12> thinks why should this messup so good lesson
<MissSerel> However, you were right, Carrie.
<MissSerel> No, Ariadne, you were not late. Every one was early.
<MissSerel> But you cannot possibly vote when you have not heard all the debate
<MissSerel> And you spoke out of turn in saying you could
<ariadne> O, I see! Thank you, MIss Serelique. One is not punished for
being early, I suppose.
<ariadne> I am very sorry, Miss. I wanted to vote on principle.
<MissSerel> Now, *if* we may proceed to the debate.
<malena12> raise hand
* vbellemon sits straighter
<MissSerel> Ariadne, if you were listening to me, a vote on principle is
precisely what we do *not* want.
<MissSerel> We are voting on who put forward her case most elegantly.
<MissSerel> Now any one who interrupts again will be punished. I wish us to
have the vote
<ariadne> Well, Miss Serelique. I was trying to listen, but I misunderstood.
<MissSerel> Ariadne sit. Girls who were present for the debate stand.
* malena12 stands
* elena stands quietly
* vbellemon stands
* jinjur stands
<MissSerel> Malena, your vote
*** Signoff: katie_w (Read error to
katie_w[modem-57.androstenedione.dialup.pol.co.uk]: Connection reset by
peer)
* ariadne appears puzzled, furrows brow, wonders how so much business could
have been concluded before Study Hall has officially started
<malena12> I vote for elena Miss she had a good philosophical point
<MissSerel> Thank you. one vote for Elena
<MissSerel> Elena?
* malena12 smiles admiring at elena
<elena> Miss, everyone spoke Truth, but I feel Miss Veronica spoke it best.
*** Signoff: sabrinaMc (Ping timeout for sabrinaMc[ppp26.pm1.day-oh.siscom.net])
* elena smiles shyly at Malena and blushes
* vbellemon lowers eyes, pleased
<MissSerel> One vote for Elena, one for Veronica
<MissSerel> Veronica
*** katie_w (kwteacher@m...) has joined
channel #avendale
* ariadne removes compact from bookbag, snaps it open and commences
inpecting make-up from various perspectives.
<vbellemon> I must vote for Elena, Miss Serelique. She expressed herself
beautifully.
<MissSerel> Two votes for Elena and one for Veronica
<katie_w> (sorry Miss computor froze)
<MissSerel> Jinjur
* elena 's eyes go very, very wide and her little face growns very red and
hot....
<jinjur> (grins) I must vote with Veronica. With such a true point of view,
how could she not argue wonderfully, Miss Serelique?
* ariadne snaps compact shut with loud click.
<MissSerel> perhaps
* vbellemon gives Ariadne a warning look
<MissSerel> Though it is not her point of view we are judging
* ariadne smiles beatifically at Veronica
* elena breathes a silent, fervent prayer to the Angel of Order that her
friend, Ariadne will not do something foolish...
<MissSerel> two votes each for Elena and Veronica
<jinjur> Yes, Miss Serelique. But I think she argued the best, besides that
I agree with her.
* malena12 look at Miss Serelique and understand her point!
<MissSerel> That is all right then
* katie_w stares at Miss Veronica, I think it is love!
<MissSerel> Sabrina should have the casting vote.
*** sabrinaMc (krstrob@p...) has joined channel #avendale
<MissSerel> Ah, Sabrina. Just in time
* vbellemon obliviously searches the room for Elspeth, who is not present
<sabrinaMc> sorry Miss
<MissSerel> We have two votes for Elena and two for Veronica. Whom do you
vote for?
* ariadne removes packet of breath mints from bookbag. Commences to unwrap
one. Sound of cellophane being unwrapped.
<katie_w> (veronica see other window next to avendale)
<sabrinaMc> I would like to vote for Miss vbllemon because her analogies
were so well put to the subject
<MissSerel> Ariadne, you may stand in the corner now.
* elena bites her lower lip...could Ariadne be doing this a-purpose??
<MissSerel> Without discussion please, Ariadne.
* vbellemon looks awkward
<ariadne> But.... why, Miss? I am waiting for the Study Hall to begin.
* ariadne stands and walks to corner just the same.
<MissSerel> I said *without* discussion.
* elena thinks, oh no - here it comes....
* malena12 stunned at ariadnes disobedience
*** Mode change "+o katie_w" on channel #avendale by vbellemon
<MissSerel> Veronica wins
<MissSerel> May I say that I consider the result the correct one.
* elena gives her a congratulatory smile.
<MissSerel> All the contributions were very good
* malena12 blushes but feel Im learning lots here in school
<MissSerel> Veronica's and Elena's were the best.
* malena12 smiles more now
<MissSerel> It is hard to choose between them, but I should have voted for
Veronica because she kept to the rules of the debate.
<vbellemon> Thank you, Miss Serelique.
* elena thinks, Oh my - truly? Me? One of the best?
* ariadne becomes aware of large black spider hanging from ceiling in corner.
<MissSerel> Elena's view was true, but we were supposed to be arguing for
blondes or for brunettes.
* katie_w knew Miss Veronica would win, natural justice.
<MissSerel> But I am very impressed with *all* of you.
*** Louise (mabu@p...) has joined channel #avendale
* elena nods, now understanding better what Miss Serelique meant.
<vbellemon> You are right, Miss Serelique. I think I was right, but in a
higher sense, Elena was righter.
<MissSerel> Yes, she was.
<MissSerel> I told you at the beginning it was a bit of a silly debate.
* elena thinks, oh please, Miss Veronica - I can feel my silly face growing
hot again...
<MissSerel> because neither blondes nor brunettes are really "better".
<Louise> New here, is this working ok?
* ariadne watches in horrified fascination as large black spider starts to
to descend on a gossamer strand it is secreting...
* elena glances at Ariadne, wondering what she is staring at...
<MissSerel> <yes, you are in order technically, Louise>
*** Louise (mabu@p...) has left channel #avendale
* katie_w wonders if she was real pupil?
<MissSerel> Ariadne, resume your place quietly, please.
* ariadne displays delicate beads of perspiration on forehead, upper lip.
* katie_w whispers to elena "I love Miss Veronica"
* elena thinks, why she seems afraid of something - what can it be? Surely
not the Mistress?
* vbellemon wonders if Ariadne is about to faint. Perhaps she should fetch
a glass of water?
* malena12 whats happening?
* carrie_b is very quiet, still deeply embarrassed at her gaffe.
* katie_w raises hand
<vbellemon> Please, Miss Serelique, I think something is wrong with Ariadne.
<MissSerel> yes, Katie
* elena catches her lower lip at Katie's whisper and flushes again, giving
Katie wide eyes...
<katie_w> Please Miss What is the next Lesson?
* ariadne shrieks, knees buckle, collapses in corner.
<MissSerel> Ariadne, is there something wrong?
<elena> Oh!
* vbellemon is mortified that she spoke out of turn, but in the service of
a blonde all is all right
* sabrinaMc writes down her answere as well as the other ladies answeres so
she may go over them later to see where she went wrong
<malena12> raise almost
* ariadne offers no response
* vbellemon runs to Ariadne
* katie_w stands up and looks around
<vbellemon> Get water! Get smelling salts!
* katie_w screams
* malena12 runs to to Ariadne
<MissSerel> Veronica, please assist ariadne
<katie_w> aghhhhhhhhhhhhhhh
* jinjur runs for water
* elena is frozen in her seat - she espies te spider!
<malena12> shall we fetch schoolnurse Miss?
* sabrinaMc walks over to the spider, picks it up and drops it out the window
<MissSerel> Can any one tell me what is wrong with Ariadne?
<vbellemon> Good heavens, biggest spider I've seen outside of Texas. (steps
on it) No wonder the poor thing fainted, Miss Serelique.
<elena> Oh, Miss - the spider!!
* katie_w thinks with elena's spelling the next lesson is french!
* ariadne shows signs of returning consciousness. Eyelashes flutter.
* jinjur arrives with water
<malena12> ooooh a spider poor Ariadne....
* katie_w clutches her heart
* MissSerel sits down feeling faint. To think she has been teaching with
that huge spider in the room.
<katie_w> what a brave act Miss Veronica, a true herione
<vbellemon> Aw, shucks, that's what brunettes are for.
* ariadne thrashes head side-to-side. Lips part. Moans.
<malena12> yes that was resolute acting Miss veronica
<vbellemon> Ariadne? It's all right. It's gone.
* vbellemon offers her water.
* ariadne now fully alert (such as only she can be "fully alert").
<MissSerel> (faintly) Thank you so much Veronica. You acted splendidly.
<vbellemon> Thank you, Miss Serelique.
<elena> That spider, remarks Elena, was the size of a tal....
* sabrinaMc goes to sit back down, since no one noticed she threw the
spider out the window
<ariadne> La! That's what I get for being on time!
* malena12 sighs relieved
<vbellemon> Ariadne? Speak to me.
* vbellemon cannot help but burst into laughter
<ariadne> I hsall make every effort to be late from now on.
* jinjur giggles
<MissSerel> Elena, I think it might be better if we do not discuss the size
of the spider. Some of the - um - younger blondes may feel a little queasy.
<ariadne> *I* think it was most unfair to start class without me!
<malena12> laughing relived.....
*** malena12 (newmalen1@d...) has left channel #avendale
<elena> Oh, yes, Miss - I shall not mention it to anyone! I promise!
* MissSerel is glad the girls are laughing as it relieves the tension.
* elena is a little white and trembly - she is terrified of that-which-crawls...
* jinjur thinks, "That Elena is just too good."
* katie_w sticks her chest out. this blonde is brave
<vbellemon> It's all right, everyone, Miss Serelique. The spider is no more.
<ariadne> May I resume my seat now, Miss Serlique? The floor in the corner
is rather hard.
* katie_w raises hand
* elena thinks that is Ariadne is still feeling faint, she ought remain on
the floor yet longer.
<MissSerel> Yes, do resume your seat. If you had done so when I first told
you to you could have got away from the spider.
* vbellemon helps Ariadne up and walks her to her chair
<MissSerel> But I can't blame you if you were too distracted by the awful
thing to hear me.
<ariadne> Thank you, Miss Serelique.
<MissSerel> Now, every one back to her place, please.
<ariadne> me/ resumes seat, while blushing crimson
* vbellemon resumes her seat
* jinjur looks around nervously for more spiders
* elena gives Miss Veronica an admiring glace - how brave she was - not
like me, who remained in her seat, frozen with fright.
<MissSerel> Now, for the sake of you who came on time - there were so many
girls early that we began a little exercise before class officially began.
* katie_w raises hand
<MissSerel> Yes, Katie?
<katie_w> Please Miss What is the next Lesson?
<MissSerel> We aren't having *formal* lessons as term has not quite started.
<katie_w> Oh goddie
<MissSerel> This was really a meeting in which we could all get to know
each other.
<katie_w> shall we all tell each other who we are Miss
* jinjur shifts in her seat, letting her hem ride up just a little, waiting
for Carrie to notice.
* ariadne appears to have just remembered something. Starts to write note
with frantic haste.
* ariadne folds note.
<MissSerel> Katie, that is a good idea. Now that we are all here, let us
each tell the class who she is, her age and sex and anything else she would
like to say
* elena notices Ariadne's frantic scribbling and wonders what she's up to now...
* ariadne passes note to elena while Miss Serelique's back is momentarily
turned.
* vbellemon wonders why Ariadne is getting a sweet girl like Elena into mischief
* carrie_b wants to tell Ariadne about the note, but she is not a monitress
any more
* ariadne is not *quite* quick enough, however, to escape Miss S.'s sharp eye.
* elena 's eyes widen in fright. She takes the note, but does not read it.
Her face is very white and her eyes wise...
<elena> um, that should be "wide"
<MissSerel> Ariadne, stand up please.
<ariadne> Me, Miss?
* elena thinks....oh dear.....
<MissSerel> Yes. Take that note which you have just given to Elena and read
it aloud.
* ariadne looks about in unfeigned innocence.
* elena hands is meekly to Ariadne, hand trembling
<ariadne> Well, Miss Serelique, it is of a private nature...
* jinjur leans forward in anticipation of the secret
<MissSerel> This is an open class. It is not meant for private communications.
<MissSerel> You will share the contents of the note with the class.
*** Signoff: katie_w (Ping timeout for
katie_w[modem-36.ytterbium.dialup.pol.co.uk])
* ariadne glances outsie window, sees thin wisp of smoke arising from
kitchen windows below.
* elena has placed the forefinger of her right hand and had commenced to
chew, delicately and nerously - a habit of extreme agitation...
<ariadne> Well, Miss Serelique, the note says: "I forgot to turn the oven
off... did *you* turn it off?"
<MissSerel> Ariadne. Stop admiring the view and do as I say
<MissSerel> Elena, did you?
* elena suddenly remembers
*** katie_w (kwteacher@m...) has joined channel
#avendale
* vbellemon closes her eyes and takes a deep breath and tries to remember
her own arguments for blonde superiority
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From: Serendra Serelique <Miss.Serelique@a...>
Date: Sun Sep 12, 1954 3:18pm
Subject: Today's "class" part 2
  	
<katie_w> (try again)
<elena> Oh , Miss, I - that is, we - thought the kitchen maids would deal
with it. At least, so they told us...
* elena hangs head and thinks, oh dear...
* ariadne -- and others -- see thicker dolumn of blacker smoke rising...
<MissSerel> Well, there appears to be smoke coming from the kitchen.
Ariadne - run down and see to it
<vbellemon> Miss Serelique, may I go and see if there is any situation that
needs to be dealt with?
* elena sees it too, now....oh no...
<MissSerel> No. I take that back. Veronica, you go.
<vbellemon> Thank you, Miss Serelique. (hurries out)
<ariadne> Yess, Miss Serelique >hastily leaving<
<katie_w> (veroncia op me agian please)
<ariadne> >belay that<
<MissSerel> Ariadne there is no need - sigh - she has gone.
* elena thinks, now where is Ariadne off to? 'Twas Veronica Mistress sent...
*** Mode change "+o katie_w" on channel #avendale by vbellemon
<katie_w> (thank you)
<MissSerel> Now, if we may proceed.
<MissSerel> As Katie suggested each girl in turn shall introduce herself.
* ariadne returns just as Fire Alarm starts to sound.
<MissSerel> Katie, you begin.
<ariadne> I fixed it. I pulled the alarm.
<katie_w> Yes Miss
* vbellemon enters, looking annoyed
* katie_w stands up and walks out to the front of the class
<vbellemon> She certainly did. Everyone form a line, girls. Sabrina, as a
brunette, you bring up the rear.
<katie_w> My name is Katie Webster
* sabrinaMc thinks that this ariadne could keep us in school for ever with
her antics
<MissSerel> Carrie, go to the headmistress and tell her Ariadne has set off
the fire alarm. She will have it turned off.
<katie_w> I am blonde and proud of it!
* elena is developing a sick headache, foreseeing nothing but trouble in this
<carrie_b> Yes, Miss
<katie_w> I am 12 years of age
* carrie_b is glad to be given a position of responsibility
<katie_w> I play the piano, resonable well
<vbellemon> Something in the oven has burned, Miss, but it should be all right.
<katie_w> I was HeadGirl at Greenlands my Primary school
<MissSerel> Thank you, Veronica.
<vbellemon> But the dining hall will smell of smoke for some time, Miss
Serelique.
<katie_w> and I am in Love with Miss Veroncia
* katie_w giggles
<vbellemon> Should we go outside for fire drill or sit back down, Miss
Serelique?
<katie_w> thank you, any questions?
* elena glances at Veronica and prays she does not think less of her for
it...Elena feels like a very silly blonde just now.
* vbellemon gives Elena a reassuring smile, noticing her nervousness
<MissSerel> It is a false alarm, so there is no need for drill. I am hoping
Carrie will be quick in getting it turned off.
<vbellemon> Yes, Miss. Everyone sit back down.
<MissSerel> Thank you Katie
* elena notes Veronica's reassuring smile and feels better. She returns the
smile and seats herslef, along with the other pupils.
* ariadne raises hand *again* (!!!)
<katie_w> thank you Miss
<MissSerel> Are there any questions for Katie?
* carrie_b rushes into the room at top speed
<carrie_b> mission accomplished, miss.
* vbellemon wants to ask Katie what she meant by being in love with her,
but thinks that would not be delicate
<katie_w> yes ariadne
<ariadne> Well, this is a general, um philosophical question...
<ariadne> Should blondes pull fire alarms when they see smoke?
* katie_w realises that Miss should have ask her to speak, it is the
breeding of a former HeadGirl
<MissSerel> Ariadne, that is not a question for Katie
* elena is past wondering what mischief Ariadne is up to...she shakes her
head slowly.
<katie_w> if saves my life, err yes!!
* elena raises her hand
<MissSerel> If there are no questions for Katie we shall move on to Elena
<MissSerel> Yes, Elena.
* katie_w looks at elena
<elena> Yes, Miss. I was simply going to ask Katie to tell us of
Greenlands - just a little verbal sketch, perhaps.
* sabrinaMc wonders in her head if everyone is alowed to get away with the
behavior adriadne has shown
* katie_w nods
* carrie_b thinks it is silly that monitresses are temporary in this
school. A school needs brunette monitresses of 14.
<katie_w> It is set in the wandering meadows, hence the name Greenlands
* jinjur tries again to catch Carrie's eye
<katie_w> the schol is elite, of course
<katie_w> as well as lessons you can ride
* carrie_b smiles shyly at Jinjur - trying not to look shy
<katie_w> play the piano
<katie_w> about 250 pupils
<katie_w> you can wear casual clothes
* jinjur is satisfied and looks away from Carrie
<katie_w> not school uniform
*** Signoff: sabrinaMc (Read error to
sabrinaMc[ppp2.pm1.day-oh.siscom.net]: Connection reset by peer)
<katie_w> It is for blondes only!!
<katie_w> and I was HeadGirl
<MissSerel> Casual clothe, dear - even for lessons?
<MissSerel> clothes
<katie_w> sorry Miss
<katie_w> I bit I did not like
<katie_w> was senior girls using juniors as Maids
<katie_w> until I was a senior girl, that is!
<katie_w> that is all Miss
* vbellemon smiles indulgently
<MissSerel> Thank you Katie.
* katie_w sits down next to Miss Veroncia
* jinjur raises her hand
<MissSerel> Senior girls can sometimes use junior girls as maids here - but
usually it is a voluntary arrangement.
<MissSerel> Yes, Jinjur
* katie_w stands
<jinjur> I wanted to ask Katie about being in love with Miss Veronica!
* jinjur giggles
*** sabrinaMc (krstrob@p...) has joined channel #avendale
<katie_w> In Greenlands it is unoffiaial, but you dare not refuse
* vbellemon widens her eyes and turns pink
<carrie_b> Gosh, did Katie say that? I miss all the fun.
<MissSerel> Carrie!
* jinjur gives Carrie a dazzling smile
<katie_w> she is wonderfull carrie
* vbellemon raises hand
<MissSerel> I think we should move on to the next girl.
* katie_w stares at Miss Veroncia as juniors do
<MissSerel> Elena, stand up.
* vbellemon breathes a sigh of relief
* elena is bright red, head lowered. Oh my stars!
<MissSerel> Katie sit.
<MissSerel> Yes, veronica.
<elena> Yes, Miss (stands)
* katie_w thinks No, veronica will do for me
<vbellemon> Excuse me, Miss Serelique. I was going to ask that we move on,
but then you did.
* katie_w sits down
<MissSerel> Thank you Veronica. Elena, please tell us about yourself.
* vbellemon tries to concentrate on the charming Elena, and tries to ignore
Katie's worshipful gaze
<elena> Yes, Miss. My name is Elena Dierrian, and I am 12. I am newly
come to Quirinelle. I hail from the far Eastern lands in Amazonia.
* katie_w looks at front of the class
<elena> I am ever so delighted to be here, among you. :)
* jinjur shifts restlessly in the prolonged silence
* vbellemon smiles kindly at Elena
* katie_w looks at carrie
<MissSerel> remember to say you are blonde, dear. Of course we all know,
but it is a formality
<elena> Oh, thank you, Miss - I am sorry. Yes, I am blonde, Miss.
<elena> I have one elder sister, a brunette. She is currently a Cadette
back home in Sithia. She is 17.
* ariadne appears somewhat distracted. Yawns. Commences to inspect nails.
<MissSerel> Have you finished now, Elena?
<elena> That is all, Miss, unless someone wishes to ask questions...
* elena smiles nervously
<elena> You see, this is my first time in a classroom
* ariadne inspects one nail with intensity.
<MissSerel> Thank you. All of you remember you must say when you are finished.
* elena sits quietly
<MissSerel> Does any one wish to ask Elena any questions?
<ariadne> Reaches into bookbag, extracts nailfile with tortoise-shell handle.
* elena hesitates in "mid-sit"
* elena then remains standing
* vbellemon gives Ariadne a warning look, which is no more effective than
the earlier one
<MissSerel> Ariadne, I want you to sit still and quietly. If there is any
more fiddling I shall punish you.
<ariadne> Me? Oh, yes, Miss Serelique.
* elena sighs quietly, wondering why Ariadne is courting disaster
<MissSerel> If there are no questions for elena we shall pass on to Sabrina.
* katie_w thinks good a punishiment maybe on the way.
<MissSerel> Elena, you may sit. Sabrina, please stand.
* sabrinaMc stands and walks to the front of the room
<MissSerel> Tell the class about yourself, Sabrina
* elena sits
<elena> Thank you, Miss
<sabrinaMc> Hello I am savrina McCloud of the clan McCloud I am a 14 year
old brunnette from the Scotish Highlands
<sabrinaMc> actually I am sabrina and I hope to become an actress someday
<sabrinaMc> That is all thankyou
* elena thinks Sabrina has a lovely way of speaking - different than Miss
Veronica's but with a charm all its own
* vbellemon raises her hand
<MissSerel> Thank you is two words, Sabrina.
<MissSerel> Veronica?
<sabrinaMc> I am sorry MissSerel thank you
<vbellemon> What sort of actress would you like to be, Sabrina? Stage or
screen? Dramatic or comic?
<sabrinaMc> I should think that I would like to be a Stage actress Miss
Veronica and do both dramatic and comitic acting
* katie_w raises her hand
<MissSerel> Katie?
<katie_w> what was your Primary school like?
<sabrinaMc> I am afraid that my primary school was not much of a challenge,
so I did not work up to my full potential. That is why my mummies sent me
here.
* vbellemon nods approvingly
<katie_w> that figures!!
* katie_w put hand over her mouth
<MissSerel> Katie.
* ariadne , reaching a hand behind herself to scratch impossible-to-reach
spot on back, accidentally brushes the nailfile off her desk. It falls to
the floor with a little metallic clatter. Heads turn.
<sabrinaMc> There was to much time for day dreaming at my primary school
<MissSerel> You may think I am not noticing these little remarks, but I am.
* elena thinks, uh oh - here it comes... mentally braces herself for impact
* vbellemon wonders why other girls *will* do these things
* katie_w blushes
<sabrinaMc> Brunnette mummy says there is a time and place for daydreaming,
however school is not the place
<MissSerel> Very true.
* elena feels rapport with Miss Veronica...why are they doing these things?
* vbellemon glances at Elena, sitting very demurely and properly. Why
aren't all the blondes like that?
* katie_w raises her hand
<MissSerel> Yes, Katie
<katie_w> Please Miss I have a piano lesson, May I leave
* ariadne tries to draw nailfile closer to her with toe of her shoe, but it
is *just* a little out of reach.
[elena] Miss Serelique - please excuse me, but I, too, must depart.
[katie_w] go to go
* vbellemon widens her eyes in disbelief at such insubordination
<MissSerel> Yes, you are dismissed Katie you have done well - apart from
that slip
* vbellemon is relieved that evidently the early dismissal was pre-approved
<katie_w> Yes Miss. sorry sabrina
-> elena you may leave
* elena bites her lower lip, anticipating imminent disaster. Oh, Ariadne...
* katie_w rises and leaves
*** katie_w (kwteacher@m...) has left channel
#avendale
[elena] Thank you, Miss. :) Thank you for a delightful morning.
-> elena thank *you*, dear.
* elena remembers that Katie had set her up with an audition for the Voice
Mistress.
<MissSerel> Ariadne please come to the front of the class
* ariadne extends one leg even farther, supporting herself on edge of seat
with her hands.
* elena raises hand
<MissSerel> yes, elena
* ariadne falls smack on her *derriere,* stocking tops briefly exposed.
* elena is relieved to be leaving soon
<sabrinaMc> Might I sit down Misstress
* vbellemon makes a mental tally of how many strokes she will give everyone
later
<MissSerel> yes, please sit down Sabrina
* jinjur is thrilled at the glimpse of Ariadne's stocking tops
* ariadne draws herself to her feet, advances to front of room.
* sabrinaMc goes and sits in her sit gracefully
<elena> Miss, please forgive me, but...I recollect that Katie set me up
with an appointment with the Voice Mistress, and I do not wish to be late.
<MissSerel> You may go too, elena
<ariadne> Yes, Miss Serelique?
* jinjur watches her leave enviously
* sabrinaMc hopes to herslef that she has not done anythhing to upset Miss
Veronica
* carrie_b raises hand
* vbellemon thinks, "What, another one?"
* ariadne remains standing, smiling expectantly
<elena> Yes, Miss. Thank you, Miss. ::stands, curtseys deeply to Miss
Serelique, then her classmates
<MissSerel> yes, Caroline
<elena> Thank you, Miss and everyone else, for a delightful morning.
<MissSerel> Thank you, elana
*** Signoff: elena (Leaving)
<carrie_b> I'm afraid I've an appointment too, though I might be able to
whizz back later.
* MissSerel tries not to laugh.
<MissSerel> Whizz away, caroline
* vbellemon ponders whether she should use the paddle or the strap on
everyone who has disrespected the mistress
<carrie_b> Thank you. It was topping. Goodbye for now everyone.
* jinjur wiggles her fingers in a goodbye wave
<ariadne> Um, Miss Serelique, I suddenly remembered I have an appointment,
too. An overdue library book...
* carrie_b takes a last look at Jinjur surreptitiously on her way out
*** carrie_b (~CarrieBin@212-46-129-89.saturn.ispc.net) has left channel
#avendale
* vbellemon wonders if Ariadne is a sufficiently sturdy blonde to be paddled
<MissSerel> Ariadne. You will stay.
<ariadne> But, Miss Serelique... the fines will mount!
<MissSerel> There are other punishments than fines, Ariadne, and I think we
should explore them now.
* vbellemon chivalrously suppresses a smile of satisfaction
<ariadne> O, Good! Is this a test then, on alternate forms of punishment? I
have been studying...
* jinjur wets her lips, her breath coming a little faster in anticipation
<ariadne> I read the whole chapter on straps, hairbrushes and canes
* sabrinaMc makes a mental note to tell her mummies that if this young lady
ariadne can stay in school there is no reason to fear that I should be
kicked out
<ariadne> And I wrote down all about them in my little red alligator
leather notebook...
<MissSerel> That is very interesting, Ariadne
<ariadne> Yes, and I even underlined the important bits.
<ariadne> But this is just a test, right, Miss Serelique?
*** Annalinde has joined channel
#avendale
<MissSerel> lagging
<ariadne> [evidently]
<MissSerel> A test. Yes. A real-life test.
* Annalinde enters quietly
<ariadne> Oh, that sounds even better. Not written, then?
<MissSerel> You are very late, Annalinde
<ariadne> An oral quiz....?
<Annalinde> I am sorry, miss
<ariadne> Pray, when do we start?
<Annalinde> I had an appointment elsewhere
<Annalinde> I thought better late than never.
<MissSerel> We can start now. Bend over my chair.
<MissSerel> Put your hands on the seat, tummy over the back
<ariadne> But, Miss, that will make it hard to answer questions!
<ariadne> I thought this was a test!
<MissSerel> You won't need to answer questions
* sabrinaMc thinks that MIss Veronica will have a long night ahead of her
<ariadne> O, you mean, you will give me the answers, then?
<MissSerel> I am testing my strap.
<MissSerel> Annalinde, position her for me, please.
* ariadne thinks this is an odd way to conduct a school test, but complies
none-the-less.
* Annalinde cheerfully steers Ariadne over the chair.
* ariadne has neglected to wear her maroon knickers.... but is certainly
*not* knicker-less.
<ariadne> Lie this?
<ariadne> Like this?
* jinjur watches anxiously, hoping the mistress will not be too hard on
Ariadne, who is a blonde despite her naughtiness
* jinjur opens her eyes wide at the site of Ariadne's non-regulation knickers
* sabrinaMc tries to feel sorry for the girl, but can't muster it up
seeings how the girl has seen fit to be a nucince the entire class
<MissSerel> Ariadne - what are those underclothes
* ariadne is wearing frothh French knickers, ivory-white, with rows of frills.
<ariadne> frothy
* MissSerel omens desk drawer and gets out her strap. An old black one,
shiny with use. Quite an effective implement
* jinjur is enviously enthralled with Ariadne's lovely knickers
<ariadne> O, La, those are *my* underclothes, Miss Serelique. Would you
like to know where to buy them?
<MissSerel> They are not school underclothes.
* vbellemon wishes that the mistress would use her hand. Ariadne is only a
delicate blonde, after all.
<ariadne> Um, noooo.....
<ariadne> I certainly did not anticipate anyone noticing..
<MissSerel> two strokes, ariadne, and one for coming to my class in those -
garments.
<ariadne> O, please, Miss Serlique.....
* vbellemon winces in sympathy
* ariadne starts to struggle.
* MissSerel draws back the strap, aims carefully and lets it fly. She is
very accurate and the CRACK! resounds round the room.
* jinjur 's eyes glisten
* ariadne emits a sharp squeal.
* ariadne struggles more....
* MissSerel smiles
* vbellemon wills Ariadne to bear it bravely
* ariadne 's eyes a wide in shocked surprise and pain.
<ariadne> are wide
* jinjur is entranced
* ariadne 's eyes fill with hot tears....
<MissSerel> Hold her tight Annalinde
<ariadne> No! Please, not again!
<MissSerel> It hurts, doesn't it dear. It is meant to. Just one more.
* ariadne tries to kick free.... cannt escape the grip...
* MissSerel delivers the final stroke, a little harder than the others.
* vbellemon 's heart goes out to the helpless blonde
* ariadne yelps loudly, starts to sob.
<MissSerel> You can stand up now, sweetheart.
* sabrinaMc is mystified by how a blond would struggle so hard against what
she needs and deserves
<MissSerel> Annalinde help her up
* jinjur sighs sensually
* ariadne , blubbering and sniffling, hangs her head.
<MissSerel> There. It is all over now. Will you try to be a better girl for me?
* ariadne turns to go, having said nothing.
<ariadne> Yes, Miss.
* vbellemon pulls out a handkerchief for Ariadne
<MissSerel> Good girl. Go back to your seat now. Ariadne you help her back.
<MissSerel> - I mean Annalinde help her!
<ariadne> >between sobs< But I don't know what I did that was wrong!
<MissSerel> Veronica. I should like you to talk to Ariadne later. See if
you can explain.
<ariadne> Thank you for the hankie, Veronica [blows nose with a trumpeting
sound]
<vbellemon> Yes, Miss Serelique.
* vbellemon knows that it is wrong to disagree with a mistress, but surely
this punishment was harsh and confusing to Ariadne
* vbellemon is, however, respectfully silent
* sabrinaMc thinks it is hard to believe that such an inteligent looking
girl could be so daft
* ariadne returns to place, sits gingerly, occupting only an outer sliver
of the chair.
<ariadne> occupying
<MissSerel> Now, we are getting a little late. Would you like us to finish
our introductions or shall I close the class now. You may stay here and
chat.
* sabrinaMc thinks that the blonds hear must be allowed to run around like
wild ladies
* vbellemon hopes that today is not making a bad impression of Avendale on
the new girls
<vbellemon> Please, Miss, I believe it might be best to close the class.
<ariadne> Yes, Miss. Please *do* >snuffle<
<Annalinde> I agree with Veronica
* sabrinaMc thinks that Miss Veronica is a very smart lady. I will have to
learn from her
* jinjur hopes that the mistress takes Veronica's suggestion
<MissSerel> Very well. Class is ended.
* vbellemon stands
<vbellemon> Thank you, Miss.
<MissSerel> You may talk among yourselves if you wish.
* sabrinaMc stands
* vbellemon waits for the mistress to leave the room
* jinjur stands
<MissSerel> goodbye girls.
<MissSerel> Thank you for attending.
<vbellemon> Goodbye, Miss Serelique. Thank you.
<jinjur> Thank you, Miss.
<ariadne> Good-bye, Miss Serelique.
<ariadne> Um, Thank you.
* vbellemon nods approvingly at Ariadne
<sabrinaMc> Thnsk You Miss Serel
<sabrinaMc> Thank You
*** MissSerel has left channel
#avendale
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From: Nicola - 3rd Year Avendale <skoolgirl@s...>
Date: Sun Sep 12, 1999 3:46pm
Subject: Carrie Binks
  	
Carrie - Oh I feel so ashamed standing here having made such awful faux par on this my first full day although on at least one of them my guardian will be so pleased. You see she is so terriably disappointed she so longed to raise me to follow in her footsteps into the rough and brutish world of the city, I do believe that she would prefer me to be a brunette instead of as she sometimes calls me a "silly" blonde.

Calamity appears to be-set me the moment, when I arrived yesterday I wore a red sash, I did wonder why I recieved such quizical looks from some of the girls and it was only when I re-read the school rules I realised the awful mess I had got myself into. I feel sure my guardian instructed me to do so on purpose , I think its so jolly hurtful to be so cruel.


I will be fifteen in November, by the way who was that young brunette girl at supper last night I feel sure I saw here place something from her plate into her pocket very odd. There seam's to be lots of odd things here, I think I may have seen some Ghost's on one of the back stairways, they looked like a two blondes a first former and a prefect only they were both all white and powdery, Oh I do hope its not haunted. Also I'm sure I spied a brunette tipsy like my guardian is sometimes after one of her important business lunches.

I think its awfully kind of you taken so much time helping me a blonde bunny and I think the term bunnies is rather sweet


Nikki Bradford
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From: <Carriebink@a...>
Date: Sun Sep 12, 1999 0:42pm
Subject: Dear Diary
  	
I went to my first class today and believe it or not I wasn't late - but I
felt late because everyone else was so early that it was all under way by the
time I got there.

It was a jolly sort of class because term hasn't started properly, So Miss
Serelique was just doing sort-of fun things like a debate about whether
blondes or brunettes are better and getting every one to introduce herself.
Jinjur was there, and Malena, Sabrina, Elena, Katie, Veronica.

I only heard Malena's contribution to the debate and that was so good the
winning ones must have been utterly ripping if they were better. I was a bit
glad I wasn't there at the beginning or I might have had to speak and I
shouldn't have been anywhere near as good.

Ariadne was dreadfully naughty - I can't tell if she does it on purpose or
not. She was so bad that I forgot myself and tried to send her to the corner
as I did when I was a monitress in my old school, but I'm no here, of course,
so it was *terribly* embarrassing. Anyway in the end she got sent to the
corner and all the blondes got scared by a spider - even Miss Serelique, I
think, though she pretended she wasn't. And Ariadne and Elena had left
something in the oven and Ariadne set off the fire alarm, so I had to run and
tell Miss Maitland it was a false alarm so she could get it turned off.

That was one of the two most swindlous things of the day. Because Diary two
dreadfuly swindlacious things happened to me. This first one was that while I
was rushing to get the alarm turned off Katie Webster told the whole class
she was in love with Veronica. Gosh, I wish I'd been there.

The other Big Swindle was that I had to leave early and after I'd gone
Ariadne was strapped. I'm not surprised. I mean, she was asking for it all
along. And anyway every one was talking about it because she was wearing the
most unschooly frilly panties. I think I'd really like to have seen that.
Apparently she got a pretty good whack. Not many, but hard. I think it
puzzled her a bit - but gosh, she's got to learn. She's nearly 19, so imagine
my saying that about her. If I was appointed a monitress, perhaps one day . .
.

I wonder what her underclothes looked like. I wonder if Jinjur ever. . .

Dear Diary. I think I'd better put you away.
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From: Nicola - 3rd Year Avendale <skoolgirl@s...>
Date: Sun Sep 12, 1999 4:40pm
Subject: Miss Serelique
  	
Miss

Please accept my profound apolgies for my absence from todays class, I can offer no excuse other than that of a poor blonde bunny becoming lost in attempting to find the classroom. Please do not judge me harshly for this, although I from what I can understand from the homework I must confess to being jolly glad I was not there oh how I loath spiders (the very thought of them makes my skin crawl)

yours truely


Nicola Bradford

From: <Carriebink@a...>
Date: Sun Sep 12, 1999 1:01pm
Subject: To Nikki
  	
Hello - did you get to Miss Serelique's class or not? I got quite confused
with all the goings-on.

I hope you *didn't* see ghosts - though as likely as not it was some of the
girls playing the fool.

As for the tipsy brunette. You are quite right. That was Emily. Joan and
Suzanne told me - they seem to know everything. It seems she arrived as tight
as the proverbial owl and Annalinde shuffled her off into her room to have a
little sleep, so as not to cause too much of a row. But Suzanne says
Annalinde will deal with her later, and Joan showed me the marks where Lindie
caned her the other day. Not bad for a blonde, I thought.

I hope you are starting to settle in. Do tell me if anything troubles you.
I'll help if I possibly can.

Carrie
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From: Nicola - 3rd Year Avendale <skoolgirl@s...>
Date: Sun Sep 12, 1999 5:16pm
Subject: Carrie Brink
  	
Carrie

oh you are really a good sort for a brunette, no I never made it to class I just hope I'm not punished.. You really are very kind and I hope that you and I will become close friends

Nikki
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From: <Carriebink@a...>
Date: Sun Sep 12, 1999 1:41pm
Subject: To Nikki
  	
Yes, let's be friends. I am making some lovely friends here.

But gosh, I'm not Carrie Brink! I'm Carrie Binks. My full name is Caroline
Veleda-Binks but I much prefer to be called Carrie. I know its confusing,
because on my letters it says Carriebink - but that is because I can only fit
ten letters on the top of my post, so I have to leave the S off. What a
swindle. I mean, would another letter break the bank? But I can't get it.

Carrie Binks
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From: thorny <krstrob@s...>
Date: Sun Sep 12, 1999 9:27pm
Subject: Sabrina considers the days class
  	
I set down at my desk and pull out my notebook from class. I read the
answers that all the girls gave to the hypothetical question who is
better blonde's or brunettes and why. I read Miss Veronica's answer
carefully....."a blond is like a beautiful flower....the brunette in
just the stem and roots". I think to myself that this is a wonderfully
colorful analogy and showed exactly what she was saying. I on the other
hand only used her analogy but for my own use. I see that I needed to
come up with my own clever analogy's. I sit looking out the window
thinking of how I can better represent my thoughts in class.

I also take out a clean sheet of paper and practice writing thank you
properly.

thank you
thank you
thank you

and so on till both sides of the paper are filled.

Sabrina
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From: <jinjur@a...>
Date: Sun Sep 12, 1999 11:38pm
Subject: Jinjur and Carrie
  	
By Sunday night Jinjur had finished her drawings and some red was beginning to
show in her hair again. During lunch on Monday she distributed them with nicely
worded apologies. Most of her victims were ready to forgive her. Their hair had
either been colored to a more appropriate shade or else the inadvertant color was
nearly washed out, and everyone felt sorry for her on account of her lovely
nightdress.

Tawny's rather dark blonde hair was almost back to normal. Jinjur's drawing for
her was of a lion, its mane the same color as her natural hair. Joan had of course
colored her hair deliberately and so did not deserve an apology, but Jinjur did
not want to arouse suspicions, so she drew Joan of Arc with Joan's face. When it
came to Veronica's drawing, Jinjur could not resist a sly joke; remembering
Ariadne's imaginative but spirited description of Veronica as a puppy dog
following at Elspeth's heels, she drew a little black Labrador puppy. Veronica
obviously did not suspect any repartee and thanked Jinjur sincerely.

For Carrie, Jinjur drew nothing other than a depiction of her new nickname, the
Whirlwind Bunny. A most charming rabbit with its limbs in a whirl, like a Quirrie
cartoon about the Tasmanian Devil.

Carrie was delighted at the picture, even if she did find the "bunny" epithet a
little annoying. "It's tradition, so we mustn't mind it, you know," she said. But
much of her conversation during lunch was complaining about how on Sunday, she
had missed all of the most interesting things that happened during class the day
before. She hadn't heard Katie Webster declare that she was in love with "Miss
Veronica", and she had missed Ariadne's strapping.

"I heard that her knickers were all frothy," Carrie said. "You'd think she would
behave herself while she was wearing something like that. If she gets punished,
the knickers will be found out, and then she'll be in for it."

Carrie had come back to the subject of Ariadne's knickers quite a few times. Always
in a proper way such as this, but still she returned to the subject. It gave Jinjur
an inspiration.

She lowered her eyes and asked in a low voice, "Do you think that wearing
unschooly knickers is such a dreadful offense, Carrie?"

"Oh, hardly dreadful. I mean, it only merits one extra stroke most of the time.
But everyone knows they're not supposed to wear them."

"What if a girl hasn't done anything else wrong, and she's just being punished
for her knickers? What sort of punishment should that be, do you think?"

"I wouldn't exactly know," Carrie said, "since I'm not a prefect or anything, but
I'd guess that it would call for a really thorough hand spanking."

A flush came to Jinjur's cheeks that had nothing to do with embarrassment. "I
think you had better punish me again, Carrie," she murmured, eyes on the table.

Carrie's eyes widened and her breath became heavier. After a minute she managed
to say, "You mean...?"

Jinjur dug her nails into her palms to stop herself from smiling. "I didn't think
it mattered, since no one was likely to see them."

Jinjur could almost feel the warmth rising from Carrie. "Perhaps it doesn't matter
so much," Carrie got out.

As if by accident, Jinjur let her knee brush against Carrie's under the table,
ever so briefly. "Of course it matters! I've been naughty again, Carrie. I just
can't behave myself." She looked up, into Carrie's eyes. "I need your help, Carrie."
She held her glance for a long moment before lowering her eyes in a flurry of
lashes.

At last Carrie spoke. "Perhaps we should go on a walk after school today," she
said breathily. "We can settle it then."

"Yes, Carrie," Jinjur said meekly. The school grounds and immediate vicinity had
several little nooks where parapets, trees and shrubberies created a degree of
privacy. Jinjur, of course, knew them all.

Carrie poked at her food for the rest of lunch, preoccupied. Jinjur enjoyed the
spectacle immensely. The chemistry between them was crackling. Jinjur was not
going to let Carrie start thinking that she was a fast blonde, but on the other
hand, today Carrie was going to give her more than just half a kiss. Jinjur was
determined on that point.

There was just time between lunch and afternoon classes for Jinjur to hurry up to
her room. There, Jinjur removed the regulation maroon school knickers she was
wearing and replaced them with the laciest pair of pale green satin knickers she
had.
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From: <Elaryn@a...>
Date: Sun Sep 12, 1999 10:04pm
Subject: A Brief Note to Miss Annalinde
  	
Miss Annalinde,

Again, I must beg for a moment of your time. I am dreadfuly confused about
Ariadne's behaviour in class today. She was dreadfully naughty, and had it
not been for my appointment with the Voice Mistress, I fear I might have
witnessed something dreadful. As it was, I heard she was strapped, which was
certainly dreadful enough for me. Perhaps you can explain why she behaved as
she did, because I simply do not understand. I do so dreadfully want to be
friends with other girls here at school, but if Ariadne continues to be so
very naughty, I just know my Mummies would not approve, and yet, I would
never want to offend her or be rude to her, for she has treated me very
kindly, and whatever shall I do?

I was sorry to have missed seeing you again. It went well with the Voice
Mistress, and I cannot believe it, but she wishes me to sing in the Avendale
School Choir - me! Katie Webster, I know, will be pleased, for she is a
Pianiste, and we can perform together.

Thank you for listening to a confused little blonde, who, at this moment,
feels more like a 9 year old than a 12 year old.

Elena Dierrian
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From: <AnnalindeC@a...>
Date: Mon Sep 13, 1999 0:35am
Subject: Ariadne, Discipline and Things - to Elena
  	
Dear Elena,

Congratulations on being accepted for the school choir. Avendale seems to
have acquired two very talented musiciennes this term.

Do you want to sit on my lap again? Sometimes you seem like a very little
girl to me too. But don't worry. That isn't a bad thing.

About Ariadne - I wasn't present during her bad behaviour, but I can well
imagine the sort of thing. I was about to discipline her myself the night the
lights went out - but it was at that *very* moment that they did go out.To
tell the truth I suspected Ariadne had something to do with it. She just
seems to be that kind of girl - but I now realise those suspicions were
unfair.

I can't quite understand Ariadne. She seems very sweet and she gives the
impression she doesn't understand what is going wrong. Veronica believes her
completely, of course but I think no one behaves that badly without knowing
something about it. I mean, I was told Miss Serelique told her quite plainly
that she would be punished if she went on fiddling with things in class and
she did start fiddling again a few minutes later. Now that can't be
accidental, can it?

Sorry - I shouldn't really be criticising her to you, but you did ask what
I thought. And the answer is, I'm not quite sure. I believe she is genuinely
a sweet girl who likes a lot of attention (especially brunette attention). I
think she sort of *needs* to be punished and sort-of knows it. Although she
acted very surprised last night (I was there for the punishment, which you
weren't. In fact I held her, which after my last failure in the
Ariadne-discipline line was, I confess rather satisfying) I think she got
what some part of her actually wanted.

Or perhaps what she wanted was a rather milder spanking. I think Miss
Serelique got it just right. Very short, but very sharp. I think it will make
A tread more carefully - at least with Miss S.

As for you and Ariadne, I think you should be friendly to her still. She
*is* a nice girl and you might be a good influence on her, and there is a
good chance hat discipline will improve her. Not that she won't always be
rather dippy. She is the sort of blonde that makes brunettes think blondes
are featherbrains.

Of course, if you get to the stage where you feel you are doing wrong by
your mothers in associating with her, then we must do something. Come to me
then, and I'll help you do it in the most tactful way.

Annalinde
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From: School Girl <schoolgirl11@xxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Mon Sep 13, 1999 7:45am
Subject: Photo
  	
I sat through first two lessons of the day until playtime. As the bell went
and after we were dismissed Elena and I went off to chat about our music.

"Elena what will you sing?"

She went into deep thought, " I will let you know Katie"

I stopped dead in my tracks at the sight of Miss Veronica, I still cannot
believe I actually told the whole school that I am in love with Miss
Veronica.

"Do you think she will give a keepsake, Elena" I asked

"Absolutely no way" Elena told me

"Then I will have to get one from her study" I told my chum.

The bell went and we made our way to the next lesson History, boring I
thought. However the gods smiled on me

"Katie" said Miss Churchill

I sat up straight "Yes Miss"

Be a good girl and take the register to the school office for me, and tell
Mrs Hornby I forgot"

"Yes Miss" I sad

The chance to get out of lesson was great, as I did not want to know about
Vikings and things. The school was deserted as all the staff and pupils were
in class. I slowed down as I neared the school office. Mrs Hornby is the
secretary it is rumoured that when the school's heating breaks down, she
breaths fire into the pipes and the whole place is like an oven.

"Yes child" a voice boomed from the office window.

"Pleesseeeeeee Mrs Hornbyyyyy I have Miss Churchill's register" I put into
her hand and made my leave quickly.

As I walked back to class I decided to take detour via Miss Veronica's
study. I sneaked in and had a look around. Everything was very neat and
tidy. On her desk I spotted an old photo of her so I took and ran back to my
own dorm and hid it inside my pillow.

Unpon returning to class Miss Churchill gave me an essay to write on
Vikings.

Oh well I will with Miss Veronica tonight...............
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From: thorny <krstrob@xxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Mon Sep 13, 1999 11:28am
Subject: Sabrina goes to the Libary
  	
I check myself in the mirror one last time to make sure that my uniform
is in order and not wrinkled. When I am sure that it is as should be, I
get my things together. I put my pencil and note book in my satchel and
head out the door. I walk along the sidewalk admiring the beautiful
grounds of the school. I see the library up ahead and continue on my
way. Once at the library I quietly open the big doors and steep in. I
take a moment to adjust my eyes to the dim light of the library. I put
my scuttle down at a table and go and find a copy of Rowenia and
Juliet............

Rowenia, Rowenia where for art thou Rowenia.
Deny thy Mother and Refuse thy name,
or if thou won't be but sworn my love and I'll no longer be a
Capulet.
'Tis but thy name that is thy enemy. Thou art thou self though not
a Montique.
What's Montique? It is nor hand nor foot nor arm nor leg nor any
other part belong to women.
Rose by another name is still a rose. So Rowenia would were she
not Rowenia called retain that dear perfection which she owes
without her name. Oh Rowenia doth thy name and for thy name which is no
part of the take all myself.

I close the book and quietly drift of into space day dreaming about how
wonderful it would be to play the part of Juliet. I wonder if I will
ever find my Rowenia.

sabrina
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From: <arraf@xxx.xxx>
Date: Mon Sep 13, 1999 11:45am
Subject: Re: Dearest Blonde Mummy....
  	
Avendale School for Young Ladies
Flanchford Road
Avenbridge
Quirinelle
Aristasia

September 12, 1954

Dearest Blonde Mommy,

So much has happened in the last week that I hardly know where to begin! So
to begin with, I have some bad news and good news, so I shall give you the
good news first and the bad news afterwards.

The first bit of good news is that my red woolen socks arrived, so thank
you for them but they are now quite unnecessary as a blonde prefect named
Annalinde showed me how to get hot water for my hot water bottle by giving
a penny to the maid. I tried to give Annalinde (who is a pretty little
thing) a penny for her advice but she merely glowered so I offered her a
Half Crown instead but she merely glowered all the more, said she was happy
to help and stalked off.

Some more good news is that the girls here at Avendale school are rather
nice, especially the brunettes of which I have already befriended a goodly
number, at least two or three dozen. That is not to say that there are not
nice blondes here too for there are. I have already told you about my room
mate, Elspeth Elsvetta, who is fifteen. Then there is Jinjur Quinbury, who
is sixteen and had strawberry blonde hair at one time but now it is quite a
bit darker due to a prank with shampoo which mis-fired. Another blonde is
twelve-year old Katie Webster who bashes about at top speed and plays piano
pieces by Greeg which she plays on the piano.

But my favourite blonde is a new girl named Elena Dierrian who is also
twelve but she arrived from Amazonia in a long, black car with a liveried
chauffeuse and she is actually a princess but does not want anyone to know
it and guess what, she knows how to cook! But more of that later under the
Bad News.

Well that ends the Good News so the first Bad News is there was a hair
dryer blackout and I got pinched on my whereabouts but it was in the dark
because of the blackout so I could not tell who did it, but I suspect it
was this Annalinde who has never stopped glowering at me (until tonight as
you will see). The next Bad News is that Jinjur Quinbury's anteek
night-dress got spoilt and *I* did it with my shampoo which was not really
shampoo but dye that I poured on the nightdress to take out an ink stain so
it turned it a horrible brown colour and now the Headmistress, Miss
Maitland has the night-dress and some girls are even offering prayers that
the stain might vanish.

Well it turns out the shampoo was not my fault, for it was Jinjur Quinbury
who put dye into *lots* of shampoos so quite a few of the girls quite
suddenly had different colour hair as a consequents which caused rather a
stir but it is now washing gradually out so even Jinjur's hair which got
dyed as punishment is showing a few streeks of strawberry blonde.

A little more bad news is that when little Elena showed me how to bake tea
cakes we spattered dough on the kitchen ceiling which angered the maids and
we got all covered in dough ourselves and also flour so we had to go to
clean ourselves up.

So on account of being covered with more flour than Elena, she got to last
evenings class early. So did lots of other girls, but I was right on time.
But the Schoolmistress, Miss Serelique, had already started the class with
a debate on the merits of blondes and brunettes which of course I did not
attend, but when I came in they were taking a vote on which girl disclaimed
the best. Just because I did not hear the debate Miss Serelique would not
let me vote! Which I thought was rather unfair. So while they were voting I
touched up my make-up, had a breath freshener and was made to stand in the
corner for crinkling cellophane. But, Mummy, the maids at Avendale School
are careless, for they left a cobweb in the corner in which was hiding a
great black spider, so I did what any respectable blonde would do and
swooned but not without dutifully screaming.

When I revived, I was the only one with enough presents of mind to see
smoke outside the class room window! So I remembered the oven and the tea
cakes and passed Elena a note to ask her if she had forgotten to take them
out of the oven, but I had to read the note to the whole class so by then
the smoke was quite a bit thicker and Miss Serelique sent me out of the
room to deal with it, so I did what any blonde would have done, I pulled
the fire alarm, of course, which *I* thought would bring everything under
control. But for some reason the smoke continued until Veronica whos a
brunette prefect went down to the kitchen and took the cakes out of the
oven and got the fire alarm turned off. The kitchen maids could have done
it, so I think they were trying to get even with Elena and I because we got
dough all over their kitchen.

But now is the really Bad News, Mummy. I got paddled for dropping my
nailfile! I was trying to retreeve it discretely when I slipped and fell,
so Miss Serelique made me bend over a chair in front of all the other
girls, and Annalinde, no longer glowering but with a grim smile on her
face, held me down and she is quite wiry and strong for a blonde. She when
I was bent over the chair and Miss Serelique folded back my gymslip, it was
apparent to all who had eyes that my knickers were not, well, were not
those dreadfully dull maroon ones us blondes have to wear, but as I thought
no one would ever find out, I had worn frilly French ones instead (I have
been all along!) So Miss Serelique must not be too clever a schoolmistress,
for she asked me what kind of underclothing I was wearing when everyone
could plainly see! So I guessed either Miss Serelique needs spectacles or
else she had never seen frilly French knickers before so I was about to
enlighten her when --- *SMACK!* down came the paddle on my whereabouts and
then *SMACK!* and a *third* SMACK!

O, Mummy, did that paddle hurt! I could not sit properly for the rest of
the day and I am in fact writing this letter lying on my bed on my tummy.

Now I must end, for I am to report to Veronica in just a few minutes, for
she is to tell me why I was punished for dropping a nail file and why I
should thank Miss Serlelique.

Kisses from your loving daughter,

ARIADNE
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From: <malena43@xxxxxxx.xxx>
Date: Mon Sep 13, 1999 2:38pm
Subject: My first classlesson
  	
Dear diary

My first schoolday ended and my first meeting with other girls in school
and my first lesson with Miss Serelique.
I was so nervous to miss time so i was in schoolroom 40 minutes before
and waited together with two other girls......brunettes of course...we
always come early and are eager to do our best. I met ariadne and elena
two nice girls and they helped me and comforted me I felt much better after seeing this nice girls.School will be nice when good friends like them
around and then Veronica came one of our prefects also a very fair nice girl that seemed very experienced and wise. We chatted and waited until i got call to go to Miss Maitland. I returned just before class started and now I met a
lot of te other girls and I must say I am pleased. So many nice girls in this school.Sabrina a scottish lass that seems fair and nice and jinjur came and were nice though jinjur was all time talking of some drawings she should make....she probably good at painting....she seems to have been in trouble already for doing pranks..i dont know if she been caned for it....she seemed sorry for it anyway.Carrie was also there a girl I like very much she seems nice and I think I will ask her over for a candy after dinner as I hidden my
candies under bed.
Then miss Serelique came...and yes she was quite strict not awful strict but
I felt she was serious and strict and she gave us some assignment a debate
where we each should debate a view about blondes and brunnetes.
I did my best but oooh some other girls older girls were so good Veronica for an example but then I heard elenas view and ooooohh she was so wise though she is 12 like me. I admire her so and I voted for her when Miss Serelique told us
to vote for best debatepoint.
Veronica won but I envy elena that could do so well and she seems so nice and kind girl I hope she likes me and that we can be friends.
Seems as we brunettes can be a good gang here and do some good work.
Talking about work.....yet no homework and no assignments....seems to very
quiet here in beginning.....mostly walking around doing nothing...but it will
maybe change..........?

malena Franklin
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From: <malena43@h...>
Date: Mon Sep 13, 1999 2:51pm
Subject: First schoolday
  	
Dear diary

I have just finished first schoolday and first lesson.
Feels so goodtoday,yesterday I was early to not miss time for first class and first met ariadne and elena two brunettes outside classroom nice fair girls that comforted me and made me feel more relaxed.
Yee three brunettes in good time of course.....smiles
Soon Veronica a nice prefect girl came and she was also fair helping me.
jinjur came then and talked alot about drawings she would
like to make....didnt understand but I guess she is good at painting.
Sabrina a scottish lass joined and she seemed nice girl.Then carrie came a girl
I liked much and also felt sympathy with.Ill ask her over to my dormroom tonight and offer her a candy from my hidden sweets under bed....smiles.
Then Miss Serelique came and she was strict and very good teaching ,enjoyed it
so....we had to debate different points and I did my best but elena and Veronica were so good.....
Veronica won competition though i voted for elena. I admire elena much she seems to be so wise and good genuinely good girl.
I got no vote and felt smal besides other girls but I will learn!!!
This will be a good year lots of nice girls and teachers good though maybe little strict.
But no homework yet and little assignments and no chores to do.....feel luxuary
wandering round here and doing nothing ....smiles.....
Teachers have maybe not started yet...but so far very quiet...
Im happy to be here
goodnight dear diary
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From: <Elaryn@a...>
Date: Mon Sep 13, 1999 11:29am
Subject: Re: Elena's Reply to Miss Annalinde
  	
Elena Dierrian, to Miss Annalinde Chelverton

[giggling self-consciously] When you asked if I wanted to sit upon your lap
again, I must confess I was of two minds - yes and no. No, because I'm 12
after all, and a young lady, but Yes, because you've an awfully comfortable
lap, and to tell you the truth, I do so miss my blonde Mummy, and you seem to
remind me of her. Oh, Miss Annalinde, you should see her! She is so very
small - just five feet - and so very delicate. When I was a very little
girl, I used to think she was a fairy! And she is so very, very wise.

I do not understand Ariadne, either, and I glad you think it is well to
remain her friend. Friends are so very precious - each seems like a box of
treasure. Surely a girl cannot have too many. I promise to never repeat
what you said of her to anyone else, of course.

I think I understand full well what you mean when you say she needs
attention. I feel that way too, sometimes - indeed, many times. [another
self-conscious little smile and blush] Somewhat like the time you spanked me
for being out of bed - it was...not enough to settle my heart, if you know
what I mean. That was why I had to confess to you, even though my deed might
have otherwise gone unnoticed. So...- [it is evident the girl is thinking
very quickly here, for she speaks hurriedly, and in a slightly breathless
tone] ...perhaps dear Ariadne feels unsettled in her heart and so feels she
must attract negative attention to herself so she will receive the discipline
she needs to make her heart feel settled once more? Is that the answer, do
you think?

Although...if she *wants* a spanking or such, why cannot she simply approach
one of the mistresses or a prefect such as yourself and request it? I am
sure they would not mind, once she explained her heart's desire to them.

I am worried about one thing, and I hope you will not think me too silly or
foolish for voicing my concern: everyone here seems to think I am gifted
with some sort of divine wisdom and practically perfect in every way. I am
not. I am just a girl - altogether human, and prone to err - all too often,
it sometimes seems. I fear I will give the other pupils a disgust of me
because some of the girls (like Miss Veronica) *will* hold me up as an
example to them (as she did with Jinjur), and you know what happens then -
"Oh, La, here comes Elena the Perfect - lah di dah!" and no one likes a
stuck-up little prig goody two shoes (which I am not). Yet... I feel I am
sort of Ambassadress here in the West. What will people here in Quirinelle
think if they see me, and I am acting like a spoiled little brat? And then
there is the matter of being accepted here at Avendale, which is accounted to
be the *best* school anywhere? How can I justify the Headmistress'
acceptance of me if I am not on my best behaviour? Oh, Miss Annalinde, I
have been trying very, very VERY hard to be a good girl this last week...
[sigh]

[girlish smile] I do wish you could visit my home someday, though I expect
you are rather old to play with dolls. I have quite a large collection, many
of which are very old, handed down from my mother's foremothers. Some I
cannot play with, but only admire in their cases, but there are many more I
*am* allowed to touch. And do you like cats, Miss Annalinde? [Elena grins
broadly, showing even, white teeth] We have a great many of them at home.
They are held to be sacred, you know, in another part of what is known as
Amazonia by the folk here in Quirinelle. The land of Egypt, which is ruled
by a great Dynasty of Queens. It is dry there, and sandy, and they build
great cenotaphs for their departed called 'pyramids'.

Ah - but I prattle too much. I must let you attend to other things. [Elena
suddenly kisses Annalinde's cheek, to her surprise, and slides gracefully
from her lap. Once standing, she curtseys.] Thank you again. I shall speak
to you at once if Ariadne's behaviour causes me too much concern.
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From: <Carriebink@a...>
Date: Mon Sep 13, 1999 0:47pm
Subject: Another Spanking for Jinjur
  	
So much seemed to be happening. Carrie had almost forgotten about missing
the fun last night. She consoled Nikki for her gaffe about coming to school
in a red sash - which, of course only a blonde prefect may wear. Privately
Carrie thought Nikki's guardian must be an absolute beast if she deliberately
sent Nikki to school with that sash, but she didn't say so as one shouldn't
criticise other people's people.

Then Malena invited her to have some candy. It was nice pink and white
coconut candy, and Carrie enjoyed it very much. Poor Malena seemed very
worried about the food here. Carrie hoped she would enjoy it. It was pretty
good for school food but not very sophisticated, it is true. Carrie herself
could enjoy most things unless they were horrid.

But all this was overshadowed by Jinjur. Carrie had become sort of hot and
giddy when Jinjur told her she was wearing non-regulation panties. And then
when she said that she wanted her to spank her again! Actually she had
spanked one or two girls before as monitress at her old school and that was
barely legal - but disciplining an older girl in a school where she had no
authority seemed a risky business - but still It was probably good for Jinjur
if Jinjur thought so. And besides, Carrie found an overwhelming urge to spank
her.

Jinjur led her to a safe place in a little-frequented area of the grounds.

"This will do," said Jinjur. "I hope you will not be offended by seeing my
non-regulation underwear."

The reminder that she was about to see those underclothes had a curious
effect on Carrie.

"Not at all," said Carrie trying to be nonchalantly brunette in a sightly
strangled voice.

Carrie had made certain Good Resolutions today. 1) She would not raise
Jinjur's petticoat. She would no doubt see something of her underclothes
through the thin material and that was certainly enough. The girl had a right
to some modesty. 2) she would not spank her so hard - she felt she had got
carried away last time and overdone it. Well, she had reason to be angry with
Jinjur then, but this time she must use moderation. 3) if she were allowed to
kiss her afterwards, it should not be as passionately as last time. These
rules which Carrie intended to impose on herself were important. Jinjur,
though older than Carrie was an innocent blonde who was trying to improve
herself through voluntary discipline. It would be beastly of Carrie to take
advantage of her in any way.

"I am ready now," said Jinjur shyly - though rather unnecessarily, almost
as though she were impatient of the small delay.

"Good, said Carrie. Come over my knee." Jinjur did so. Carrie lifted her
skirt and her first resolution evaporated immediately.

"Jinjur," she said, "you are not wearing a petticoat."

"Oh, I am *so* sorry. I must have forgotten to put it on. How dreadful! I
was hoping you would not raise it, too. I suppose you'd better punish me for
that as well."

"You realise," said Carrie a shade faintly, her eyes transfixed by the
pale-green satiny panties, "that it is very wrong not to wear regulation
school knickers?"

"Oh, yes," said Jinjur.

"I really have no option but to punish you," said Carrie - aware that this
was not really true. It seemed the right thing to say somehow."

"I do understand," said Jinjur.

"Carrie began to spank her. Not too hard. Jinjur wiggled gently, her satin
knickers catching the sunsheeny in fascinating ways, her long legs also
glitering as the nylons reflected the bright rays. Only her white thighs were
matte. It was a somehow thrilling effect. "Just a *little* harder thought
Carrie. At least I am only using my hand this time.

"Carrie," said Jinjur suddenly.

"Yes," said carrie. Am I hurting you too much?"

"No," said Jinjur. "Carrie. . ."

"Yes."

"Carrie - could you use this?" From somewhere Jinjur produced a charming
little sequined blonde slipper with a thin but very hard leather sole.

Carrie took the slipper.

"Carrie, I want you to spank me really hard the way you did before. That's
why I asked you, Carrie, because you are so *good* at it."

How could one resist that appeal? Especially when one didn't want to?
Carrie's second resolution evaporated and she began to spank Jinjur in
earnest, raining sharp blows of the hard little slipper on the blonde's satin
knickers and her creamy thighs until the latter were a fiery red. Jinjur
wriggled, moaned, parted her legs slightly, gasped and generally did things
that, while she could not know their effect on Carrie, caused a storm of
passion in the young brunette's breast and encouraged her to spank even
harder.

Finally she finished and gently folded the gymslip back into place. "Stand
up now," she said.

Jinjur was noticeably taller than Carrie and there was a curious thrill in
spanking a girl so distinctly senior to herself.

"Won't you kiss me now to show everything is all right?" asked Jinjur
meekly.

Carrie kissed her cheek and Jinjur rolled her soft face about to present
her lips. Carrie smelt her scent - it was an expensive one that she had
bought secretly at Avenbridge, called Desire. If the advertising was anything
to go by . . . it was a very good scent. Carrie was trembling. Her third
resolution vanished like the morning mist.

Later Carrie was dressing in her very best uniform - the one that she
hadn't yet unpacked from its cellophane since it came back from the dry
cleaners. She looked fondly at the lovely picture Jinjur had made of her as
the Whirlwind Bunny. She would have that picture framed to stand on her
little bedside cabinet. She looked at it fondly but guiltily. She had not
done right by Jinjur. Was she turning into a Bad Brunette?

Today was the day of their date. She was taking Jinjur to Delmonte's. Only
the best for Jinjur. And after this afternoon she would be *sure* to keep her
new resolutions. After all, there would be no spanking. Far less temptation.

She met Jinjur outside the blonde dorm and escorted her down the school
path. Jinjur was looking lovely in *her* best uniform.

"I trust you are wearing the correct underclothes now," joked Carrie.

"Oh, I don't think it matters too much out of school, do you?" said Jinjur.
"I am wearing something more *eveningy* - you know, more lacy. I hope that is
all right."

Carrie found herself becoming strangely warm again.

"Oh, Jinjur, Jinjur," she thought silently, "I hope I am not becoming a Bad
Brunette."
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From: Joan <roughbrunette@a...>
Date: Mon Sep 13, 1954 11:02pm
Subject: Let's Dance
  	
"Jinjur," said Joan urgently, "everyone's hair is starting to turn back
to normal. We've got to put my plan into operation before it's too late."

"You never told me what your plan was," replied Jinjur, "and I'm not
interested any more."

"But you *promised*."

"That was before all sorts of things. Before my nightdress was ruined all
because of you before - oh, before lots of things. I am a different girl
now."

"But I've made great preparations - and got myself caned in the course of
them. You can't break your promise now."

"I can."

"That is simply dishonourable. Just like a blonde. Well I won't let you."

"You can't stop me."

"Oh yes I can."

Jinjur looked nervous. "You wouldn't use force on a blonde?"

"Of course not. I'm no cad. But I would do something else."

"What?"

"Write a red-hot letter to Carrie telling her all about some of your
little adventures with me - and Suzanne. She won't think you such a pure
little blondie after that."

"Carrie? What's she got to do with me?"

"Maybe nothing. Then you don't mind if I write to her?"

"I'll deny it. She'll never believe you over me." Jinjur was bluffing.
She knew that if Carrie received such a letter it might make her see
certain events of the past few days in quite a different light.

"We'll put it to the test, shall we?"

"No! All right. I'll come do what you want. But then you must promise
never to send any such letter ever."

"I promise. And the word of a brunette is worth something."

Jinjur rankled at that gibe. She was letting her sex down. But what
horrid situations she managed to get herself into - either break her
promise or do something awful with Joan.

"Now come with me. There's no time to lose." Joan hurried Jinjur down the
school path.

"I haven't an exeat," said Jinjur. "I can't leave the school."

"When did that ever bother you before? Anyway you don't need an exeat
where we're going."

The girls ran to the little Avendale railway station. Joan bought tickets
and they boarded a train.

"Why did you say I didn't need an exeat? We're leaving Avendale."

"You don't need an exeat, dear blonde because we are going to Maryhill.
Specifically to the *Palais de Dance* in Maryhill, known to the local hoi
polloi as the "pally". And that, as you know, is so wildly out of bounds
that a whole sackful of exeats wouldn't make us legal."

"You've gone batty. We'll be spotted in out Avendale uniforms and
reported immediately."

"Trust your Auntie Joan. She thinks of everything. We shall not be in
Avendale uniforms. You don't think I am merely taking you out for an
illicit dance do you? My plan goes much deeper than that. In fact I am not
taking you to a dance at all."

"Then what are you doing?"

"Me? I'm doing nothing. You are taking me."

"What do you mean?"

"Take this into the lavatory at the end of the corridor and change into
it. I shall change in the one at the other end. When we come out, things
will be clearer even to a blonde brain." She handed ginger a brown paper
parcel obviously containing clothes.

Jinjur locked herself into the lavatory and opened the parcel. It
contained a black suit - smart jacket, snappy pencil skirt, crisp white
blouse. In fact it was Joan's best suit. She put it on, and with her
still-dark hair she looked like a very dashing brunette.

Nervously she emerged into the corridor and saw Joan in the dress she had
purchased in Avenbridge. Joan looked like the perfect young blonde.

"My escort!" said Joan. "Thank *heaven* you've come. I was so
*frightened* waiting alone in this carriage."

"Don't be an idiot, Joan."

"Is that the way you talk to your blonde, you brute?"

"Oh *really*."

"Come on, Jinjur. You can't have got *that* dull. You're doing this now.
You might as well play up, properly and have the fun."

It was true. This was a topping rag. One might have to pay dearly for it,
so one might as well enjoy it.

"Would you like a seat by the window, my dear?" asked Jinjur.

"Thank you kindly," said Joan.

* * *

The "pally" was a large pseudo-Art-Neo establishment, expensively furnished
but a little vulgar. It was teeming with blondes dressed to kill and
slick-haired brunettes. They were jiving to the strains of *Sweet Little
Sixteen*. Jinjur pulled joan onto the floor and started to dance with her.
A brunette much taller than Jinjur cut in and started dancing with Joan,
making her spin so her skirts flared. Jinjur was really in the spirit of
things now. She quickly picked up a giggly little blonde shop-girl and made
*her* spin to the sounds of *Good Golly, Miss Molly*. She flirted
outrageously, playing the suave brunette. She kissed several blondes - and
from the squeals to be heard it may be conjectured that she pinched them
too.

After a time a breathless Joan caught up with her. "How can you kiss
other blondes like that?" That brunette got me into a corner and I felt
*terrible*." Joan tried to smooth her dishevelled blonde hair.

"Oh, aren't you enjoying it?" asked Jinjur sympathetically, "I'm having a
*wonderful* time."

"You'd better look after me now," said Joan. "You are my escort, you know."

They danced together and soon Jinjur noticed that Joan was teasing her.
Spinning wildly so that her wide skirts and layers of petticoat flew out,
showing her stocking-tops and suspenders, her thighs and even . . .

Jinjur became warm. She pushed Joan into a corner. Of course Joan could
have lifted her up with one hand if she'd wanted too, but she played the
frail blonde, unable to resist the forceful brunette embrace. Jinjur began
to kiss Joan and pinch her.

"Please, you're hurting me," said Joan blondely.

"Don't you like it?" said Jinjur roughly.

Joan sighed and gave way to superior strength. Jinjur took - well a
number of liberties..

* * *

The journey home was ecstatic. The thrill of their role-reversed
naughtiness lifted them to the clouds and they giggled and chattered - Joan
very blondely and Jinjur very brunettely. As the train neared Avendale they
changed back into their uniforms and prepered to sneak back into the
School.
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From: <AnnalindeC@a...>
Date: Mon Sep 13, 1999 7:52pm
Subject: Annalinde to Elena
  	
Annalinde Chelverton to Elena Dierrian

Why doesn't Ariadne ask for a spanking if she wants one? Well, perhaps she
doesn't *know* she wants one. That happens quite often, you know.

But you mustn't be self-conscious about sitting on my lap. You aren't the
first girl to miss her blonde Mummie, and you aren't the first little blonde
to come and sit on my lap. And - I'll tell you a secret - there have been a
few little brunettes too.

Prefects aren't just here to punish girls you know. We are here to help
them and look after them. Veronica does that in her brunette way and I do it
in my blonde way. So if ever you feel a bit sad and lonely and miss your
Mummie, you just come to see me. Here. Would you like a sweetie?

"I hardly ever eat them, Miss Annalinde, but may I take it for Malena? I've
an idea she would like it."

Of course. Here it is. Now, as for girls thinking you a prig - I don't
think anyone thinks that. Most of the girls seem to like you very much. There
is nothing wrong with being good, and don't let anyone ever tell you there is.

I should love to visit your home some day if I were allowed to go so far.
Who knows what may happen?

It is true I do not play with dolls often, but I still have one doll that
is very dear to me. I shall show her to you one day.

Goodbye, dear. Remember, I am in charge of the blonde dormitory. When my
blondes feel worried or sad or confused, they can always come to see me.
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From: <malena43@h...>
Date: Tue Sep 14, 1999 4:07am
Subject: Hidden sweets
  	
I look around noone in dorm and I open my little secret bag under my bed.
Ohhhh full of sweets and I take one. So good...didnt like that food at dinner and got away with eating so little as I didnt like it. Ohhhh so good with sweets..and have a nice lonely moment here. I wonder if Carrie dare coming and have one....we'll see she seemed so nice and I really want to be her friend.
Very quiet yet in school no chores or assignments but it will probably soon come and rain over me. Smiles this school seems to be good you can have some privacy and nice girls. Really enjoyed lesson with Miss Serelique i met her in corridor and she praised my work...ohh felt so good I was warm all inside and really wants to work with her hard......though she can probably be strict and firm too if you dont behave or work properly.I feel so good and happy with my start at school.
Ohhhhhhh someone coming.....quickly i hide my bag of candies under bed.....

malena Franklin(brunette)
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From: Dorothea Maitland <headmistress@a...>
Date: Tue Sep 14, 1954 4:59am
Subject: IMPORTANT - Very New Girls
  	
To those very new girls who have joined Avendale but have not yet
introduced yourself to the school - please do so quickly now. You should
introduce yourselves within 24 hours of joining. Most girls do so much
sooner.

Avendale is for active members only. Those who do not participate will be
removed from the school.

Please do not feel daunted. The school is very friendly and you will soon
feel less new and confused. Just write telling us a little about yourself
and describing your arrival at the school.

Remember also that if other girls then greet you or include you in their
story lines, school etiquette demands that you reply promptly.

Looking forward to meeting you at Avendale.

Dorothea Maitland
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From: Serendra Serelique <MissSerelique@a...>
Date: Tue Sep 14, 1954 5:13am
Subject: To Malena
  	
Oh, hello again, Malena - were you eating something? - never mind. There is
something I want you to do for me. Find me a short poem that you like.
Write it out and send it to me. Then I want you to learn the poem so that
when I next see you in class you can say it to me without reading it. Can
you do that? Good girl.

Serendra Serelique
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From: <Tanya@xxxxxxxxxxxxxxx.xxxxxxxxx.xx.xxxxx.xxxxxx)>
Date: Tue Sep 14, 1954 9:21am
Subject: (no subject)
  	
Hello to all mistresses and fellow pupils at Avendale!

Please let me introduce myself. My name is Georgina de la
Falaise and I am a twelve year old Blonde newly arrived at Avendale.
I must admit to have been feeling really jolly nervous as my
Brunette mummy was driving me through the beautiful country town of
Avenbridge and on towards Avendale School where it had been decided I was
to be a boarder. My previous school, Abbeville, was academically highly
thought of but both my blonde and brunette mummies felt that the discipline
there was not nearly strict enough for a young lady whose three sisters had
all attended Aristasian schools renouned for both their discipline and
academic excellence. My mummies had heard about Avendale from some close
friends whose daughters had all attented some years previously. They had
had nothing but high praise for Avendale's ethos and methods and felt their
daughters had emerged from their experience there as jolly well-mannered
and mature young ladies. This was enough to persuade my mummies that this
was where I should go to complete my formal education.
My background, I would have to admit, is quite a privileged one.
The family home is a large sprawling affair set in the heart of the
countryside about ninety miles from Avendale.. We have a full staff
including six maids who live in. Despite our comparative privilege, my
mummies are what could be described as very strict and have made sure that
all four of their daughters (three blondes and one brunette), are brought
up to be well-mannered, polite, courteous and respectful to others. If
either or both of our mummies feel we have have not lived up to these
qualities, we are subject to spankings. If any of us are really naughty or
disrespectful, we receive a sharp dose of the cane and gosh that can really
sting!!.
Our home however is an extremely happy one, filled with much
music and laughter. All four daughters have been taught to play the piano
so it is very seldom a quiet house. If it isn't the piano being played, one
of us is listening to one of the latest recording hits on the gramophone.
The first thing that struck me as we approached Avendale School
in the car was its sheer, forboding size,enough tio make any young blonde
feel a little nervous! What if I got lost? How the deuce would I find my
way around? I hope all the girls and mistresses are friendly! As we got out
of the car, my brunette mummy reminded me to show the proper respect to any
mistress or senior girl we may encounter. On entering the reception area,
we were greeted by a girl who introduced herself as Katie Webster. She
smiled warmly and asked if I was the new girl they had been expecting. My
mummy confirmed this and Katie then said she would show us the way to the
Headmistress Miss Maitland's study. Katie really seemed jolly friendly and
I must say I felt slightly less nervous as a rasult.
We were ushered in to meet Miss Maitland who greeted us both
with a handshake and cheery smile. I curtsied as I had been reminded by my
blonde mummy to do before leaving the house that same morning.. Miss
Maitland seemed so very kind and welcoming but I got the distinct
impression she could also be very stern if the situation merited it. As I
sat down on an upright wooden chair as instructed, I became very aware of
the newness of my school uniform which felt rather stiff and starchy. I had
been told by blonde mummy that from what she could tell from the Avendale
propectus, while blonde girls under 14 years old have to wear white
knee-length socks, blonde girls over 14 are allowed to wear flesh-coloured
stockings. Oh what it is to be fourteen!!
Miss Maitland and my mummy had a long chat and seemed to have an
awful lot in common regarding shared beliefs on the education of young
ladies. I was beginning to become a little bored as the grown-ups continued
their conversation and passed the time looking at the beautiful pictures
adorning the walls. I also noticed hanging in the glass-fronted oak cabinet
three school canes of varying sizes. I decided not to interrupt Miss
Maitland's and mummy's conversation under the circs! Fortunately, a
delicious tea with cakes and buns was served by a maid who curtsied
respectfully to Miss Maitland and mummy on entering and leaving. After
about another half an hour, Miss Maitland said she would arrange for one of
the senior prefects to show me round the school and introduce me to some of
my fellow pupils.
I walked with mummy to the car and although I was heartbroken to
see her leave, I was definitely starting to feel less nervous about things.
Mummy kissed me on both cheeks and said, "Behave and work hard. Make both
your mummies proud of you". With those words she kissed me again and got in
to the car. I waved goodbye as the car disappeared down the long drive and
finally out of sight.
I made my way back inside and headed once again for Miss
Maitland's study as I had been told to do. Waiting outside the study was an
extremely striking looking brunette who introduced herself as Veronica
Bellemont. She looked about eighteen, (I subsequently found out she was in
fact fifteen). She shook my hand and asked me what my name was. She really
seemed so awfully grown up and mature. I think I felt a pash coming on!!
She then showed me round the different parts of the school and kept
assuring me that I would soon get used to finding my way around on my own.
What really jolly well perked me up was when she made a point of saying
that if I had any problems or questions, I should come and find her at any
time and she would do whatever she could to help. I wanted so desperately
to say something intelligent and impressive as we continued our tour but I
ended up saying things like, "That's jolly nice" or "Oh, how super!". I
really felt such a ninny and was really dashed cross with myself.
Further on, we encountered Katie Webster running along the
corridor near the music room. Veronica told her to stop immediately and
said, " Katie, you know full well you are not aloud to run anywhere inside
the school buildings". Katie replied that she had to meet a friend outside
the assembly hall and that it was very important. Veronica was clearly not
impressed and said in a very stern voice, "Katie, you will write 200 lines
to be delivered to my study by 6pm tomorrow evening.. Come to my study
after evening meal and I will inform you of what form the line will take".
Veronica then asked Katie to take me to the junior dormitory so that I may
unpack my things. It turned out that Katie was also a twelve year old
blonde so we had something in common immediately. On entering the dorm
Katie introduced me to Caroline Neville (also a blonde) who was lying on
her bed reading a copy of Blonde Girls Weekly. She told Katie she had just
been spanked by Annalinde Chelverton for not handing in a 600 word
punishment essay on time. Despite this, she offered to lend a hand with my
things which I thought jolly kind of her under the circs.
By the time we had finished unpacking and chatting, Katie said
we had better hurry up or we'd be late for the start of evening meal.
Luckily, we arrived just in time though we did have to run a littls. Good
thing Veronica or any of the other prefects or mistresses weren't about!
Soon after, Miss Maitland, accompanied by several other mistresses whom I
had not yet met, entered and made their way gracefully to High Table as
though setting an example to all the pupils. All chatter suddenly stopped
and all the girls stood up in double quick time. I caught Miss Maitland's
eye and she smiled warmly at me.
The meal was jolly delicious and, I have to say, a marked
improvement on the food at my old school, Abbeville. When everyone had
finished, Miss Maitland stood up and motioned for silence. In a strong,
clear voice she said, " Girls, we must all offer an extremely warm welcome
to our new Avendale girl who arrived this afternoon. Her name is Georgina
de la Falaise and I trust you will all make her feel most at home and come
to her rescue if she encounters any difficulties or problema". Everyone
turned to look at me as Miss Maitland continued." Please stand up Georgina
so that everyone can see you". I have to say I felt so jolly well
embarassed and could feel myself beginning to blush as I am by nature quite
shy.
Before we left the dining hall, Miss Maitland introduced me
individually to the other girls and some of the mistresses including Miss
Maybridge, Miss Prism and Miss Serelique. They all seemed so friendly and
encouraging.
Katie, Caroline and I made our way back to the junior dorm with
Katie having to make a slight detour to Veronica's private study in order
to get the exact wording for the lines that she had to write as a
punishment for running in the corridor. On entering our dorm, it was
obvious that most of the junior blondes had already returned from the
dining hall and junior blondes being junior blondes, we were greeted by
much laughter, shreiking and a a great amount of excitement. Several of us
gathered round and started looking through Katie's copy of Blonde Girls
Weekly. Much fun was had trying to decide which brunettes pictured were the
most fanciable and which ones the most fashionably dressed. I was then
informed that as a new girl, I had to stand up on one of the dorm tables
and sing a song of my choice. I have to admit to not knowing an awful lot
of songs all the way through but finally managed to remember a couple of
verses of "The Brunette of My Dreams". It's conclusion was greeted with
thankfully loud applause and shouts of "Encore!, Encore!!" I'm sure they
were just being kind..
Suddenly, Veronica popped her head round the door and said that
if we were not in bed and ready for lights out in ten minutes we would all
be punished. Katie said that Veronica was always true to her word and that
the last time the junior blondes had not been ready for bed on time, each
girl received three strokes of the dormitory cane over her nightdress
whilst lying on her bed. Veronica returned in exactly ten minutes. Luckily,
we had all managed to rush to the bathroom,wash, brush our teeth and change
into our nightdresses before she got back. She wished us all goodnight and
sweet dreams and then the lights were turned off. Several of the girls
carried on chatting and a little later when all was quiet, Katie piped up
and said she had managed to smuggle some sweets, cakes and lemonade in to
the dorm and why didn't we have a midnight feast. We spent the next twenty
minutes eating and drinking and trying desperately not to make too much
noise in case one of the mistresses or prefects came in. We would
definitely get punished if that happened!!
When,at last, we all settled down again, I remember thinking
life at Avendale might just be an awful lot of fun after all. I was asleep
as soon as my head touched the pillow. Sweet dreams oh sweet dreams of
Avendale.

Georgina de
la Falaise
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From: <malena43@xxxxxxx.xxx>
Date: Tue Sep 14, 1999 9:59am
Subject: re assignment
  	
Dear Miss Serelique

I chose a poem that will reflect what i feel for this schoolwork.

There are many troubles
that will burst like bubbles
there are many shadows that will disappear
when you learn to meet them with a smile
to greet them with a smile is better than a frown or tear.

You can smile - when you cant say a word you can smile
when you cannot be heard - You can smile when its cloudy or fair
You can smile anytime anywhere.

Writer A.H. Acklev

This reflects an attitude I will take in my work here and thinks it helps me in becoming a girl that school and teachers can be proud of.

Yours sincerely

malena Franklin
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From: <malena43@xxxxxxx.xxx>
Date: Tue Sep 14, 1999 10:38am
Subject: Our candymeeting
  	
Oh im so glad Carrie came and chatted in my dormroom and we had some candies. She seems to be like me a candylover and so nice talking too.
Noone came and we could be for ourselves for a time. I think she and I will get along so well. So good with some friends that dare break some rules here. I asked elena but she didnt dare to come and eat candies. She should need to be a bit naughty as she seems to lack that experience. Smiles maybe I can get her with me doing something later on.....because she seems to be nice but need some training in being a little naughty. Yes we all have our experiences to do here in school.
I just been doing my assignment and Miss Serelique seemed pleased....so I think i made it......not so demanding work here...smiles maybe it will be easy here...
strict but easy work.....
I better take a candy now before dinnertime.......

malena Franklin
145
	

From: <Kitten1776@xxx.xxx>
Date: Tue Sep 14, 1999 5:37pm
Subject: Re: Welcome to avendale@onelist.com
  	
Thank you for accepting me to the Avendale School. As I am, of course, new
here, please let me know where I shall send my formal introduction.

Thank you for you prompt attention to this matter,

Alexis Harrington
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From: thorny <krstrob@xxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Tue Sep 14, 1999 10:04pm
Subject: Alexis
  	
Alexis you send your introduction to the seem place that you sent your
question. I can not wait to get to know you. My name is Sabrina and I
am a brunette. I am 14 years old and I am from the Scottish Highlands.
If you are a brunnette I do need some one to be my roommate.

Sabrina McCloud
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From: <Elaryn@xxx.xxx>
Date: Tue Sep 14, 1999 7:34pm
Subject: Re: Welcome, Georgina!
  	
[a note, left upon Georgina's pillow, together with a sweet which was
graciously donated by Malena Franklin]

Dearest Georgina,

Welvome to Avendale. My name is Elena Dierrian, and I am also a 12 year old
blonde, like yourself. I am sure you will love it here, as I do. Everyone
is very, very nice, and I am sure you shall soon have many friends.

If you enjoy music, come join my friend Katie Webster (another 12 year old
blonde) and I - she plays the piano most exquisitely, and I sing a little.
Our prefect, Miss Annalinde Chelverton, is simply wonderful, and should you
need someone to talk to, she will help you.

I cannot wait to meet you face-to-face, Georgina. I know this will be a fun
school year!

Love,

Elenan Dierrian
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From: <Elaryn@xxx.xxx>
Date: Tue Sep 14, 1999 7:47pm
Subject: Kitchen Angels, Part Two
  	
Kitchen Angels, Part Two
-or-
Just Desserts

Elena Dierrian and Ariadne Di Naxos did indeed manage to retire to their
respective quarters to tidy up before once again presenting themselves to
Avendale. Uniforms once again pristine, they returned to the main areas to
resume their normal routines. The kitchen maids would know what to do with
the concoction, one it had finished baking, for that was, after all, their
function.

The two girls did not give the matter too much more thought, for that is the
way of blondes sometimes. And so, when a strong but delicious smell began to
waft through the corridors nearest the kitchen, they paid it no mind. The
aroma continued to grow stronger, and several girls began to remark upon it.
"Oh," one would say, "I do wonder if we are having cinnamon rolls after
supper?" Another would remark, "I wonder what the special occasion is?" And
another commented, "What a divine aroma! I feel famished simply inhaling
it." The mistresses smiled at one another, thinking very complimentary
thoughts about the kitchen staff, their already high opinions of the cook and
her girls elevating considerably. The Headmistress, Miss Maitland, inhaled
deeply, remembering her own long-ago girlhood and the wonderful aromas that
used to issue from her own mother's kitchen. "My," she thought, "but that
takes me back. Could those be raisins I smell?"

Meanwhile, the two responsible for the improved overall mood of Avendale
headed for the first informal meeting of the autumn term. Elena, ever
punctual, arrived first. There, she met Malena Franklin again, as well as
Veronica Bellemont and Jinjur Quinbury, as well as a new girl, a pretty
brunette Highlander named Sabrina McCloud. They were soon joined by Miss
Serelique (Miss Maitland found herself unable to tear herself away from her
administrative duties and had, therefore, assigned Miss Serelique to teach in
her stead). Miss Serelique turned out, to the girls' surprise, to be
Novarian. Miss Serelique soon had the young ladies engaged in debate over
which sex was superior - an exercise she dismissed as 'a silly game,' but
whose actual intention was to test her pupils' facility for logical thinking,
and show how articulately and fluently they expressed themselves.

Veronica went first, declaring that blondes were superior to brunettes. Her
argument was both rational and eloquent. Elena spoke next, stating that
neither blondes nor brunettes were superior to the other, each being part of
the great Oneness of Creation and the Golden Order. Miss Serelique smiled;
she had the distinct feeling that the young blonde was too truthful to adopt
an argument for the sake of debate. Still, the child spoke well, and after
all, debating was a learned skill. There would be plenty of time to hone her
debating skills as the year progressed. Sabrina McCloud went next, adopting
the view that brunettes were superior (which caused the chivalrous
Culverienne to purse her lips in annoyance).

Katie Webster and Carrie Binks then joined the class. Katie immediately sat
next to Elena. The two girls, sharing a love of music, had become fast
friends. Not too long after Katie and Carrie, Ariadne Di Naxos glided into
class. She was feeling, perhaps, a tad out of sorts and so Miss Serelique's
pronouncement that only those who had heard the actual debate would be able
to select who had debated best set Ariadne's nose out of joint even further.
Her petulant mood assisted by young Carrie Binks (formerly a Monitress at her
old school, Greenlands) ordering her to stand in the corner for speaking out
of turn.

An increasingly irritated Miss Serelique finally ordered Ariadne to the
corner. Ariadne soon discovered she had an unwelcome companion - a very
large, very black spider who seemed intent upon pursuing a closer
acquaintance with Miss Ariadne! She did as any sensible blonde would do in
her situation: she screamed and fainted, whilst brave Veronica ably
dispatched the offending arachnid.

Class returned to normal after that; Miss Serelique decided it would be a
good thing for the young ladies to introduce themselves to one another. It
was during this exercise that she espied Ariadne passing a note to Elena. Of
course, Miss Serelique demanded that Ariadne read the note aloud - something
about turning off the oven. Whatever, thought the blonde mistress, would two
pupils be doing in the kitchen? Still, one could now discern an
ever-thickening, very dark column of smoke arising from the vicinity of the
kitchens. Veronica and Ariadne both dashed out of class to see about the
imminent disaster. Meanwhile, Elena's heart was doing half-gainers inside
her narrow bosom. Fire? In the kitchens? Oh, she thought in dismay, we
ruined all that doughâ€¦and wasted all those ingredientsâ€¦ Not to mention
endangering girls and staffâ€¦and made a mess the poor kitchenmaids will need
days to set to rightsâ€¦ Miss Annalinde will be ever so disappointed in meâ€¦

The fire alarm shrieked, having been set off by Ariadne, who, of course, was
only doing as she thought any sensible blonde might, faced with the situation
of a conflagration in the kitchens. Miss Serelique then sent Carrie down to
inform Miss Maitland that it was naught but a false alarm. (This
information, though gratefully received, did nothing for that lady's
incipient headache, exacerbated by concern for her school and her girls, and
by the smoke wafting through the panelled corrdors and the wail of the fire
alarm.)

Elena then remembered, distracted as she was, that dear, dear Katie had set
up an appointment for her with the Voice Mistress. She begged for Miss
Serelique's leave (given, of course) then made her way, decorously, but as
quickly as she could manage, to Miss Darnelle's study. The audition itself
did not take long (and is a tale to be told elsewhere). Miss Darnelle,
delighted with the new talent she had discovered, did not notice that she who
possessed said talent kept glancing nervously in the direction of the
kitchens, save to remark, "Oh, child, you must be famished. Supper will be
served very shortly. Do run along and wash up, now."

Elena bobbed a curtsey and departed with a grateful, "Yes, Miss. Thank you,
Miss." Her next goal was to reach the kitchen (hopefully undiscovered) and
see what sort of disaster awaited her. Thenâ€¦ Oh, then, she must confess.
How disappointed Miss Annalinde would be with her, not to mention the far
more formidable figure of the Headmistress. Her mind conjured up terrible
punishments, which included being sent straight back to her Mummies 'In
Disgrace,' the embarrassment of their two nations.

When she arrived at the kitchens, Cook had her assistants had just returned
and had already ordered the kitchenmaids to set up two very large electrical
fans to force the smoke from the kitchen and dining hall. Then Cook began to
exclaim unhappily about, "â€¦the unholy MESS in the ovensâ€¦" Elena could bear
to hear no more, and slow tears started down each cheek. The ruined food,
the messâ€¦ Before she could slip too far into despair, a warm hand on her
shoulder distracted her, and she looked up into the bemused eyes of Annalinde
Chelverton.

"So here is where you were headed. I suspected as much from those darting
glances toward the window. What have you been up to, little one?"

Elena's green eyes grew wide, and she gave a gasp. "M-m-m-miss Annalindeâ€¦
Oh no! Do whatever you must - beat me, cane me, but do not let them send me
away, please! I beg you! I-I am ever so sorry, and itâ€¦it will never happen
again, I promise. Oh please-"

Annalinde quickly steered the distraught girl into a small closet. "Beat
you? Send you away? Whatever are you talking about? Oh, dear - you ARE
upset, aren't you? Here," and Annalinde proffered her hankie. "Dry your
eyes and blow your nose. It would never do for you to be seen in such a
hysterical state, you know." Elena did as instructed, blowing several times.
Her eyes, though red, were now dry, and she gazed up at Annalinde with a
miserable, yet resigned expression. I must get to the heart of this matter,
and quickly, thought Annalinde. We do not have much time before supper.
"That's a good girl," she said. "Let's retire to my study so we can discuss
this, shall we?"

Once in Annalinde's study, she sat the junior girl upon her lap, then took
Elena's pointed chin in her slender hand and said firmly, "Listen - you must
tell me everything and begin from the beginning. Leave nothing out."

"Iâ€¦ That is, weâ€¦ It was Ariadne and Iâ€¦but it was not her fault, for I
would have to boast. We - that is, Iâ€¦ Oh dearâ€¦"

Ariadne again, thought Annalinde. She simply said to Elena, "Please
continue, my dear."

"I was talking with Ariadne in the Study Hall - just the other night. I told
her I knew how o cook - just sweets, mind you, but I do cook a little. She
and I - we, I mean - I thought I could concoct a treat for the girls and the
teachers. It was a little something I remembered how to make - a sort of
spiced raisin loaf. Butâ€¦ Oh, Miss Annalinde - I am such a little fool.
Nothing is the same here. Everything is different - the measurements, what
things are calledâ€¦ And I am used to only making enough for myself, my
sister and my Mummies - not an entire school's worth of girls. We-we made a
LOT. Enough for everyone, I'd hoped. We also made a mess. Ariadne
introduced me to a contraption she called a 'mixer', but the beastly thing
had a mind of its own and would spray gobbets of sticky dough hither and
thither! Oh, Miss Annalinde - even on the ceiling! The kitchen maids could
not help but do as we ordered, and Cook was at market. Oh, how could we have
neglected to set the oven properly? It is all burned, and it is all wasted!
I am so ashamed. I have made a fool of myself and caused the maids extra
work, and ruined all that perfectly good foodâ€¦"

Annalinde's heart went out to the distraught child. Poor little thing! Her
first inclination was shower the dear little thing with hugs and kisses and
reassure her that all would be set right. But the girl clearly felt terrible
over what had happened, and Annalinde felt her course was clear. "I see,"
she replied. "Well, try not to worry - things may not be as bad as they
seem. Cook and her staff are very good at salvaging kitchen disasters. Now
as for you, my poppet, I am afraid you have been rather naughty, would you
not agree?" Elena nodded fervently. "Here-stand up."

Elena stood obediently. "Yes, Miss Annalinde."

"Are you very sorry for venturing into the kitchen without Cook's permission
and for making a mess?"

"Oh, yes, Miss Annalinde - ever so sorry."

"You will be sorrier yet before I am finished with you, my dear. Do you see
that wooden hairbrush upon my nightstand?" The girl nodded. "Bring it here
to me." Elena immediately retrieved the brush and handed it to Annalinde,
who found herself enjoying this little ritual of punishment more than she
expected. "Now, come across my lap, for I am going to spank you - very long
and hard."

Yes, Miss Annalindeâ€¦" Elena lay herself across Annalinde's lap. The blonde
prefect then carefully lifted the junior girl's gymslip and petticoat,
folding them neatly over her back. Annalinde raised her arm and struck,
aiming the brush for the middle of Elena's maroon knickers. The brush
impacted with a firm smack, and Elena gasped. Annalinde, though blonde, had
a good arm. She could feel the blow through Elena's body to her own and
ajudged she had made a good beginning. She continued the spanking for
several minutes, feeling Elena stiffen slightly, at first, then relax in
submission to the chastisement. She was fairly quiet during the course of
the spanking but could not help but emit delicious little sobs as Annalinde's
hairbrush turned her derriere pink, then crimson beneath the knickers.

Annalinde thought she could discern the supper bell, so she gave her charge a
final, ferocious thwack with the brush, then allowed the girl to compose
herself before she stood. "There," she declared, with the air of an artiste
who has just completed a masterpiece. "All over, dearest. Now, I want you
to take two hundred lines for me, my dear - 'I must not venture into the
provinces of others without their express permission,' and please draft a
nice letter of apology to Cook. I will want to peruse the letter before you
submit it, of course."

Elena nodded. "Oh, yes, Miss Annalinde." Suddenly, she hugged the prefect
tightly. "Thank you - ever so much, Miss Annalinde."

Annalinde smiled and caressed Elena's bright hair gently. "Now, you must
wash your face and hands and go down to supper. I shall wait for you."

The two girls, prefect and junior, walked down to supper, hand in hand.
Annalinde reflected that she had much to discuss with a certain Miss Ariadne
Di Naxos when next they met.

Epilogue:

Fortunately, the kitchenmaids had removed the spiced raisin loaves from the
ovens before they could burn to cinders, but the silly maidservants had
neglected to notice where the sweet dough had overflowed onto the floor of
the oven. This had caused the column of smoke which had so alarmed Miss
Serelique's class. Several of the maids, upon the following morn, sported
very tender bottoms, thanks to the sound application of Cook's wooden spoon
upon their backsides.

That night, at supper, Mistresses and pupils were treated to a delightful
surprise, Spiced Raisin Loaf with a creamy vanilla sauce. As good luck would
have it, there was just enough for everyone. "My, but this brings back fond
memories," declared Miss Maitland to Misses Maybridge and Serelique.

"Yes," agreed Miss Maybridge. "Cook has certainly outdone herself this
time." Miss Serelique nodded in agreement.

Overhearing the mistress' conversation, Elena and Ariadne flashed one another
sidelong smiles. Ariadne was quite pleasantly surprised, for when she saw
the column of smoke, she was certain their labors were for naught. She was
not sure why the blonde prefect, Annalinde, kept looking at her in that shapr
way, but she was certain of one thing - it forboded no good for Miss Araidne
Di Naxos. As for Elena, she had her lines, her letter, and her very warm
seat to keep her company through the night.

-finis-
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From: Kadorienne <kadorian@xxxxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Wed Sep 15, 1999 0:50am
Subject: Veronica writes home
  	
Dear Aunt Rosemarie,

You know the Quirrie song, "I'm Gonna Wash That Blonde Right Out Of My
Hair"? It's taken on new meaning here at Avendale. Tonight I finally
washed the last traces of yellow out of my hair. When I received the
prefect's badge, I never thought that my duties would include becoming a
blonde! Thank goodness that's over.

The school year is truly under way now, with all the problems that go
with it. Yesterday, for instance. I scolded a young blonde pupil, a girl
I didn't know very well. She listened with stony indifference -- so I
thought -- and so I scolded harder. Next thing I knew, she transformed
into a veritable torrent of blonde emotion. Aunt Rosemarie, it turns out she's
been nursing a schoolgirlish admiration for me from afar, and losing my
good opinion amounted to the end of the world for her! So I set her on
my knee -- not *over* it, you understand -- and told her how many
wonderful qualities I saw in her, which was true by the way, and that
just because I disapproved of one thing she did didn't mean I despised
*her*. I finished by hugging her and kissing her forehead, and the
little darling lit up like the fireflies on a Georgia summer night. She
left happy and reassured, but let me tell you, I felt like an absolute
cad for making her cry. I had no idea she cared for my opinion so much,
you see.

Of course, it isn't unusual for new girls, especially blondes, to get
crushes on older girls. I hope you won't think I'm conceited, but quite
a few of them get crushes on me. I'm sure it's just because I'm a
prefect. And of course, blondes often become infatuated with brunettes
who spank them. I don't pay it much mind, but this past Sunday a junior
blonde announced in front of the whole class that she was in love with
me! I'm going to have to talk to her, I suppose, and tell her that it's
just a crush, and so on.

I wish you would tell me what it is they say about redheads, Aunt Rosemarie.
We have one here named Jinjur who is causing no end of trouble -- she's
the one who dyed everyone's hair -- and the information might be useful.

On Sunday we had a debate about whether blondes or brunettes are the
superior sex. I argued for blondes, of course. Some other brunette was
actually scoundrel enough to argue that we brunettes are superior. If
you can imagine. But a most charming little blonde, an Easterner named
Elena -- and incidentally, she's a redhead too -- argued that the sexes
are complementary in the Golden Order. (I actually used the Golden Order
in my argument; it's no accident that blonde hair is golden, if you ask
me.) She argued very well, and I think that I was right, but she was
right in a higher sense. So I voted for her. And she voted for me! But
she is a very modest blonde, and would never vote for herself, no matter
how obvious it was that she was best. But I got the most votes, even
though Elena argued better.

Oh, and the care package arrived -- thank you ever so much. I get to
miss grits and boiled peanuts more than you can imagine when I'm here.

Your niece,

Veronica Bellemont
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From: <headmistress@xxxxxxxxx.xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx)>
Date: Wed Sep 15, 1954 4:54am
Subject: Katie Webster
  	
Dear school,

I am sorry to inform you that Katie Webster is in hospital. She has spent
some time in hospital over the past week with a gastro fever. Yesterday she
rushed in after a relapse.

Please pray for her speedy recovery

Dorothea Maitland

From: <headmistress@xxxxxxxxx.xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx)>
Date: Wed Sep 15, 1954 6:38am
Subject: Lessons
  	
Dear School,

Lessons will be held on I.R.C. at 5:30 G.M.T (6:30 British Summer Time)
on Friday and Sunday. If any one needs technical help with I.R.C., please
write to Miss Maybridge. Newcomers should go first to:

http://www.aristasia.com/avendale/irc.html

Where full details are given both of connecting to I.R.C. and of
Avendale's I.R.C. protocol and etiquette.

Dorothea maitland
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From: <headmistress@xxxxxxxxx.xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx)>
Date: Wed Sep 15, 1954 6:42am
Subject: (no subject)
  	
I have received news fro the Laundry at Avenbridge. Jinjur Quinbury's
nightdress has been fully restored to its former state. They tell me that
Ariadne di Naxos' hair shampoo actually did loosed the ink stain and that
its prompt application was helpful even though it contained hair dye - the
hair dye proving easier to remove than a fast ink-stain would have done.

Jinjur may reclaim her nightdress at the end of term.

Dorothea Maitland
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From: <AnnalindeC@xxx.xxx>
Date: Wed Sep 15, 1999 3:02am
Subject: Very New Girls
  	
Hello, Georgina. It is very nice to have you at the school. I hope you are
settling in and making friends. Do come to see me if you have any problems or
even if you are just feeling a bit lost and lonely.

To alexis and all you other girls who have not yet introduced yourselves -
if it feels easier you can just talk to me. Just click "reply" to this letter
and tell me about yourselves - your age, sex and full name - any pet name you
prefer to be known by. Tell me how you feel about your new school and perhaps
a bit about your background.

The whole school will then know you are here and know who you are, and
other girls will be able to talk to you.

Hurry along, dears - time is running out!

Annalinde Chelverton - prefect
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From: <Kitten1776@xxx.xxx>
Date: Wed Sep 15, 1999 4:34am
Subject: Re: Very New Girls
  	
Miss Annalinde,

Thank you for your kind welcome. I must admit I am a bit nervous about
starting school here at Avendale.

My name is Alexis Harrington and I am 15 years of age. I am a blonde. I am
from Altalia where I live with my blonde and brunette Mums. I have no
sisters, only my mums and my imagination for company.

It was decided by my mums that I should be sent to Avendale School to help me
become a "proper young lady". I do believe they think me a bit too
precocious for their taste lately, hence the decision to send me to Avendale.
Please don't get me wrong, I am not a "bad girl"...it's just that sometimes
I forget myself and find myself in hot water more often than I'd prefer!

Although I shall miss my mums greatly, I do look forward to school ever so
much. I wonder who my roommate shall be?

Alexis Harrington
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From: <MissSerelique@xxxxxxxxx.xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx)>
Date: Wed Sep 15, 1954 9:11am
Subject: Friday's lesson
  	
The lesson will be on Aristasian Money. For preparation, please go to

http://www.aristasia.com/avendale/money.html

If any of you find this a difficult time, please tell me, as this is
quite an important lesson and if Friday is difficult for many of you I may
give this lesson on Sunday instead

Serendra Serelique
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From: Malena Franklin <malena43@xxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Wed Sep 15, 1999 3:06am
Subject: Re: Katie Webster
  	
Dear Headmistress
Couldnt we send som paintings and greetings from our class to katie at
hospital?I feel so sorry for her.
If we work together we could make an album with paintings and some nice
poems too.

malena franklin
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From: thorny <krstrob@xxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Wed Sep 15, 1999 11:53am
Subject: Lesson on Friday
  	
Dear Miss Serelique:

I can make the class on Friday, yet I can not make the class on
Sunday. However if I am the only one that can not make class on Sunday
perhaps I could write you a report on the subject. I have looked up the
site that you suggested and I am going to reviewing in a few moments.
My problem is that my r/l self is American and could use some
suggestions on a place to find a conversion chart. At the moment the
chart I have be given is a foreign language. For example for all I know
a candy bar may cost say ten pounds. Then again that may be the most
expensive candy bar in the word. Please advise me on what I should do
to remedy this both of these problems that I am having.

Thank You,

Sabrina McCloud
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From: thorny <krstrob@xxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Wed Sep 15, 1999 0:13pm
Subject: Dear Miss Veronica
  	
I go to my desk and I pull out a sheet of my writting paper and my
Silver pen. I am still not sure why Miss Veronica seemed angry at my
answer to the possed question during Sundays lesson.

Dear Miss Veronica:

I noticed on Sunday that when I gave my answere to the teacher you
seemed disturbed by what I had said. I was wondering if you could
please tell me where I went wrong so that I will not make the same
mistake twice. I so, want to do well in school, however I don't want to
do well if it will make me seem like a rude perosn. I need to find a
balance between doing well in school and doing well in life. I hope
that it is not out of line for me to ask you this question, it's just
that you seem so very all togeather, and I so want to be like that.

Thank You,

Sabriena McCloud


I fold the note and walk to Veronicas room and slip the note under her
door. I then go back to my room and start to study the book on money
that will be used in the lessons this week. I can not make another
blunder.
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From: Malena Franklin <malena43@xxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Wed Sep 15, 1999 6:37am
Subject: Re: Friday's lesson
  	
Dear Miss Serelique

I saw sabrinas excellent idea and can also offer to do essay or other work
for missing fridays lesson on Aristasian money or answer tasks
on subject writing.
Sunday i will try to participate in.

Yours truly

malena Franklin
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From: <MissSerelique@xxxxxxxxx.xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx)>
Date: Wed Sep 15, 1954 1:56pm
Subject: Re: Lesson on Friday
  	
Dear Sabrina,

Ahem - I hope you will do better than this in class. If you had read my
notes more carefully, you would have seen that I told you that an
Aristasian pound is worth between 30 and 40 dollars. This allows you to
calculate rough values.

If a pound is forty dollars, then since there are 20 shillings to the
pound, a shilling would be two dollars. Two dollars is 200 cents. A pound
has 12 x 20 = 240 pence thus a cent is worth something under a penny.
Perhaps (since $40 is a high estimate) around a halfpenny.

A candy bar at ten pounds would cost between three and four hundred
dollars. So probably it *would* be the most expensive candy bar in the
world.

Serendra Serelique
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From: <Carriebink@xxx.xxx>
Date: Wed Sep 15, 1999 9:56am
Subject: Georgina and Alexis
  	
Two new girls! what fun - both blondes. Gosh we need some new brunettes to
help the balance.

Alexis - you've met Annalinde I hear. She is a sweetie mostly, but she
won't hesitate to punish you if you deserve it. She hasn't punished me yet,
so I can't report on her technique, but Joan said she is pretty effective and
Joan is a brunette and no weed.

Of course, I don't mean blondes are weeds - In fact blondes are flowers.
Veronica says so (she's a brunette and another prefect. You'll like Veronica
- I do).

I hear you get into hot water - so do I. I was a monitress at my last
school, so I was keeping other girls in order, but I still got in quite a bit
of trouble myself. Funny, isn't it? I don't mean to misbehave. Sometimes I
just dash about without thinking. And I chatter too much - as you can see!

Georgina - gosh, don't apologise for coming from a decent background -
you're supposed to here! I'm glad you listen to the latest recording hits.
What do you like? Joan keeps humming *Sweet Little Sixteen*. I love that,
don't you? I like *At the Hop* too -

All the cats and chicks
Gonna get their kicks
At the hop

"Cats and chicks" are blondes and brunettes, you know, though I don't think
it'd go down well if I started calling you blondes "chicks", would it? Or
would it?

Carrie Binks
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From: Kadorienne <kadorian@xxxxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Wed Sep 15, 1999 3:52pm
Subject: Re: Dear Miss Veronica
  	
Dear Sabrina,

It seems I must tone done my brunettishness! All week whenever I expressed
the slightest irritation girls have jumped to the conclusion that I was in a
carpet-biting rage and thrown themselves to the ground in supplication.

My dear, you did not break any school rule or act in any way
inappropriately. There is no reason in the world for you not to express your
opinions in class. It was not the prefect you disturbed, but the chivalrous
Southern gentilmaid.

Really, how could you say that brunettes are the superior sex? To be sure,
we are the more practical sex, perhaps more useful, but also less important.
You turned my own argument against me when you said that blondes might be
the flowers, but a plant can live without flowers, but needs its stems and
roots to survive. I hope, dear Sabrina, that you have not fallen into the
error of thinking that necessity is more important than luxury. Now, here I
must use luxury as meaning anything that is not necessary to physical
survival. This would include art, philosophy, and beauty. Certainly, one
could live without these things -- but would one wish to? Without the
flowers, the stems and roots have no purpose, no reason to exist. You do not
eat merely so that your body may function long enough for it to reach its
next meal, do you? Of course not. You eat so that your body may take you to
the cinema and the soda fountain and the library and a pretty blonde.
Without necessity, luxury would die -- but without the prospect of luxury,
necessity would be... unnecessary.

Now, Sabrina dear, do let us be friends. A philosophical disagreement should
never come between friends, should it? Let's find Carrie and Julia and a few
other brunettes and play baseball. What? You don't? >sigh< I should have
known. Well, then, perhaps we could get together a soccer, I mean football,
game.


Veronica Bellemont
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From: Tanya <Tanya@xxxxxxxxxxxxxxx.xxxxxxxxx.xx.xxx>
Date: Tue Sep 14, 1999 5:30pm
Subject: Re (Avendale) Note on pillow from Elena
  	
From Tanya@c...


Dear Elena,

It was such a sweet thought of yours to leave such a kind note on my pillow with the sweet from Malena. I too can't wait to see you face to face.
I'm really so jolly pleased we have already got so much in common, being the same age and everything. Your suggestion about getting together with Katie Webster to play some music is such a super one. I can't wait!! I say, isn't it a shame abuot Katie going down with gastric flu. I do hope she gets better soon. She was the first girl I met when I arrived at Avenden and she was so n friendly and welcoming. I really think she's going to be a great friend.
At dinner last night, I was introduced to our prefect Miss Annalinde. She was so encouraging and said if I was feeling at all lonely or homesick, I should come and knock on her door and have a chat. I think I might just do that as I am missing my mummies a little.
Miss Veronica was so kind to show me round the school on my arrival. She really is a corker don't you think? I'm pretty sure I'm getting a big crush on her already!!
Elena, I think I'm already in a bit of trouble. As I was coming out of assembly, Miss Serelique called me back and told me off because my stocking seams weren't straight. She said she'd noticed they weren't straight at dinner last night but as I was a new girl on my first day, she let it pass. She told me to report to her study after lessons this afternoon so that the matter could be discussed further. Do you think she'll punish me or will she just tell me off again Elena? I must say I'm a bit worried about it. Despite this, I think I;m going to really love being at Avendale.
Anyway, must dash or I'll be late for English!!

Love
Georgina de la Falaise
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From: <Kitten1776@a...>
Date: Wed Sep 15, 1999 0:20pm
Subject: Dear Diary
  	
15 September 1954

Dear Diary,

Well, here I am, sitting under a lovely tree on the vast campus of Avendale
School! I can hardly believe I am already here. Everything is so wonderful!
My arrival is somewhat bittersweet, however, because I shall miss my mummies
ever so!

This morning, while I was finishing packing the last of my belongings, I must
say I was quite a nervous wreck. In fact, I was even a bit short of temper
with Blonde Mummy. She merely came into my room to make sure I had every
last item I could need, and like a naughty girl I snapped at her for
"treating me like a little girl"! I told her I could pack myself, and that I
did not need her assistance. I don't know what got into me, Dear Diary!
Well, Blonde Mummy would hear none of that! Before I knew it, she had put me
across her knee, pulled down my knickers, and proceeded to soundly spank my
poor bottom! Oh Diary, she whacked my bottom with her hand so very hard. I
was crying so that Brunette Mummy came to see what was the matter. When she
saw me with my poor bottom being punished, she went to the dresser and picked
up the dreaded hairbrush and handed it to Blonde Mummy, telling her to make
sure that I do not forget my manners while away. Blonde Mummy smartly
spanked my bottom and thighs so very hard! Diary, I certainly shall remember
to be on my best behavior here at Avendale!

After my spanking, I was sent to the corner with my bright red bottom on
display for what seemed like an eternity, while both Mummies scolded me.
Then they left me alone in the corner for a while longer. Soon, Blonde Mummy
returned with a bar of soap and promptly sat me on my bed and inserted the
soap into my naughty mouth. "This will remind you to think before you speak,
little one," she lectured me. Finally, she said I could remove the soap and
rinse out my mouth and wash my tear-streaked face.

Oh, Diary, I know it was very naughty of me to behave that way this morning.
However, I know that both mummies love me very much, and I shall miss them
dearly. I hope to make them so proud of me!

Both mummies rode the train with me to school this morning. They were in awe
of the beauty of the campus, as was I. The autumn is so lovely, trees with
brightly colored leaves, the fresh smells in the air. I love every second of
it!

When we arrived to my dormitory, we found my sleeping quarters. The dorm was
rather quiet; there was no one about. We moved my things in, and mummies
said their good-byes, and I could tell Blonde Mummy was fighting back tears.

After they left, a lovely blonde prefect named Miss Annalinde came in to
check on me. She told me where to find some of the important buildings on
campus, and also informed me that "All Avendale girls are expected to be on
their best behavior at all times" or they shall be punished. I felt my face
blanche when she said that! I hope she did not notice, Diary!

I have rambled on enough for one entry, Dear Diary! I do look forward to
meeting some of the other girls and the mistresses as well. We'll see if the
rest of today brings any adventures, Diary!

Alexis Harrington
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From: <Kitten1776@a...>
Date: Wed Sep 15, 1999 0:24pm
Subject: Re: Georgina and Alexis
  	
Carrie,

Thank you for your kind words! I do look forward to getting to know you and
the other girls! How long have you attended Avendale? Did you feel a little
homesick when you first started here? I do miss my mummies!

What do girls do for fun around here?

Alexis Harrington
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From: <Elaryn@a...>
Date: Wed Sep 15, 1999 4:46pm
Subject: Re: Katie Webster
  	
When Elena Dierrian heard of Katie Webster's sudden illness, it was all she
could do to keep sobbing hysterically. What she DID do was go immediately to
a private place, kneel down and pray. She begged the Angel of Healing to
minister to her dear friend and promised to be especially good. Then, she
went to fetch some paper and ink and wrote Katie a small get-well note, which
Elena then embellished with flowers and scroll-work.

When the card was complete, she timidly took it to Miss Maitland and asked,
"Miss Maitland? May I speak with you a moment, please?"

"Of course, my child. What is it?"

Elena bit her lip and took a deep breath. "I-I have a small card here for
Katie, and I...I was wondering if there were a way it could be forwarded to
her. Oh, I hope she will be all right! I am ever so concerned for her,
Miss!"

Miss Maitland smiled gently and placed a consoling arm around the girl's
shoulders. "Why, that was very thoughtful of you, my dear. We shall
certainly pass along your well-wishes. I am pleased to tell you that a great
many girls here at Avendale have expressed similar concern for Katie, as
well."

Elena smiled, still looking periously close to tears, but somewhat calmer.
"M-miss Maitland...might...might we be able to visit Katie whilst she
recuperates?"

Miss Maitland replied, in as gentle a tone as she could, "I think we shall
have to wait and see how Katie does. It is my understanding that Katie's
physicienne has prescribed rest and quiet for her. But do not despair - I
am certain Katie will be fine, and when she is strong enough to receive
visitors, I shall let everyone know. You must be brave my dear, for Katie's
sake."

"Oh, yes, Miss, I shall. I said a prayer for her, you know..."

Miss Maitland smiled and placed one arm about Elena's slender shoulders. "An
excellent idea. Oh - and it will please you, I am sure, to learn that the
laundresses were able to restore Jinjur's nightdress."

"Oh, Miss! I am so very happy!!"

"Never underestimate the power of prayer, Elena. There is great strength and
comfort to be found there." Elena nodded fervently. "I must ask you to run
along now, as I have many things to accomplish before tea."

"Yes, Miss. Thank you, Miss." Elena bobbed a respectful curtsey and
departed. Miss Maitland smiled after her.
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From: thorny <krstrob@s...>
Date: Wed Sep 15, 1999 9:15pm
Subject: My Apollogies
  	
I apologies Miss Serelique I had thought that in my note to you I had
said that I was getting ready to prepare for the class. But, that I
hadn't been able to do that yet. Once I did sit down and read the notes
I was able to write myself out a conversion chart from what you had
given in your writings. I will make sure in the future to write out in
my notes much more clearly exactly what I have and have not done yet.
Thank you for your help.

Sabrina McCloud
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From: thorny <krstrob@s...>
Date: Wed Sep 15, 1999 9:21pm
Subject: Dear Miss Veronica
  	
Oh Miss Veronica I know see where I have gone wrong. I didn't
really believe those things that I said. I said them for the sake of
the argument. Since you had taken blondes to be the best and Elena had
taken both, I felt I should take brunettes for the sake of the
argument. I think that Elena's was the best type of answer. However
yours was the best in the contact of the argument. What I was hoping
for was that you could teach me how to speak as eloquently as you do.
Also, I would love to play those game with you. I also must confess to
liking brutish from a brunette.

Have a Wonderful evening,

sabrina McCloud
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From: Kadorienne <kadorian@b...>
Date: Wed Sep 15, 1999 10:00pm
Subject: Re: Dear Miss Veronica
  	
Dear Sabrina,

Actually, Sabrina, it was entirely appropriate for you to argue for the sake of
argument in a classroom debate. I wasn't really angry, you see. I just couldn't
stop my natural chivalrous reaction to hearing blondes being made light of. Whoops,
unintentional play on words.

And thank you for complimenting my eloquence! I really think Elena spoke the best.
I don't really know where to begin to teach someone to speak, but I encourage you
to practice here at Avendale. If your efforts are less than could be wished,
everyone will be sympathetic to you, and if they are more, everyone will be so
proud and admiring!

Hm. What did you mean, "Liking brutish from a brunette"?

Sincerely,

Veronica Bellemont
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From: <Cheekybug@a...>
Date: Wed Sep 15, 1999 6:02pm
Subject: Re: Very New Girls
  	
Hello, my name is Sarah Jane Callier, and I am a 17 year old blonde. I am
from the Scottish highlands and I have been sent to Avendale by my mommies to
receive a formal education and to learn dicipline. I have 2 sisters, a
brunette and a blonde, whom I will miss very much as well. I am very close to
my brunette sister, Jocelyn, but am distant with Cornelia, my blonde sister
because when I do something naughty, she always tells on me and gets me into
trouble with my mums.I am so excited to be here at Avendale. The campus is so
beautiful and I can not wait to get involved in classes and to meet the other
girls. I am nervous about the high demands and strict dicipline here at
Avendale but feel that I can suceed if I keep the ideals of the school in
front of me at all times. I am very excited about meeting the other girls. I
wonder who my new room mate will be? Lessons start soon and I look foreward
to them with much anticipation. I have to go unpack now and tell my mommies,
who have come to drop me off, good bye before they leave to go home. I do
think I shall come to love Avendale so very much!
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From: thorny <krstrob@s...>
Date: Thu Sep 16, 1999 0:09am
Subject: Dear Veronica
  	
I just meant that I like how you can be so forceful yet eloquent at the
same time. I think that is a very admirable quality to have in a
brunette. By brutishness I suppose that I mean t the ability to take
control of a situation. Yes, that's what I meant I am sure of it. You
are so right in the fact that I must always strive for the best.

sabrina McCloud
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From: <elaryn@a...>
Date: Thu Sep 16, 1999 0:02am
Subject: A Very Short Diary Entry
  	
Elena Dierrian settled down to write a very short entry in her Diary. After all, she had 200 lines to write for Miss Annalinde, so she decided she had better concentrate all her writing into her punitive assignment rather than something "fun" such as a Diary entry. But, she rationalised, this bit of writing will loosen my hand so I may write my very best for Miss Annalinde. For Elena, being just twelve and not yet very aware of such matters as yes, was well on her way to developing a considerable crush on Miss Annalinde Chelverton.

"Dear Diary," she wrote, very carefully crafting each letter, "Miss Annalinde is the most Wonderful and Special Prefect in all Dea's World." She smiled at her sentence, the carefully embellished each letter with a small curlicue, accented with stars and hearts. Then, she wrote the same sentence in the tongues of her Mummies (being Illirenne and Sithienne). She then continued, "I do not understand it entirely, Diary, but my thoughts are full of Miss Annalinde. When I go to sleep at night, I think of her, and when I wake up in the morning, I think of her.

"Diary, it is not as though Miss Veronica, the Brunette Prefect is not also wonderful, for she is. She says the very nicest things about me, and she says them in such a way that I want to be a very good girl and make them come true, just for her. Miss Veronica has such a lovely way of speaking - when she speaks, it is like a song.

"Miss Annalinde, though, seems to have taken up Residence in my thoughts. And I find I cannot seem to stop talking about her....or writing about her. And speaking of writing, I had best complete my lines, lest she have cause to spank me again."

Elena found herself smiling suddenly. She briefly, for just a second, pondered disobedience, if only to find herself across Miss Annalinde's warm, comfy lap once again, but then quickly banished that thought, for she would never, ever wish to disappoint her heroine.

She sighed wistfully, then began to write, "I must not venture into the
provinces of others without their express permission."
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From: <AnnalindeC@a...>
Date: Thu Sep 16, 1999 0:31am
Subject: Alexis and Sarah Jane
  	
Hello dears. Are you settling in well?

Alexis - at 15 you probably won't have a roommate - you will be in the big
blonde dorm with the middle school girls and I will be your dormitory
prefect. You will have a bed with curtains round it so you can be private and
a bedside cabinet for keeping the things you like close to you, and also a
locker in the locker room for other belongings. You will have a key for this
(a locker room does not mean a "changing room" here as it does in Culveria!).

Sarah Jane, being 17 you will probably share a room with one or two other
older girls, though you will sleep in the blonde dorm till something is
arranged.

Oh, and Sarah Jane - I am sure it is unnecessary to tell you this, but just
in case there is any misunderstanding I shall. At 17 you are older than I.
That makes no difference to the fact that I am a prefect and if you misbehave
in any way I shall punish you for it.

I can even punish Ariadne, and she is nearly 19 - and I am not *quite* sure
why she was admitted, since she is nearly too old to be here. Still we
sometimes have older girls here. In some ways Ariadne is quite young, but in
other ways . . .

Oh dear. I am gossiping! Anyway, you will like Ariande, I am sure.

Have either of you any questions, confessions, requests or anything else?

Annalinde Chelverton (prefect)
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From: Tanya <Tanya@c...>
Date: Wed Sep 15, 1999 5:46am
Subject: Re Annalinde's invitation
  	
From Tanya@c...




Dear Miss Annalinde,

Thank you so much for your note of welcome. It's only my second day here at Avendale but I think I've already made two new friends in Katie Webster and Elena Dierrian (both the same age as me). I was so sad to hear that Katie had to go into hospital . I hope, as Miss Maitland says, we can perhaps go and visit her there when she's feeling a little better. I'm going to do a drawing for her and get some nice flowers to put on her bedside table. Elena is really freindly and also interested in music and playing the piano so I hope we can play together and perhaps do a duet at the Avendale Christmas conert.
Annalinde, I think I'm already in a spot of hot water with Miss Serelique for not having my socks pulled up properly and also for my tie not being completely straight. I,ve got to see her this afternoon after lessons. I know I should evpect to be punished but I hope she isn't too severe as I'm a new girl. I know that's not really an excuse!!
I must confess, I do miss my mummies quite alot despite everyone's kindness. I suppose it's only natural considering this is my first time at a proper boarding school. At my last one, I was allowed to go home at weekends. Would it be alright if I accepted your kind invitation and came to see you for a chat?. You seem so kind and understanding and someone I feel I could talk to.

Yours sincerely
Georgina de la Falaise
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From: Tanya <Tanya@xxxxxxxxxxxxxxx.xxxxxxxxx.xx.xxx>
Date: Wed Sep 15, 1999 8:12am
Subject: Reply to Carrie
  	
From Tanya@casablancajones@f...



Hi Carrie,

Thank you for writing and telling me about your favourite recording hits. I too love "Sweet Sixteen" and "At The Hop". My current favourite is "Blueberry Hill". Have you heard it yet? It starts, " I found my thrill, on Blueberry Hill". I can never make out what the next line is but the song is a real corker !! During the summer, when our mummies had gone out, my sisters and I would play it on the gramophone really loud and sing and dance along and generally making an awful din and racket. On one occasion, we didn't hear them return from their trip and on discovering us, we were sent straight to our bedrooms where eventually we all received a sharp dose of the hairbrush whilst lying across Brunette mummy's lap. She told us it was very unladylike to behave in such a fashion. In addition to the hairbrush, we were pprohibited from using the gramophone for a whole week and each of us had to write a composition entitled, " The qualities of being a well-behaved and obedient young lady".
Carrie, do you know if there's a gramophone at Avendale? Maybe we could borrow it and have an evening listening to some of our favourite songs. Do you think the mistresses would allow us to if we promised not to have it too loud?
Hope we can meet up soon and chat soon !!

Love
Georgina de la Falaise
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From: Malena Franklin <malena43@h...>
Date: Thu Sep 16, 1999 2:56am
Subject: catastrophe for malena!
  	
Dear diary......sniffing upset on bed

Today my secret with candies was discovered. At 07.30 Miss Veronica entered
my dorm and ordered inspection. Some rumors have been that i have hidden
candies in room. She searched and inspected all lockers and finally asked me
to turn over my bed. My bag with candies was
discovered and red with shame I had to confess that it was I who had given
away candies to other girls.
Miss Veronica was very upset and she was of course so right pointing out how
unacceptable i had behaved.
Redfaced I was scolded and then miss Veronica told me I should have my hands
strapped and that I had to write 100 lines for her.

"I will never more take candies into school without permission."

She fetched a leatherstrap and I was told to hold out my left hand.
After taking good time and fixating me in eyes Miss Veronica let strap
fall on my open hand. It was awful such pain! I had tears in my eyes after
first strap and then she coldly told me to hold out right hand.
A new fixation and suddenly my right hand exploded with throbbing pain.I had
tears running down my face now and I was really regretting this bag of
candies.
-Left hand malena! Again i was forced to hold out my aching burning
trembling left hand and look Miss veronica in her eyes and recieve another
throbbing burning painful reminder.
-Other hand malena! Crying with hands burning like fire i had to hold out
right hand for another blow.
Crying and hardly able to hold hand out I did it again and another painful
blow hit my poor hand. Both hands were now so sore and blistered i had to
blow and jump from feet to feet crying. Miss Veronica who i like so much
looked at me and asked me if I had learned my lesson?
Crying I explained how sorry i was and that i never ever will do it
again.Ohhhh ashamed and with tearstained face I was informed that Miss
Veronica should report this to Miss Mailtland as I had violated an essential
rule of spreading candies.
I nodded scared and was told to wash my face and go to class and to write my
100 lines before saturday evening.Ohh so shameful all other girls in dorm
and nearby rooms had heard this starpping and my crying and when enetering
class all girls saw that I was redfaced and tearstained. Writing in school
was so hard taking notes a pain all day and my hands reminded me all time of
my starpping. red lines were visible all over hands.
Ill never do this again...i promise myself.

malena Franklin
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From: <Carriebink@a...>
Date: Thu Sep 16, 1999 6:23am
Subject: To Georgina
  	
*Strawberry Hill*? Oh, yes, I know it like anything. I can't remember the
line after the first two - if I could make it out. I'll listen next time I
hear the song. I had the same trouble with *Macke the Knife* - do you know
that? I mean after that list of girls - Jennie Diver, Sukie Tawdry and all
ending with Sweet Susie Brown, what is the next line? It took me ages to work
it out. Actually it is "The line forms on the right, dear" - line being
Culverian for queue.

Just before term I saw a wonderful film called *Play it Cool* with Billie
Fury - she is an Altalian singer who is - well - profoundly influenced by
Elvira Presley. It was terribly good. Well, actually the film *wasn't* all
that good, but sensibly it spent nearly all the time showing performances by
Billie and other artistes, so it *was* good, if you see what I mean.

There is a wireless set in the Common Room, but you need permission to turn
it on and usually we are only allowed to hear *Children's Hour* and the Third
Programme. I don't know if there is a gramophone anywhere. Actually I am
really quite new myself - still a bunny.

I have heard there is a juke box at Maria's in town. Perhaps we should go
there some time. Apparently you meet what is called a "cross-section of the
population" there, but it isn't actually out of bounds.

What do you think?

Sayonara

Carrie
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From: Nicola - 3rd Year Avendale <skoolgirl@s...>
Date: Thu Sep 16, 1999 10:00am
Subject: Re: Friday's lesson
  	
Miss

I have never really been very clever with maths and things and my guardian
has told me numerious times that even a silly blonde like me should
understand money so of course I will be in class on Friday and hopefully by
this time I will be able to find the classroom.

Yours


Nikki Bradford

 	

From: Nicola - 3rd Year Avendale <skoolgirl@s...>
Date: Thu Sep 16, 1999 10:10am
Subject: Letter to Murial
  	
Murial


Gosh seems like I have been missing all the fun how lucky you was seen the Queen, is she even more beautiful in real life than in the pictures of her ?, do you think its true what they say about her and Queen Viktoria ? my guardian spanked me when I asked her the same question. So hows the new term at Monicas going, I never really realised what it was like for you there being a day girl but now I understand so much more. By the end of every day I find I can contain the tears no longer and cry myself to sleep oh how I miss everything so, how do you always remain so cheerful so far from your home ? The only girl I have really met is a young brunette Carrie Binks who has helped me try and settle in, although she is a little forward she is rather fun if a little young. It was so embaressing having to take advise from a brunette like that. Murial old chum I must go now before I soak the paper with my tears

yours true friend



Nikki
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From: <AnnalindeC@a...>
Date: Thu Sep 16, 1999 8:07am
Subject: Nicola- and other new girls
  	
Dear Nicola,

I do understand how you feel. And you have given me an idea. When you said
how you miss tea in the nursery, I thought - why don't we have a tea,
especially for all the new girls who may be feeling a bit lonely? We could
have it here in my study. Perhaps Ariadne and Elena could bake some biscuits
or something for us, and perhaps Veronica would allow Malena to bring some of
her sweets. We can have tea, and I'll see if I can get some Cream Soda too.

Does that seem like a nice idea? You can help me to organise it if you like.

Annalinde
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From: Malena Franklin <malena43@h...>
Date: Thu Sep 16, 1999 5:09am
Subject: Re: Lesson on Friday
  	
Dear Miss Serelique

I have telephoned my mom and told that Your lesson is of greatest importance
to me and that I want to be excused from feast.
She has allowed me to stay in school and join your lesson Miss.
Mom is not pleased with me but I insisted on the edge of being rude..mom
will have a talk with me about this next time I came home.
(ouch....sounded not good)
Anyhow i am so glad I can join your lesson I was so angry when mom tried to
force me away from school.

Yours sincerly

malena Franklin
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From: <AnnalindeC@a...>
Date: Thu Sep 16, 1999 8:15am
Subject: To Georgina
  	
Dear Georgina,

Of course you can come for a chat just whenever you like. Nicola and I have
had a good idea. We are thinking of holding a little tea in my study for the
new girls - especially those who may be feeling just a little bit lost or
homesick. Would you like to come?

Of course that is not *instead* of coming to see me privately. Of course
you are always welcome to do that.

I doubt if Miss Serelique will punish you *too* severely for the sock
offence - but don't repeat it!

Oh, and "a lot" is two words, not one. Miss Serelique would have something
to say about that too!

Annalinde
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From: Kadorienne <kadorian@b...>
Date: Thu Sep 16, 1999 4:16pm
Subject: Re: catastrophe for malena!
  	
Dear Malena,

Your 100 lines have been received and approved. Now Malena, please don't go
thinking that just because I punished you means that I do not like you. Of
course I like you, dear. That is why it is important to me that you behave
properly. Grow into a proper brunette and I will like you even more.

I do not usually punish girls on their hands, by the way. Dea gave derrieres a
lot of cushioning for a reason. But I knew that yours had recently been punished
and thought that it might be too tender.

Now, Malena dear, candy itself is not against the rules. You may go to the soda
fountain or the five-and-ten during any afternoon and buy some, and even eat and
share it on school grounds -- outdoors. But storing it in the dormitory is
absolutely forbidden. It could attract insects. You wouldn't want to be the
cause of your classmates having to sleep with insects, would you? Of course not.
Oh, I know Annalinde keeps a jar of candies, but prefects have special
privileges, and besides, she keeps them in a sealed-tight jar. Prefects can be
trusted to take such precautions, but a new little girl such as yourself might
or might not.

There, there, Malena. All is forgiven. Tomorrow, won't you join me and some
other brunettes -- Carrie, Julia and Sabrina -- at the soda fountain? Yes,
they're older than you, but the blondes outnumber us this year, we've all got to
stick together.

Sincerely,

Veronica Bellemont
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From: <Kitten1776@a...>
Date: Thu Sep 16, 1999 0:01pm
Subject: Re: Friday's lesson
  	
Miss Serelique,

I should very much like to attend lesson on Friday. I seem to have misplaced
my schedule, however. Could you please remind me of the time of the lesson
and where (and how) I might find the classroom? As a new "bunny" (as the
other girls say), I have not yet mastered how to get to the classroom (on IRC
-- I have downloaded it, however).

Thank you, Miss.

Alexis Harrington
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From: <jinjur@a...>
Date: Thu Sep 16, 1999 4:19pm
Subject: Dear Miss Maitland
  	
Dear Miss Maitland,

Thank you so much for having my beautiful antique nightdress restored. I know I
was very naughty and don't deserve for it to be fixed, but I am very very grateful
just the same. And thank you for letting me look at it before putting it away in
your office. I don't know how I would have waited to the end of term to get it
back if I hadn't gotten to see it back to normal.

I am very sorry for the trouble I caused, and if I think of anything else like
this, I promise I will try not to do it.

Respectfully,

Jinjur J. Quinbury
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From: <Kitten1776@a...>
Date: Thu Sep 16, 1999 11:57am
Subject: Re: Nicola- and other new girls
  	
In a message dated 9/16/99 3:24:28 PM Eastern Standard Time,
AnnalindeC@a... writes:

<< why don't we have a tea,
especially for all the new girls who may be feeling a bit lonely? >>

Miss Annalinde,

Tea sounds like a simply wonderful idea! I should very much like to get to
know the other girls. Might I join you?

Alexis Harrington
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From: Kadorienne <kadorian@b...>
Date: Thu Sep 16, 1999 4:36pm
Subject: Veronica and Carrie, Brunette to Brunette
  	
Hello, Carrie. I'm glad I ran into you. There's something I want to talk
to you about.

Oh, don't look like that. You aren't in trouble. No, I just thought
perhaps we should have a brunette-to-brunette talk about Jinjur.

I am very glad to see her spending so much time with you. Jinjur needs
the steadying influence of a level-headed brunette. It's that influence
I want to discuss with you. Hmm. Let's walk over here, away from the
blondes. They don't need to overhear this.

You're old enough to know something about, well, about brunette
instincts. I hope I don't have to be more blunt. I don't? Good. You know
what I'm talking about. Well, a proper blonde will... well, will keep
matters in line, shall I say. Blonde modesty, endowed in them by Dea and
cultivated by their rearing, will keep them so demure that brunette
instincts are, ahem, sufficiently kept in check.

But, well, some blondes, without being improper, are still somewhat
less... that is... well, blonde emotions are very strong, you know, and
it's in their nature to yield to someone forceful. So you see, some
blondes might be... swept away... by their, well, emotions. And so with
blondes like that, a brunette must be careful not to be swept along with
them. It is our duty to protect blondes, including, if need be, from
themselves. Unless one wishes to be a Rough Brunette.

Oh, don't look like that. I certainly wasn't accusing you. Merely
warning you. At your age, you need to hear these things. You see, Jinjur
is such a spirited girl. I shouldn't be surprised if she was the type to
be swept away, if you understand me. She's a redhead, and I think that
what they say about redheads has something to do with that. And so you
must make sure to exercise self-control in spite of your brunette
instincts. Do you follow me?

Good. Now, enough serious talk. Tomorrow afternoon, we're having an
all-brunette outing to the soda fountain. Oh, I need you to deliver
these two notes for me. This one is a get-well note to Katie Webster.
Since she fancies herself in love with me, maybe a note from me will be
just the tonic for her. Just hope she doesn't have a relapse when I have
to explain to her that it's just a crush like lots of new girls get. And
this is a note to Miss Maybridge, explaining that I might not be able to
attend the upcoming classes, but will if it can be arranged. All right?
Good. Thank you, and see you after school tomorrow!

Veronica Bellemont
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From: Kadorienne <kadorian@b...>
Date: Thu Sep 16, 1999 5:01pm
Subject: Re: Nicola- and other new girls
  	
Dear Annalinde,

I think your tea is an excellent idea. I will attend if you like, or if you think
the bunnies would like to be with just you -- and who could blame them for not
wanting any distraction for such a charming blonde -- I assure you I will take no
offense. I will, however, undertake to supervise Ariadne and Elena if they do any
baking. Elena is rather young, and Ariadne isn't the level-headed sort of blonde
who can be trusted with things like ovens.

Oh, yes, I had a chat with her. It was a challenge, let me tell you. She's a very
nice and charming blonde, of course, but it was hard to make her understand. I
told her to listen to the teacher as attentively as she would to a brunette she
especially liked, and she told me that she always listened to brunettes the way
she did to Miss Serelique, because it doesn't do to let a brunette be too sure of
you! And when I tried to explain to her that she shouldn't put on makeup during
class, she asked, "What if my nose were shiny?" I told her that a becoming manner
was a blonde's most important adornment, but somehow I don't think she believed
me.

And she told me Jinjur says that I spank blondes like I'm petting a kitten, and
asked if that were true. Well, of course I don't spank blondes as hard as I do
brunettes. They're so much more delicate and sensitive than we are. I couldn't be
such a brute. But Jinjur's saying that made me think perhaps I should spank *her*
harder. Maybe redheaded blondes are hardier.

Which reminds me: Whatever you said to Jinjur, good show. She's ever so much
better behaved now. I do think she's really trying. Her nightdress almost getting
ruined seems to have knocked some sense into her. I haven't seen her with Joan or
Suzanne at all, except once the other day. I caught her and Joan sneaking back
onto school grounds when they had no business being gone. Apparently they just
sneaked off for a sundae. So I strapped them and gave them some lines, and
Jinjur's been avoiding Joan ever since.

You know, about Ariadne, she did the oddest thing while we were talking. She kept
trying to turn the conversation around to her roommate. I'm sure I can't think
why. What? Oh, yes, she rooms with (throat suddenly tight) Elspeth Elsvetta. No,
no, I'm all right, I think I just need a drink of water. But I don't understand
why she kept bringing her up. Have they been having trouble getting on? No? Then I
don't understand it.

What? Me? No, I haven't had any trouble with Elspeth at all. None. Actually, I
hardly know her. Only spoke to her once, and that was when my hair was yellow, and
she stared at me a little. Well, I'm sure she couldn't help it. How often do you
see a blonde brunette? Everyone was staring at me all day. No, I haven't had any
trouble with Elspeth.

Ahem, anyway, I confiscated Malena's candy. I was going to turn it in to Miss
Maitland, but if you'll keep it in your glass jar so it doesn't attract bugs, of
course you can have it for your tea. (Annalinde squirms slightly at the mention of
bugs)

Good luck with your tea.

Veronica Bellemont
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From: <arraf@g...>
Date: Thu Sep 16, 1999 6:50pm
Subject: Re: Heads and Tails
  	
Dear Avendale Girls,

I never told you I was a muninmatiste! But I am.... so here are a few
silver and copper Coins of the Realm from my small little collection, to
help you with tomorrow's lesson.

Can you all see the litte "A" stamped on the face of each coin? I forget
what it means, but I do not doubt it's something important.

ARIADNE
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From: <Kitten1776@a...>
Date: Thu Sep 16, 1999 5:01pm
Subject: Alexis' Diary
  	
16 September 1954

Dear Diary,

Well, Diary, I have been here a whole day now, and the homesickness has not
loosened its grip on me yet. I do miss my mummies and my own room so!
However, it is not so bad... There are some very lovely girls who share my
dorm. There is a sweet girl named Sarah who is also new here, I think, and
her bed is right near mine. I haven't had much chance to talk to her yet,
but I do intend to do so!

Dearest Diary, I do have a horrid confession to make. I was so very bad
today, but no one knows about it....yet. I pulled a little prank on our
prefect Miss Annalinde. It was actually a joke that my brunette cousin Cindy
and I played on her blonde sister Emily some summers back. I don't know what
came over me this afternoon, and I am truly sorry that I went through with it
now. I put a little bull frog in Miss Annalinde's bed today! I don't think
it's been discovered yet, as I haven't heard any ruckus about it. However, I
had the oddest feeling that someone saw me sneaking out of Miss Annalinde's
room, but I can't be sure. I looked everywhere and couldn't find a soul. Oh
Diary, what was I thinking when I pulled such a foolish prank? I guess I was
just so homesick, and thinking about Cindy today, well... It seemed like a
good idea at the time. I pray that the little frog hopped out there before
it was discovered! But Diary, I do have a bad feeling about this in my
stomach.

I really should get back to studying now, Diary. Until next time,

Alexis Harrington
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From: <Elaryn@a...>
Date: Thu Sep 16, 1999 7:54pm
Subject: Re: Nicola- and other new girls
  	
Note left for Miss Annalinde Chelverton by Elena Dierrian:

Miss Annalinde,

Thank you for the lovely Invitation. I shall most certainly come to tea with
you and the other new girls. I agree that having tea together is a splendid
idea, and I can hardly wait.

Please tell Miss Veronica that I would be very grateful for her supervision
in the kitchen, as part of what confounded me during "The Affaire of the
Spiced Raisin Loaves" was trying to convert one measuring system to another.
Dear Ariadne assisted as best she could, but was of no assistance whatsoever
in making the proper conversion. I would be ever so grateful for Miss
Veronica's help with that (and yes, I will be sure to ask Cook, FIRST, before
beginning).

Fondly,

Elena Dierrian
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From: <Elaryn@a...>
Date: Thu Sep 16, 1999 7:58pm
Subject: Re: Nicola- and other new girls
  	
Note left for Miss Veronica Bellemont from Elena Dierrian:

Dear Miss Veronica,

Miss Annalinde is having a tea for new girls, and she suggested that I bake
some special treat. I understand you are to supervise me whilst I bake, and
I also understand that you are considered very Competent with fractions and
other mathematical conversions of measurements.

I am very, very pleased you will be there to provide Guidance, and I am sorry
to take you away from more important Matters.

Sincerely,

Elena Dierrian
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From: <Elaryn@a...>
Date: Thu Sep 16, 1999 8:02pm
Subject: Note Left for Jinjur
  	
Note left for Jinjur Quinbury from Elena Dierrian:

Dearest Jinjur,

I was delighted to learn from Mistress Maitland that your Beautiful Nightgown
is restored once again. I do not say this to be smug or priggish, and I
sincerely hope you will not take it that way, but now, perhaps, you see the
Power of Heartfelt Prayer, and I *know* that Dea heard YOUR prayers, too. :)

Chin up, Jinjur! It's going to be a *fun* year!

-Elena Dierrian
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From: Kadorienne <kadorian@b...>
Date: Fri Sep 17, 1999 0:25am
Subject: Re: Nicola- and other new girls
  	
Dear Elena,

Nonsense, honey, no need to apologize. That's a prefect's job. Not to mention
that I'll get to spend a couple of hours in the company of two very charming
blondes. In Culveria we call that a fringe benefit.

Veronica Bellemont
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From: <Elaryn@a...>
Date: Thu Sep 16, 1999 8:09pm
Subject: Re: Letter of Apology to Cook
  	
A Letter of Apology, written by Elena Dierrian at the Direction of Miss
Annalinde Chelverton, Prefect (left in Annalinde's Study for her Inspection
and Approval)

Dear Cook,

Please accept my Sincerest Apologies for making a mess in your Beautiful
Kitchen. I promise that from now on, whenever I seek to concoct a Confection
or anything else, I will seek you our and obtain your Permission before
proceeding.

I also wish to apologise for leading the maidservants astray. I understand
that because I am a Young Lady and they are but maidservants, they will obey
me if you are not there to contradict me, and I should have had more
Thoughtfulness on their Behalf.

I think you are a Wonderful Cook. Everything you prepare is Delicious, and I
know you have a lot to do, cooking every day for two hundred pupils and the
Mistresses. It was wrong for me to invade your domain and give more work to
do when you are already extremely busy.

Sincerely, and with Heartfelt Contrition,

Elena Dierrian
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From: Tanya <Tanya@c...>
Date: Fri Sep 17, 1999 3:24am
Subject: Re Miss Annalinde's Tea Invitation
  	
Dear Miss Annalinde,

Thank you so much for your invitation to me and some of the other new girls to come and have tea with you. It's a really super idea and will give us all a good chance to get to know each other. I'll ask cook if I can perhaps bake a cake to bring along. Do you think she'd allow me to do that?
I would also still very much like to come along to see you for a private chat. Would later this evening be convenient?
Miss Annalinde, you were right in your guess that Miss Serelique wouldn't be" too" severe with me regarding my uniform shortcomings. She has told me to write a hundred times, " A schoolgirl's uniform must at all times be presentable and well cared for". Oh, and sorry about my mistake on "a lot" Two words not one !! The English teacher at my old school was always reminding me of this !!
Yours
Georgina

201
	

From: <AnnalindeC@xxx.xxx>
Date: Fri Sep 17, 1999 1:16am
Subject: To Veronica
  	
Thank you for offering to help with the little tea party. I should be glad
to have you there.

I thought of it as being especially for the younger blondes of my
dormitory, but it is not an exclusively blonde affair - nor exclusively for
the younger girls. Any bunny who wants to come is welcome. I am restricting
it to new girls, though, because - well it *is* for the ones who are feeling
a little unsure. If there were confident established girls there, it would
feel just like being in the refectory or something, wouldn't it? It was when
Nicola mentioned missing Nursery Tea that I had the idea. I want it to be a
bit like Nursery tea. Nice and reassuring.

I am sure the girls will like to have you there. We could sort of be blonde
and brunette Mummie for them, couldn't we? Oh! That is a silly thing to say -
I hope you don't think me too silly.

Anyway, thank you and welcome.

As for spanking blondes - you will find a *good* spanking never hurts us
when we need it - I mean it *does* hurt us, but - oh, you know what I mean.
And that goes double for Jinjur. I am glad I've had a good effect on her. I
did try, though I wasn't sure at the time how well I was managing.

Elspeth seems a very nice girl. Quite the opposite of Ariadne - I don't
mean Ariadne isn't nice I mean, Elspeth is so quiet and shy while Ariadne is
so outgoing. Perhaps they'll be good for each other.

Joan - you know I caught Joan doing the *oddest* thing the other day. She
was wearing a blonde uniform - you know, when here hair was blonde - and she
was going to the blonde dormitory. You may have heard about it. I made her
keep the gymslip on for a while as a punishment. I was sure she was up to
something but nothing seems to have come of it. Perhaps she dropped whatever
it was when I caught her.

Annalinde
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From: <headmistress@xxxxxxxxx.xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx)>
Date: Fri Sep 17, 1954 5:29am
Subject: Re: Heads and Tails
  	
Dearest Ariadne,

Thank you so much for posting the "heads and tails". You know we tried to
make a photograph of coins but our camera seems to *hate* close-ups. We
tried the old digi-camera too but we couldn't find the software for
plumbing it up!

So I *am* glad you came to the rescue.

With another kiss,

Somebody else
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From: <headmistress@xxxxxxxxx.xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx)>
Date: Fri Sep 17, 1954 8:57am
Subject: Katie Webster
  	
Katie Webster is coming out of hospital today. She has lost 13 lbs and will
be joining the school when she is able.

If you wish to send her private good wishes, please direct them to:


schoolgirl11@h...

Dorothea Maitland
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From: Malena Franklin <malena43@xxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Fri Sep 17, 1999 2:02am
Subject: To Miss Veronica from malena
  	
Dear Miss Veronica

I am so happy I am forgiven and that You accepted my lines.
I am ashamed of my behaviour and feel You did so right in punishing me. I do
want to be Your friend and admire You so....
I would love to join You and other brunette girls Carrie and Julia
and Sabrina at soda fountain. i will come with joy in my heart.
I like You very much and want to be a good girl in Your care and feel so
much for You and want to be Your friend.

Yours regretting but glad

malena
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From: Malena Franklin <malena43@xxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Fri Sep 17, 1999 2:09am
Subject: to Miss Serelique
  	
Dear Miss Serelique

I am sorry to say I might miss lesson today. My mother have made an angry
call to Miss Maitland and requested I be present at birthdayfeast for family
member. I dont want to go but mom is very firm and say I must come home for
this. She will have a serious word with me before feast tonight..ouch....I
dont like that....
If I miss lesson Miss Serelique I am prepared to do extra work for You to
compensate this important lesson.
Please let me know what i shall do.....

Yours very sorry

malena Franklin
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From: Malena Franklin <malena43@xxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Fri Sep 17, 1999 2:45am
Subject: Dear Miss Veronica
  	
Dear Miss Veronica

Could my confiscated sweets be used for that lovely teaparty please?
I think that would feel so good if we used my stupid idea of bringing
candies in for something so nice as a teaparty to make friends with all
girls.
I love that idea to know other girls that way.

Yours loving

malena Franklin
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From: <yollandeallenby@xxxxxxx.xxx>
Date: Fri Sep 17, 1999 11:47am
Subject: Yolande Allenby arrives
  	
The lights of Maidenhead disappear, and it's only the stars in this night of
New Moon. Darkness gathers again, and I close my eyes as the repetitive
sounds of the train lull me... This train heading West... Away from Arcadia.
Away from Erein House.

I see Yvonne, my French governess...
"We don't want to be spoilt, do we Miss Allenby?"
"No we don't, Yvonne".
"And Avendale is the best school for young ladies you could hope for, is
it not? Extend your left leg."
As she ensheathes my leg in a black stocking, I reply:
"But why must I leave Arcadia? Why must I leave Erein? I am sorry
for breaking the Chinese vase at the season ball, Yvonne, but..."
my voice just a trifle too keen.
Her eyes set on mine, her hand lifting my chin:
"Milady knows well that is not the matter. Milady will face
responsibilities soon enough. Decorum is expected from milady.
The house of Allenby..."-but something doesn't quite hold in her
voice, and she draws me to her, a hand on my nape, her lips in my ear..."Yolande, vous savez bien que cela m'afflige autant qu'à vous...
Vous êtes une belle promesse, mais ça ne vaudra rien, rien, si vous
ne devenez pas la fleur que nous tous attendons..."
Her words so poignant, my hands around her neck, my eyes lost in
the haze of the morning, moving over Erein's meadows...

"Assez!"

A sudden noise interrupts my slumber. Avendale Station salutes me,
the only passenger in this late train. As indicated in Miss Maitland's
letter, the school's hackney is waiting for me. While it covers the
short mile to the school, the high clock tower seems to greet me
in quiet strokes. As in a dream, the carriage stops noiselessly and
I am taken by the service maid to the dormitory where I shall spend
this term. A note lies on my bed: "Dear Yolande, I hope your journey
has been agreeable. Being 16, you are expected to share a dormitory
with other junior girls. Don't let that annoy you: many of them are
also blondes, and I am sure they will help you adjust in your first
days. Tomorrow you shall report to my office, where you shall be
informed of the form and class you must attend and duly introduced.
Good night for now. Miss Maitland, Headmistress."

Good night Miss Maitland -I whisper.
208
	

From: <yollandeallenby@xxxxxxx.xxx>
Date: Fri Sep 17, 1999 11:51am
Subject: Yolande Allenby arrives
  	
The lights of Maidenhead disappear, and it's only the stars in this night of
New Moon. Darkness gathers again, and I close my eyes as the repetitive
sounds of the train lull me... This train heading West... Away from Arcadia.
Away from Erein House.

I see Yvonne, my French governess...
"We don't want to be spoilt, do we Miss Allenby?"
"No we don't, Yvonne".
"And Avendale is the best school for young ladies you could hope for, is
it not? Extend your left leg."
As she ensheathes my leg in a black stocking, I reply:
"But why must I leave Arcadia? Why must I leave Erein? I am sorry
for breaking the Chinese vase at the season ball, Yvonne, but..."
my voice just a trifle too keen.
Her eyes set on mine, her hand lifting my chin:
"Milady knows well that is not the matter. Milady will face
responsibilities soon enough. Decorum is expected from milady.
The house of Allenby..."-but something doesn't quite hold in her
voice, and she draws me to her, a hand on my nape, her lips in my ear..."Yolande, vous savez bien que cela m'afflige autant qu'à vous...
Vous êtes une belle promesse, mais ça ne vaudra rien, rien, si vous
ne devenez pas la fleur que nous tous attendons..."
Her words so poignant, my hands around her neck, my eyes lost in
the haze of the morning, moving over Erein's meadows...

"Assez!"

A sudden noise interrupts my slumber. Avendale Station salutes me,
the only passenger in this late train. As indicated in Miss Maitland's
letter, the school's hackney is waiting for me. While it covers the
short mile to the school, the high clock tower seems to greet me
in quiet strokes. As in a dream, the carriage stops noiselessly and
I am taken by the service maid to the dormitory where I shall spend
this term. A note lies on my bed: "Dear Yolande, I hope your journey
has been agreeable. Being 16, you are expected to share a dormitory
with other junior girls. Don't let that annoy you: many of them are
also blondes, and I am sure they will help you adjust in your first
days. Tomorrow you shall report to my office, where you shall be
informed of the form and class you must attend and duly introduced.
Good night for now. Miss Maitland, Headmistress."

Good night Miss Maitland -I whisper.
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From: <Carriebink@xxx.xxx>
Date: Fri Sep 17, 1999 1:55pm
Subject: Hello Yolande
  	
Hello. I am Carrie Binks. Caroline Veleda-Binks if you must - but don't. I
prefer Carrie Gosh, what a marvellous dress. Of course you'll have to wear
school uniform here - but maybe one day - that dress would go down a wow at
Delmonte's!

Oh gosh, I do rattle on, don't I? Listen, are you a blonde or brunette and
how old are you?

Carrie
210
	

From: <AnnalindeC@xxx.xxx>
Date: Fri Sep 17, 1999 2:25pm
Subject: Horror in a Blonde Corridor
  	
A terrifying shriek resounded through the senior blonde dormitory corridor,
bringing blondes in every stage of bedtime preparations to their doors.

Again and again the terrible sound pierced the air.

"Is it Ariadne?" asked some one.

"No. I'm here."

"It's Annalinde. Something must have happened to her."

The blondes rushed to Annalinde's room whence the shrieks continued to
proceed. Annalinde was backed into a corher, her hands over her mouth, her
eyes wide with terror.

"What is it?" was the general import of a dozen different questioners.
Annalinde pointed mutely at her bed. The covers were turned back and among
them - as frightened as Annalinde was a bullfrog. Several more screams added
to the confusion.

"Some one had better move it. Ariadne, you're the oldest." Ariadne, however
had already fled the room.

After what seemed an age and was perhaps three minutes Veronica appeared.

"Calm down, girls. Please don't crowd Annalinde like that - and *please*
put on your dressing gowns." Authority and embarrassment mixed in equal
proportions in Veronica's tone.

The less-dressed blondes scattered at once in search of the aforementioned
garments. This lessened the confusion considerably.

Veronica quickly understood the trouble and gently removed the frog.

"What an idiotic thing to do," she said. "I imagine it was one of the
middle-school brunettes."

"It wouldn't have been a blonde," said Elspeth shyly. "I can't imagine any
blonde carrying a thing like that."

"Perhaps it was Joan," said some one. "Annalinde caned her and made her
stay in her blonde uniform recently."

"No, Joan never bears grudges over punishments."

"I shall put a note on the noticeboard," said Veronica, "appealing to the
brunette decency of whoever did it to confess. This sort of behaviour among
my brunettes is something I will not tolerate.

Elspeth turned to Annalinde, her shyness melted by her sympathy. "are you a
little better now dear? Shall I get you some water? Would you like me to stay
with you while you get into bed?'

It was a curious way to talk to a prefect, but in certain blondes the
blonde protective instinct can at times take precedence over all other
considerations.

Veronica said, with a curious catch in her voice, "If y'all are settled
now, I think I'd best be going."

Elspeth, whose protective blondeness had made her - so unmistressly at most
times - the mistress of this situation, replied gently, "Thank you so much
Veronica. I think we *can* manage now."

She cast her eyes down and smiled. Did her cheeks colour just a fraction?
She turned immediately to tend Annalinde.

 	

From: <Elaryn@xxx.xxx>
Date: Fri Sep 17, 1999 2:26pm
Subject: Re: Hello Yolande
  	
Hello, Yolande, and welcome to Avendale. My name is Elena Dierrian, and I am 12 years old and blonde. Don't let the red hair fool you!

I am sure you will like it here, as everyone is very pleasant. I understand you are from the land the West refers to as "Arcadia." I am two realms located in the Far Eastern section of Amazonia, called Sithia and Illira. I was born in Sithia, but as my blonde Mummy is an Illirenne, I prefer to say I hail from both realms. I would love to hear more about Arcadia, if you do not mind telling me about it.

If you are blonde, then your prefect is Miss Annalinde Chelverton, and she is absolutely wonderful. She reminds me a little of my blonde Mummy, and she is ever so wise and sweet and kind. If you are brunette, you prefect is Miss Veronica Bellemont, who hails fron Confederate Culveria and has the most *charming* accent! She is very brave and dashing.

If you enjoy music, then you must come join Katie Webster and I - Katie plays the piano. Poor Katie! She took ill and is in the hospital, but the Headmistress says her condition is improving.

I can't wait to meet you!

-Elena Dierrian
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From: <Kitten1776@a...>
Date: Fri Sep 17, 1999 9:27pm
Subject: Re: Horror in a Blonde Corridor
  	
Alexis Harrington was busily putting her books in order on her nightstand
when she heard the shreiking... the unmistakable sound of a badly frightened
blonde. Her dorm-mates immediately dropped what they were doing and ran
toward the source of the screaming -- Miss Annalinde's room. Alexis did not
move. She knew with a sinking feeling that the little bullfrog didn't escape
before Miss Annalinde returned to her quarters. It had, unfortunately, been
found.

"Oh, no, please no!" was the thought in her mind as the gravity of the
situation struck her. Would she possibly get off without being found out?
Why did she ever pull such a foolish prank?

She remembered that odd feeling she had of being seen pulling the awful
prank. Would someone tell on her? Or maybe, just maybe, Miss Annalinde will
think that the poor little frog hopped into her quarters on his own! But
that was too much to hope for.

Some of the girls began filing back into the quarters in the various states
of undress in which they had fled. "What happened?", Alexis dared to ask.

"A bullfrog was left in Miss Annalinde's bed! Can you imagine?", someone
volunteered.

"Oh, my!", was the only reply Alexis could muster.

Alexis crawled into her bed, pulling the covers way up over her head. If
only she could block out the chattering of the other girls over the horrid
discovery... If only she could return to the recesses of her imagination.
But she couldn't. She soon fell into a restless sleep.
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From: <Elaryn@a...>
Date: Fri Sep 17, 1999 9:43pm
Subject: Aftermath
  	
Like Elspeth Elsvetta, Elena Dierrian was terribly concerned for the blonde
prefect, Annalinde Chelverton, after her too-close encounter with the frog.
Cheerfully did she run and fetch the water at Elspeth's direction. She was
next sent to gather a cool, dampened washcloth with which to bathe the
victim's wrists and forehead.

Oh, Poor Miss Annalinde, thought Elena as she went about her errands. Who
could have done such a mean thing? She pondered this for a moment as she
waited for a maidservant to bring up a fresh pot of tea. And most blondes,
'tis true, would not wish to touch the horrid thing. And the Senior
brunettes would be far too chivalrous to perform such a prank (and especially
to a blonde prefect). And one of the new brunette bunnies would be too
timid. Elena agreed with the conclusion that one of the middle brunettes
must, in fact, be the culprit.

As she assisted her friend Elspeth, she found herself wanting to linger over
bathing the prefect's brow. She found she could not help but notice how
beautifully shaped Annalinde's lips were, or how her golden hair shone as it
lay upon her pillow, or how fair and fresh was her milky skin. And she bore
the aroma of flowers - a light, sweet scent that made Elena think of
Springtime and rainshowers and fresh, fragrant, beautiful gardens.

Long after Miss Annalinde retired, sending Elspeth and Elena forth with many
smiles, kisses and whispered thank you's, Elena lay awake in her bed,
thinking of Miss Annalinde - wonderful, precious, perfect Miss Annalinde.
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From: Tanya <Tanya@c...>
Date: Sat Sep 18, 1999 2:24am
Subject: Letter home
  	
From Tanya@c...




Dearest mummies,

I thought I just had to write and let you both know how I'm getting on at Avendale.. The first thing to say is that I miss you both terribly and how are my dear sisters Amanda, Clarissa and Rachel? How did Clarissa get on at her singing competition? I bet she really wowed them all !!
Avandale is such a beautiful school and one really gets a feeling of its' tradition and history as soon as one arrives. The grounds are so vast and harbour so many different and beautiful varieties of tree, shrub and flower. As for the school itself, I think I'm just beginning to find my way around without having to ask someone for directions at every turn. Everyone has been so very friendly and welcoming but you were right dearest mummies, it is very strict and much, much stricter than Abbeville. Despite this, I really do feel jolly at home here. Miss Maitland and the other mistresses keep a very tight reign on us girls but they always show such kindness and understanding. I'm afraid I got in to a bit of trouble with Miss Serelique for my uniform not being satisfactorily presentable and had to write a hundred lines for her, but apart from that, I've not had occasion to be ponished. I always try to remember what you taught me dearest mummies about always being obedient and showing respect to all mistresses and senior girls.
Talking of senior girls, my prefect's name is Annalinde Chelverton and she's been really helpful and reassuring during my first few days, She's arranged a tea party for all the new girls at Avendale and I hope to be baking a cake for it although I don't know if I'll be allowed as some of the girls recently used the kitchen without permission and nearly burnt it down !!
I do hope you are both well and please send lots of hugs and kisses to my sisters and say "hello" to the maids for me. I miss you all so much !!

Love
Georgina
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From: Malena Franklin <malena43@xxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Fri Sep 17, 1999 8:19pm
Subject: rumors in brunettes dorm
  	
Dear diary

Something terrible has happened. Some girl have placed a frog in Miss
Annalindes bed and that was awful done. Poor Miss Annalinde! I feel that it
was a very mean prank. Rumors are that some brunette girl did it and that
Miss Veronica will call us all to a meeting and press the guilty girl to
step forward. I feel so scared and everyone talks all around in dorm about
what Miss Veronica will do to get thruth on table
I remember with a tremble that hand strapping I recieved the other day and I
guess this time the guilty girl will not only have that but a sound spanking
and maybe a caning too......
So sad when we were planning soda meeting and teaparty and then this shadows
all school.

malena Franklin
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From: Ulalua Melenelia <openchar@xxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Sat Sep 18, 1999 5:03am
Subject: Test - please ignore
  	
This is a test
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From: <headmistress@xxxxxxxxx.xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx)>
Date: Sat Sep 18, 1954 5:55am
Subject: Ulalua Melenelia and N.P.C.s
  	
You may have been surprised to see the little test message from Ulalua
Melenelia. Miss Melenelia, I must explain, is the Hereditary Postmistress
to the Lesser Divisions of the Royal Court.

What has that to do with Avendale, you may ask. Well, when Avendale was
founded by Queen Anna Maria it was originally attached to the Court and
was, indeed primarily intended for the education of the daughters of
courtiers. It taught court manners and cutlure to future members of the
court - and since such members are of both sexes it was a mixed school.

While that is no longer the school's primary purpose, and while the
attachment between the school and the court is now little more than an
historical relic, Avendale is still comes within the province of certain
Court Officers.

What all this means in practical terms is that should a player wish to
animate a non-player character, rather than send the letter from her usual
address, she should send it through the Court Post Office - to which the
School still has the privilege of access according to its Charter.

Players who wish to do this should contact Miss Maybridge for details.

Dorothea Maitland
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From: <Carriebink@xxx.xxx>
Date: Sat Sep 18, 1999 2:08am
Subject: The Brunettes' Club
  	
Dear Diary,

How nice it was going to Delmonte's with Veronica and the other brunettes.
There weren't many of us but we were a very jolly party. Veronica is great
fun and we all had lots of jokes, and they play nice music there too.

We seem so outnumbered by blondes this year, it was nice to be all
brunettes together for a little while. If any one had told me last year I
should be at a mostly-blonde school I'd have shuddered, but actually I like
it very much, though I could wish there were a *few* more of us brunettes!

Malena and Sabrina are fine girls. Malena absolutely loved the ice-cream
sundaes. Well, we all did, but Malena just looked as if she was in Heaven.
I've never known any one like her for sweet things.

I was explaining about the games we play here, I mean I don't know about
Avendale but generally in this part of the world girls play netball, claquey,
lacrosse, tennis, sometimes cricket and there is something a bit like
baseball called rounders, but I don't know if Culverians would be too
impressed by that. Still, we thought we might try it if we were allowed..

It was a very jolly outing and I hope our Brunettes' Club can meet again
some time soon.

I must confess, though - I kept thinking about what Veronica said about
Jinjur and I. I mean, I *do* want to be a good influence on her and I'd
*hate* to be runette. So I must protect her from herself. Well, I shall try.
I hope it isn't too unbrunettely to have the little sneaking thought - who is
going to protect me?
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From: <MissSerelique@xxxxxxxxx.xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx)>
Date: Sat Sep 18, 1954 6:17am
Subject: Sunday's Lesson
  	
Owing to the - ahem - rather poor attendance at Friday's lesson, I shall be
teaching the Money Lesson on Sunday. I sincerely hope it will be better
attended this time. Those of you who have not yet done the preparatory
reading will find it at:

http://www.aristasia.com/avendale/money.html

Please come prepared to answer questions on it.
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From: School Girl <schoolgirl11@xxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Sat Sep 18, 1999 8:51am
Subject: Thanks
  	
Dear School,

Today is my first day out of bed for sometime. I sat here and read through
all the emails from school, I cried at the way you have all taken to me from
within the school environment, I was simply stunned by the messages, the
cards and your thoughts.

Thank you from the bottom of my heart.

I will return to casses, but not this week.

Love to all

Katie.
XXX
XX
X
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From: Nicola - 3rd Year Avendale <skoolgirl@xxxxxx.xxxxxxxxx.xx.xxx>
Date: Sat Sep 18, 1999 9:58am
Subject: Re: Thanks Katie
  	
Katie

although I do not as yet know you I'm so glad that you are better and
recovering well, I know how beastily it can be being ill

yours

Nikki
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From: Nicola - 3rd Year Avendale <skoolgirl@xxxxxx.xxxxxxxxx.xx.xxx>
Date: Sat Sep 18, 1999 10:15am
Subject: Annalinde bunnies tea party
  	
Miss Annalinde


what a super idea and so very kind of you offering to hold a tea party perhaps we can have it tomorrow (19th) before lessons if thats acceptable with you. Of corse it would be lovely to meet all the other bunnies in a informal gathering, the very idea has lifted my spirits greatly you are so very kind.

I hope that last evenings disagreeable incident has not upset you to much (surely the prank of some brunette) , I can not imagine such a horrid thing happening, the very thought makes me feel quiet faint trusting you have recovered your spirits I remain

yours truely


Nicola Bradford
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From: Tanya <Tanya@xxxxxxxxxxxxxxx.xxxxxxxxx.xx.xxx>
Date: Sat Sep 18, 1999 2:12pm
Subject: Dear Diary
  	
Diary entry for Georgina de la Falaise


September 18th, 1954


Dear Diary,


I think I've invented a simply super new game. The basic aim is to think of apposite adjectives to describe the sainted Miss Veronica Bellemont, especially after last evening's heroics vis a vis the "frog incident" in Miss Annalinde's bedroom. The rules are perfectly simple. You have to come up with a different adjective using each letter of the alphabet in its' proper order..
I'm usually not very good at this kind of thing but here goes anyway;

The adorable, brave, chilvalrous, divine, elegant, fearless, gallant, heroic, irreplaceable, jolie, kittenesque, luscious, miraculous, noble, ornate, photogenic, quintessential, rare, strict, true, unflappable, valiant, wondrous, xcellent (sorry about that one), youthful and zupendous Miss Veronica Bellemont.

I think I'm most definitely in love !! She is, of course, dear diary, all these things and more. I must try hard to think of a pretext upon which to go and see her in her room or perhaps do something which merits my being sent to see her for some infraction of the school rules. I knew I had a pash coming on the very first day at Avendale when she showed me round the school.
Anyway, dear diary, I must close now as I 've got to be in bed in ten minutes when Miss Annalinde comes in to turn out the lights..
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From: <Kitten1776@a...>
Date: Sat Sep 18, 1999 11:51am
Subject: In the Corridor
  	
Alexis awoke after a restless night's sleep with a start. She remembered the
previous night's excitement -- "the frog incident", as the other girls called
it -- and her stomach lurched. Tiptoeing so as to not awaken the other
girls, she started out into the corridor, just to walk the halls and clear
her head for a few moments before the rest of the dorm awoke.

Without realizing it, she found herself standing outside Miss Annalinde's
quarters. She stood there quietly, pondering how she could have done such an
awful thing. So deep in thought was she, that she didn't hear Miss Annalinde
stirring in her room, getting ready for the new day. Suddenly, the door
opened, and the guilty blonde stood face-to-face with her victim.

"G-Good morning, Miss Annalinde!" she muttered.

"Well, Good Morning, Alexis! Is everything alright? What brings you here so
early this morning?" queried the prefect.

"I-I-I was just...umm...stretching my legs before getting dressed, Miss
Annalinde" Alexis lied.

"I see. Perhaps you should be hurrying along then. You don't want to be
late for breakfast!"

"Yes, Miss Annalinde...Umm, Miss Annalinde?"

"Yes Alexis?"

"I heard about what happened last night. Are you alright? Do you know who
did it?", ventured the nervous Alexis.

"I was a bit shaken, but I am fine now, dear. No need to worry about me. We
haven't yet caught the culprit, but let me assure you, when we do find her,
she will be punished quite thoroughly! We can't have this kind of unladylike
behavior rampant in our school, and we shall make an example of the
culprit!", Miss Annalinde exclaimed.

"Yes, Miss Annalinde. I am g-glad to hear that you are well after the
incident. I had better be going now.", said Alexis as she hurriedly made her
way back to her quarters.

"Goodbye, Alexis" Annalinde called after her.
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From: Kadorienne <kadorian@b...>
Date: Sat Sep 18, 1999 5:42pm
Subject: Veronica to Annalinde
  	
Dear Annalinde,

Thank you so much for your invitation. I would be happy to attend your
"bunny tea".

I don't think you're at all silly for suggesting that you and I might
stand as blonde and brunette mother for the bunnies. The situations do
have a certain similarity that I'm sure many girls will sense, and
having a blonde and a brunette older girl with authority will probably
make them feel more as if they were at home.

And don't worry about that frog. I've been questioning certain brunettes
-- as Claudia Rains would say, "the usual suspects" -- and sooner or
later we will discover the culprit. I have also allowed certain rumors
to begin about what I will do to anyone who commits any "copy-cat"
crimes!

I understand Katie Webster will be back in school next week. Annalinde,
I must talk to her. She went and declared that she was in love with me
in front of everyone! You and I both know that bunny crushes on older
girls, especially prefects, are not unusual, but stating it publicly
like that is going too far. I will have to explain to her that it's only
a crush, and so on. It seems awful to have to tell her this right after
she's been ill, though. I was wondering if you could give me any blonde
advice about how to talk to her about this. I'd greatly appreciate it.

Sincerely,

Veronica Bellemont
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From: <MissJoans@b...>
Date: Sat Sep 18, 1999 9:39pm
Subject: Miss Joans' Art History Class
  	
(Miss Elizabeth Joans glides into the classroom. The pupils stand up respectfully.
Miss Joans waves airily at them and they are seated.

(Miss Joans dresses in the formal style of any schoolmistress, but with a few
touches that set her apart. Her skirts are longer and more flowing. While other
mistresses wear short necklaces with small, understated pendants or perhaps watches,
Miss Joans wears long strings of many-colored beads. Like most mistresses, her
blonde hair is pulled back in a chignon, but it is parted in the middle, in the
style of a Spaniard.

(As Miss Joans speaks, she gestures dramatically with her hands, which are adorned
with long painted nails and many rings.)

Now girls, you must all listen and open yourselves, because in my class today you
are to experience Art. Art is the highest manifestation of Maid. It is what sets
her apart from Dea's other creatures. Some of you, with the half-formed cleverness
of youth, may temporarily believe that Art is unimportant because you do not need
it in order to physically live. But with maturity you will realize that without
Art, in its lower manifestations if not its higher ones.

Carrie, darling, I know that you are a bundle of young brunette energy, but kindly
put that energy into listening to what I say and not into fidgeting in your seat.

The lower manifestations of Art are the ones which we encounter the most in
everyday life, and they are the ones which will likely be the most appealing to
most of you, since you are young and your tastes have not been especially rarefied.
Understand, darlings, I am not maligning your youth. The lesser manifestations
of Art are worthy of respect. Not everyone may create or appreciate the highest
Art in every moment of life. Every cinema and soda fountain cannot have the works
of Micah Angela on its ceiling. But you find the appearance of cinemas and soda
fountains pleasing, do you not? Of course you do. Such design is a lesser Art, and
if no one knew that and mastered it the trivia of everyday life would be grim and
ugly indeed. Lower Arts -- so also are popular songs. And the design of everyday
clothes, as opposed to formal wear. And cosmetics. My darlings, every morning when
you paint your fresh young faces, you are being Artists.

But Ariadne, this moment is not the time for you to be an Artist. Put your lipstick
inside your desk and attend me.

As to the higher manifestations of Art -- they are what this class is about, and
they are what you all probably think of when you hear the word Art. Lesser Art is
the music of Benita Goodman; higher Art is the music of Rachmaninoff. Lesser Art
is a soda fountain; higher Art is the Great Pyramid. Lesser Art is a magazine
advertisement; higher Art is the work of Leonarda da Vinci.

Jinjur! Will you sit properly in my class! Come up here at once!

(Jinjur obediently adjusts her skirt, which has ridden up to expose rather more
leg than necessary, and walks to the front of the class.)

Jinjur, what in Dea's name is the matter with you? You have the talent to be a
fine Artist yourself. When will you begin to apply yourself? Have you no reverence
for the divine creative force with which Dea has been kind enough to endow you?
And you squirm in your seat and allow your uniform to become disarranged while
the sacred subject of Art is being discussed! Bend over my desk!

(Jinjur bends over the desk. Miss Joans snatches up her paddle, grasps the hem of
Jinjur's gymslip and tosses both skirt and petticoat up over Jinjur's back.
Without deigning to comment on Jinjur's non-regulation pink satin knickers, which
transfix the brunette half of the class, with the exception of Veronica who
gallantly looks out the window, Miss Joans delivers several furious smacks to
Jinjur's bottom. Jinjur cries out under the blows a number of times. When her
fury is abated, Miss Joans tosses the paddle back onto her desk.)

Go and sit back down, child, and hope that you are one step closer to being
hammered and fired into a worthy vessel for your Art.

(Jinjur straightens, smooths her gymslip back into place, and puts her hammered
and fired bottom back into her chair.)

I expect better behavior from all of you in two weeks. Because in two weeks, my
darlings, we will all be visiting the Llangollen Museum of Art in Marybridge. We
are very lucky to be so close to such a noble institution. Some of the finest
works of Art in the Empire are housed there. It includes Art from every province.
This will allow you to compare the purity of works from Amazonia with the
complexity of Western Art.

Now, darlings, you are all to read the first chapter in your Art History book
tonight. Those of you who are also in my drawing and painting classes --- are
you listening, Jinjur? -- will find that contemplating the works of the Great
Mistresses of Art will add depth to your own work, humble as it may be. Class is
dismissed.

(Miss Joans sinks into her chair, ignoring the girls as they file out of the
room, rapt in contemplation of the subject of Art.)
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From: <jinjur@a...>
Date: Sat Sep 18, 1999 10:01pm
Subject: Jinjur's Diary
  	
Dear Diary,

My nightdress is saved! Of course, Miss Maitland, the old dragon, is insisting
on keeping it for herself until the end of term. But I'll get it back then, and
the horrid stain is gone and my nightdress is as beautiful as ever! I think that
when I get it back I'll take it home and leave it there. I would just die if
anything happened to it again. Elena said I should write Miss Maitland a
thank-you note for getting it fixed, which I did, but I never would have thought
of it. Most blondes think of things like that. Why don't I?

I'm starting to think that maybe I shouldn't be a blonde. When Joan and I went
dancing with our hair colors reversed, I really enjoyed dancing with all the
blondes, and kissing them. And pinching them. I don't generally like blondes all
that much unless I can pinch them. Most of them are so soppy and wishy-washy,
scared of their own shadows. Elena is kind of like that, but it's different
somehow. I guess that when she says all those really sweet things, she really
means them, but most blondes just like the way they sound.

And Diary, it's so unfair. I didn't want to risk getting into big trouble again
so soon by going out with Joan, and I don't really like her anymore anyway, but
she blackmailed me! She said that if I didn't do it she would tell Carrie all
about the things I've done with her and Suzanne. If Carrie knew, she wouldn't
have anything more to do with me, I know it! And I'm finding that I like her
more and more. She's fun and smart and good-looking and I like the way she treats
me. If I let her even kiss me, she thinks that it's a privilege.

I guess that's what they mean when they say that brunettes don't respect blondes
who let them take liberties. They start taking you for granted and don't do
anything nice for you. I never paid much attention to all that guff about a
blonde's reputation, but now I'm beginning to see what they mean. A reputation
has the very practical purpose of controlling brunettes.

But why does it have to be that way? A brunette can press blondes to let her
take liberties all she wants, and she might get her face slapped (or even get
caned if Veronica the Straight-Laced catches her at it), but it won't do a thing
to her reputation. Everyone just says, "Ah, brunettes will be brunettes." But if
a blonde lets her take any of those same liberties, she's a fast blonde and
brunettes think they can do whatever they want with her.

Oh, it's beastly unfair, but I can't change it, so I'll just have to play the
game and do my best to fool everyone into thinking I'm a demure little blonde.

Jinjur J. Quinbury
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From: Ulalua Melenelia <openchar@h...>
Date: Sun Sep 19, 1954 4:32am
Subject: A Physical Manifestation
  	
Hello. This letter comes by kind permission of the Royal Postmistress (I
think that is her title, Lady Melenelia. But I am not her. I mean, I am not
she. She just sends these things. Well, I don't suppose she does really,
but some office that she probably visits once a year does. I mean, I doubt
if Ulalua, Lady Melenelia sits in an office redirecting letters to
Avendale. It wouldn't be quite the thing, would it?

Anyway, all that is by the bye. My name is Linda and I wanted to tell you
about something rather interesting. Some of you may know that we have plans
for some *physical* meetings of Avendale for those in England, Telluria.
They aren't imminent (though if you want to know more about them, do ask
Miss Maybridge - don't send letters back to Ulalua Merevendra because
goodness knows *where* they'll end up.

But anyway, that is only by way of preamble. I wanted to tell you about a
small Avendale encounter that happened on the physical rather than the
Elektraspatial plane, if you know what I mean. To go for a moment behind
the scenes (which is always dreadful, but it will help you understand), we
set up a little cafe in the drawing room. We put on some Quirinelle music
and no one knew what characters they might encounter.

So I was Linda, a sixth-form girl from Avendale, and the cafe was
Lucia's. Not my usual cafe, I should say, but it was late in the evening
and nothing else was open. I had missed the school meal (I was out on an
exeat for an interview) and wanted something to eat before going back to
bed.

I had been to Lucia's by day before, but never at this time. Fortunately
it was quiet, but it had a strange, rather depressing atmosphere [curious
how, once you arrange a "set" for Life Theatre it takes on an atmosphere of
its own which you may not have planned]. One other customer entered. A tall
brunette. Not at all a Lucia's customer. She asked to sit at my table,
though there were others free - but they looked so bleak I did not blame
her for gravitating toward company. She did not look at all like a
predatory brunette, so I agreed.

We ordered burgers. I had a milk shake and she a hot chocolate. The milk
shake was not a thick whizzy one like those at Delmonte's. Just flavoured
milk, but quite pleasant. The other customer complained about the chocolate
to me. She said it tasted thin and peculiar [it was a new brand we had
tried and turned out to be not very pleasant]. The service was also poor.
On more than one occasion we had to go out to the kitchen ourselves to get
things. It all added to the rather tawdry atmosphere.

My companion asked me about myself. I was out of uniform and I don't
think she knew I was a schoolgirl. At first I hedged. When she asked if I
lived near here I told her no, but I was staying here. I almost wanted to
tell her an interesting story about myself, but then my nerve failed and I
told her the truth. I was at school - but I was old enough not to be. I was
going on to Milchford.

She liked the food, though said it wasn't really her sort of thing. I
said it wasn't mine either. We both said we were only eating here because
nowhere else seemed to be open.

She paid for me without asking me about it - just settled with the
waitress - and then left with a pleasant goodbye.

I wonder if we shall meet again. It was a curious encounter with a very
powerful atmosphere. And the first physical manifestation - not of Avendale
exactly, but of something in its vicinity.
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From: <openchar@xxxxxxx.xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx)>
Date: Sun Sep 19, 1999 10:01am
Subject: Miss Poindexter and Ariadne
  	
Miss Poindexter was in heaven. Finally, the young blonde she had been
longing for was with her, here, in her room. Ariadne and she were alone,
together. Holding the girl's hand, she gazed into her eyes, stroked her
lily-white skin, and kissed her gently on her tender lips. Her heart was
full of love and passion and desire and oh- it was almost painful how much
she adored this girl. And finally they were together. After so long. So
much waiting and yearning - she would take Ariadne away, they would be
married, they would be together - she would delight in her love, always,
she would care for her and be close to her. No more lonely days and
tortured nights, the passion welling up within her breast, hurting, - oh
how much it could hurt. Lost in the sea of Ariadne's beautiful eyes, these
were Miss Poindexter's thoughts. This girl, so beautiful to behold, so
innocent, so charming... again their lips met, her embrace became more
passionate, her love flowing, strongly, tenderly....
It is of moments like these that dreams are made...

"Ring, ring, ringgggggg"

"Ring, ring, ringgggggg"

Miss Poindexter awoke with a start. She looked around her, confused, -
frightened, almost. And then she sighed. A dream. All a dream. When she
closed her eyes she could still see the image, the divine image of Ariadne,
Ariadne, her one and only, slowly fading... "don't go," she begged, "please
don't go..."

Another day. How would she survive. With an aching heart she attended to
her *toilette*, and made ready for the day ahead...
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From: <headmistress@xxxxxxxxx.xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx)>
Date: Sun Sep 19, 1954 11:35am
Subject: I.R.C. Protocol
  	
I hope most of you will be able to attend tonight's lesson. Please remember
the protocols for naming yourselves.

Also, a point which will be added to the protocol page is that whenever
players are on channel #avendale - even when class is not in session - they
should stay in character. For example if some one asks where you come from
the answer is where your character comes from in Aristasia, not where the
player comes from (should they incorrectly ask where you are, the answer is
"at Avendale, of course!).

Private messaging should not be used except for urgent out-of-context
matters. Whispering to other characters can be done as an action - and is
obviously at one's own risk when a mistress is presiding.

If girls are still having trouble with I.R.C. they should contact Miss
Maybridge.

Dorothea Maitland
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From: <MissSerelique@xxxxxxxxx.xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx)>
Date: Sun Sep 19, 1954 2:17pm
Subject: LOGS 19/9/54 - Money Lesson
  	
<MissSer> I shall call the register again
<MissSer> ariadne
<ariadne> Present! Miss S.
* malenaF looks worried and push note deeper in blouse
<MissSer> Elena
<elena_d> Present, Miss.
<MissSer> Annalinde
<Annalinde> Present, miss
<MissSer> Malena
<malenaF> Present Miss
<MissSer> Good. We all seem to be present *and* correct.
<MissSer> Very well. Who can tell me how many shillings are in a pound
<ariadne> A pound of what, please, Miss Serelique?
* elena_d raises hand
<malenaF> raise hand
<MissSer> elena
<elena_d> There are twenty shillings to the pound, MIss.
<MissSer> good. And Malena, how many pennies in a shilling
* ariadne blushes, mumbling, "O, *that* sort of pound!
<malenaF> There are twelve pennies to a shilling Miss
<MissSer> good girl
* malenaF push note deeper in
<MissSer> So if we buy some sweets for 9d
<MissSer> and give a shilling to the shopkeeper
<MissSer> What change will she give us?
<MissSer> Malena what is that in your blouse?
* elena_d raises hand
<MissSer> elena
* malenaF raise hand
* ariadne raises hand
<elena_d> WOuld she give us 11d in change, Miss?
* malenaF deep red in face
<MissSer> Oh, no elena
<MissSer> Malena
* elena_d turns red and bites lip thnking, oh dear...
<malenaF> 3 peenies Miss
* malenaF blushes so
* ariadne wriggles hand in the air
<MissSer> Yes Malena
<MissSer> And how do we write it?
<MissSer> ariadne?
* malenaF look at note discreetly
<MissSer> Malena - I have asked you before. What are you fiddling with?
<ariadne> Well, *I* should have said 12 Farthings, Miss. It looks like more
and jingles more in one's purse.
<malenaF> redfaced.....hands takes out note
<MissSer> Ariadne - I wads coming in a moment to what coins we might receive.
<MissSer> But I am glad you got the number right. Good girl.
* malenaF ashamed
<MissSer> Malena. This is very silly of you. Bring that note to me and come
to the front
* elena_d is mortified at having given wrong answer and carefully reads
Miss Serelique's lesson again.
<MissSer> Now who can tell me how we should write three pennies - say if it
were on a price tag.
* ariadne raises hand
* elena_d raises hand
<MissSer> elena
<elena_d> ::nervously:: Miss, we would write it as '3d'
<MissSer> Yes, that is right elena
* elena_d gives Miss Serelique a big, relieved smile and feels ever so much
more clever.
<MissSer> Now, Ariadne has correctly told us that we might receive twelve
farthings. How else might 3d be paid?
<MissSer> Malena - hold out your hand please.
* ariadne raises mand
<MissSer> ariadne
<ariadne> A thruppenny, Miss?
<MissSer> Yes, that is right.
<MissSer> Elena tell me another way.
<MissSer> Malena, I am waiting.
* elena_d raises hand
<MissSer> elena
*** malena12 (newmalen1@d...) has joined channel #Avendale
<malena12> back Miss tears in face
<MissSer> malena, hold out your hand
* malena12 holds out left hand trembling
* MissSer takes out her strap and delivers a surprisingly hard stroke on
Malena's hand
<malena12> aaaaaiiiiiii jumps from feet to feet hurts so
<elena_d> Miss, one might pay it with a tupp'nce and a penny...
<MissSer> That is all Malena. Please sit down. And no more fiddling.
*** Signoff: malenaF (Read error to malenaF[d212-151-241-68.swipnet.se]:
Connection reset by peer)
* malena12 tears in face walks back tears running
* elena_d bites lower lip in sympathy for Malena's pain
<MissSer> No, Elena. There is no such thing as a tuppence. Tuppence is a
sum, but not a coin.
<elena_d> I am sorry, Miss...
* malena12 sits down and left little hand aches so and shame in face
<MissSer> Try again.
<elena_d> Three pennies, Miss?
<MissSer> Yes. Three pennies
<MissSer> Malena can you give us another way of paying 3d?
* elena_d thinks that Western money is harder than it would first appear...
* Annalinde raises hand
<malena12> swallow
<MissSer> Yes Annalinde.
<malena12> 6 halfpennies Miss....tearfilled voice
<Annalinde> Please, miss - I have not been answering as I have been here a
long time and I think I know the money.
<Annalinde> Is that right?
<MissSer> Yes dear. We are very rudimentary at present.
<MissSer> I shall ask you something later.
<MissSer> Malena - yes, that is right.
* malena12 blushes more of pride now then tears
<MissSer> Good. I think you all have the general idea.
<MissSer> If I say seven and six, what do I mean?
* ariadne raises hand
<MissSer> Yes, Ariadne.
* malena12 raise hand
<ariadne> Um, Seven shillings sixpence?
* elena_d raises hand
<MissSer> That is right. Have you had a lot of experience at our local shops?
<MissSer> elena?
* elena_d thinks, oh good - I DID have it correct.
<ariadne> Very little, Miss Serelique.
<MissSer> Now, how do we write seven shillings and sixpence?
<elena_d> Miss, I would have also said seven shillings, six pence - 7/6d
* malena12 feels throbbing pain from strap on left hand
<MissSer> Correct Elena.
<MissSer> Can any one give me another way?
* ariadne raises hand
<MissSer> ariadne
<ariadne> Seven and six, Miss S.
<MissSer> Yes, ariadne - I really meant in figures though
<MissSer> How would you write seven and six in figures (I mean, exactly that)
<malena12> raise hand
* ariadne raises hand
<MissSer> malena
<malena12> 7/6d Miss Serelique
<MissSer> We have already had that malena. Ariadne?
<ariadne> 7/6, Miss S
* malena12 blushes
<MissSer> Yes - literally seven and six - as opposed to 7/6d which is
literally seven and sixpence
<MissSer> Now, I don't think it was in my notes, but if we wanted to write
literally seven shillings and sixpence, what would we say?
<MissSer> I mean write!
<MissSer> Annalinde, would you like to answer?
<Annalinde> 7s6d, miss
<MissSer> Yes, 7s 6d (there should be a space between)
<MissSer> So there are three ways of writing that sum - or any sum of
shillings and pence.
<MissSer> Now if some one gives us a florin, a shilling, three pennies and
three halfpennies, what sum have we?
<malena12> raise hand
* ariadne rasies hand
<MissSer> Malena
<malena12> 3s 6d Miss Serelique
<MissSer> no, malena - you weren't far wrong
<MissSer> Ariadne
* malena12 bite lip
<ariadne> Three shilling thruppence hay'pni
<ariadne> shillings
<MissSer> Yes, Ariadne
* malena12 look admiring at ariadne
<MissSer> The sum is right, but the expression not idiomatic. Who can tell
me how to say it?
<MissSer> Elena, can you try?
<elena_d> Yes, Miss - 3s 3d 1/2d ::hopes this is correct::
<MissSer> Elena - two comments here.
<elena_d> ::thinks, oh dear...:: Yes, Miss?
<MissSer> Oh - by the way, the sum *wasn't* right - but we skhall continue
with this amount for now
<MissSer> Now I wanted idiomatic speech not notation. The notation is
*nearly* right.
<MissSer> but we do not repeat the d.
<MissSer> It should be 3s 3 1/2d
<MissSer> But how do we say it?
<MissSer> Annalinde
<Annalinde> Three and thruppence hayp'ni, miss
* elena_d is feeling quite stupid right now...
<MissSer> Yes.
<MissSer> You see, ariadne was nearly right - and curiously the only bit
she got wrong was the thing we had just been discussing. Remember seven and
six?
<MissSer> Just an "and" between shillings and pence in speech.
<MissSer> Now who can tell me the correct answer to the sum?
* ariadne raises hand
<malena12> raise hand
<MissSer> remember, one florin, one shilling, three pennies and three
halfpennies
* elena_d raises hand
<MissSer> malena
<malena12> 3 s 4½d Miss serelique
<MissSer> Correct malena
* malena12 smiles
<MissSer> <at least I am assuming the mu sign that appears on my ordinator
is a half!>
<MissSer> Elena, was that what you were going to say?
<elena_d> Miss, I was going to say, three and fourpence hayp'ni.
<MissSer> good. Both sum and idiom.
* elena_d could see the 1/2 on her ordinator
* elena_d smiles, feeling a little less dumb and confused
<MissSer> <I think ordinators work differently>
<MissSer> Now I am pleased with all of you.
* malena12 looks at red hand
<MissSer> We are having a few problems, but I think you have the gist of this.
* ariadne raises hand
<MissSer> ariadne
<ariadne> Miss Serelique. I noticed there is no mention of Guineas. I
thought Gentilmaids paid their debts in Guineas.
<MissSer> They do indeed
<MissSer> A guinea is not a coin or a note
<malena12> raise hand
<MissSer> But it is used as a unit in certain transactions - horse
auctions, for example, and expensive dress shops.
<MissSer> malena?
* elena_d is taking notes
<malena12> may i be excused Miss? i have meeting with schoolnurse
<MissSer> However, I deliberately did not mention guineas as they might
make things even more confusing.
<MissSer> You may go Malena. Thank you for attending.
* elena_d smiles at Malena as she departs
<malena12> thank You Miss for lesson and I am sorry........
* MissSer smiles at Malena.
<malena12> I was so nervous
<MissSer> You did very well, dear.
<MissSer> Who can tell me what a guinea is?
<malena12> curtsey blushing
<malena12> Goodbye
*** malena12 (newmalen1@d...) has left channel #Avendale
* ariadne raises hand
<MissSer> ariadne
* elena_d shakes head sadly, having only vaguely heard the term before
<ariadne> It is a pound with an extra shilling tacked on for good measure
* elena_d 's pen is poised, ready to write...
<MissSer> Don't look sad, Elena. It isn't part of the lesson - just an aside.
<MissSer> Yes. a guinea is twenty-one shillings.
<MissSer> At one time there were guinea coins.
<MissSer> They were pure gold. But we no longer have them
* elena_d remembers having read of such... Golden Guineas
<MissSer> Who can think of another coin we used to have?
<MissSer> It is quite easy, because we still have half of it!
* elena_d raises hand
<MissSer> elena
<elena_d> ::smiling:: Would that be a Crown, Miss?
<MissSer> A crown, that is right. And how much would a crown be worth?
* ariadne raises hand.
<MissSer> ariadne?
<ariadne> Five shillings, Miss?
<MissSer> That is right.
* ariadne raises hand again
<MissSer> What relation has five shillings to a pound?
* elena_d raises hand
<MissSer> elena
<elena_d> Miss, would that be one quarter of a pound? ::hope I'm right::
<MissSer> Yes, a quarter of a pound.
* elena_d grins and catches lower lip ::whew!::
* ariadne 's hand still raised.
<MissSer> In old times a pound was a great deal of money. People often
dealt in crowns.
<MissSer> Ariadne?
<ariadne> Miss. S, what is the difference between a sovereign and a pound?
<MissSer> A sovereign is a pound.
<ariadne> Is that like a quid, then, Miss S.?
<MissSer> But sovereign really refers to another coin we no longer use. The
gold sovereign.
<MissSer> That was in use until quite recently, unlike the crown and the guinea.
<MissSer> And we still find gold sovereigns in Arcadia and parts of the east.
<MissSer> Quid is slang for a pound. Sovereign is not slang.
* ariadne raises hand
<MissSer> Ariadne?
* elena_d remembers reading of golden sovreigns, too.
<ariadne> Were not the imperial mints very busy, then, Miss S? Producing so
many different kinds of coins at once?
<ariadne> Are not?
<MissSer> They would not have had all the coins we have. They did not have
the florin, for example.
<MissSer> Or the threepenny piece
<MissSer> though at one time there was a fourpenny piece called a groat.
* elena_d remembers reading of 'groats' too
<MissSer> In fact there is an Arcadian joke you may enjoy.
<MissSer> If Arcadia were to become a republic, who would lose most - the
queen or her people?
<MissSer> The answer is - the people would lose most. The queen would only
lose a crown, but they would lose a sovereign.
* ariadne begins humming "Mairsy Groats and Dosey Groats"
* elena_d laughs
<MissSer> Ariadne, class is nearly over, but please do not sing until it is.
* elena_d thinks, and of course, there are buckwheat groats, but that is a
cereal...
<ariadne> Sorry, Miss S.
<MissSer> One last question for Elena
<elena_d> Yes, Miss?
<MissSer> Back to our five shillings - hoe would we say that in slang terms?
<MissSer> how
<elena_d> Miss, would one say, "Five bob"?
<MissSer> That is right, Elena.
<MissSer> Thank you girls. I am pleased. You have clearly done your prep well.
* elena_d grins very broadly at Miss Serelique
*** MissSer has changed the topic on #Avendale to ClassDismissed
<MissSer> Class is dismissed now
* ariadne stands
* elena_d breathes a sigh of relief, feeling far less stupid
* elena_d stands, too
<elena_d> Thank you, Miss Serelique. ::curtseys::
<MissSer> Now, has any one anything to ask me before I leave?
<ariadne> No, Miss Serelique. Ought I to have?
<MissSer> No - only in case you had!
<MissSer> Goodbye girls.
<ariadne> Goodbye, Miss S.
<elena_d> Good bye, Miss. Thank you very much.
<ariadne> Thank you, too.
<Annalinde> Goodbye, miss Thank you
*** MissSer (MissSereli@212-46-129-105.saturn.ispc.net) has left channel
#Avendale
<ariadne> Goodbye, Elena.
<elena_d> Alas, I, too must depart.
*** Signoff: ariadne ([Ariadne departs])
<Annalinde> Goodbye, Elena
<elena_d> Good bye, Miss Annalinde.
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From: <openchar@xxxxxxx.xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx)>
Date: Sun Sep 19, 1954 2:23pm
Subject: Miss Poindexter's Dilemma
  	
Miss Poindexter was more miserable than usual today. She was beggining to
feel that there was no point to anything anymore. She passed Ariadne, who
was laughing with her friends, and wondered, "what would this child think
if she knew my torment?", she watched her perfect lips forming their words,
her voice, like sweet music, haunting her, her blonde hair, oh - how she
longed to touch that hair. When Ariadne said "hello, Miss", Miss
Poindexter's heart missed a beat at those words, like the caressing hands
of a lover, so perfect, so beautiful, she muttered, "hello, Ariadne,
behaving?" Her answer, amid silvery laughter, "but of *course*, Miss". Miss
Poindexter wanted to faint. She hurried on, to prepare her next lesson.

Tears came to Miss Poindexter's eyes as she pored over her books. Her mind
was unclear, her hands shaking. Was this really *love*, and if so, why is
it so terrible? The vision of Ariadne haunted her every moment, in dreams
and in waking. There was no escape. As if under a spell, this girl owned
her, and there was no one to tell, no one to turn to. Sometimes Ariadne was
her reason for living, she thought of what it would be like if Ariadne were
to notice her, to come to her one day... how she would take the girl's
slight frame in her arms... The daydreams were endless.. she was lost in
her thoughts of this girl, she could hear her voice, hear her laughter...

Miss Poindexter suddenly sat up. This would not do. This would not do at
all. She had been in love before, and she had gotten over it. -Oh, but this
is different. Ariadne is different, she is a young lady, not a mere *girl*.
She is perfection and beauty personified, she is the only one, the only
one, and yet she knew nothing of Miss Poindexter and these impassioned
thoughts. She was merely another Mistress, and not a very interesting one,
to boot.

"Very well," she said to herself, "if I am not going to forget her, I must
make her love me, she must notice me, she must feel drawn to me. Yes, I
must make her love me. I care not for the consequences, nothing can be a
more bitter hell than this torment".

This resolution made, Miss Poindexter sat down to her books, and quickly
prepared her next lesson. Then she wondered what she would do. Should she
tell the girl? Perhaps that would seem too forward. Should she write a
letter to her? Maybe that would be best. It wouldn't put the girl in such
an awkward position.

A letter. She would write it tonight, when she was gripped by her passion,
when the desire became so strong that she felt her heart would burst forth
from her breast. That is when she would write to the girl.

Until then, she told herself. Until tonight.
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From: <openchar@xxxxxxx.xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx)>
Date: Sun Sep 19, 1999 2:25pm
Subject: Miss Poindexter's Dilemma
  	
Miss Poindexter was more miserable than usual today. She was beggining to
feel that there was no point to anything anymore. She passed Ariadne, who
was laughing with her friends, and wondered, "what would this child think
if she knew my torment?", she watched her perfect lips forming their words,
her voice, like sweet music, haunting her, her blonde hair, oh - how she
longed to touch that hair. When Ariadne said "hello, Miss", Miss
Poindexter's heart missed a beat at those words, like the caressing hands
of a lover, so perfect, so beautiful, she muttered, "hello, Ariadne,
behaving?" Her answer, amid silvery laughter, "but of *course*, Miss". Miss
Poindexter wanted to faint. She hurried on, to prepare her next lesson.

Tears came to Miss Poindexter's eyes as she pored over her books. Her mind
was unclear, her hands shaking. Was this really *love*, and if so, why is
it so terrible? The vision of Ariadne haunted her every moment, in dreams
and in waking. There was no escape. As if under a spell, this girl owned
her, and there was no one to tell, no one to turn to. Sometimes Ariadne was
her reason for living, she thought of what it would be like if Ariadne were
to notice her, to come to her one day... how she would take the girl's
slight frame in her arms... The daydreams were endless.. she was lost in
her thoughts of this girl, she could hear her voice, hear her laughter...

Miss Poindexter suddenly sat up. This would not do. This would not do at
all. She had been in love before, and she had gotten over it. -Oh, but this
is different. Ariadne is different, she is a young lady, not a mere *girl*.
She is perfection and beauty personified, she is the only one, the only
one, and yet she knew nothing of Miss Poindexter and these impassioned
thoughts. She was merely another Mistress, and not a very interesting one,
to boot.

"Very well," she said to herself, "if I am not going to forget her, I must
make her love me, she must notice me, she must feel drawn to me. Yes, I
must make her love me. I care not for the consequences, nothing can be a
more bitter hell than this torment".

This resolution made, Miss Poindexter sat down to her books, and quickly
prepared her next lesson. Then she wondered what she would do. Should she
tell the girl? Perhaps that would seem too forward. Should she write a
letter to her? Maybe that would be best. It wouldn't put the girl in such
an awkward position.

A letter. She would write it tonight, when she was gripped by her passion,
when the desire became so strong that she felt her heart would burst forth
from her breast. That is when she would write to the girl.

Until then, she told herself. Until tonight.
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From: Malena Franklin <malena43@xxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Sun Sep 19, 1999 8:51am
Subject: to Miss Serelique
  	
Dear Miss Serelique

Thank You for so good lesson on Aristisian money. I learned a lot and felt
so ashamed for taking that note with me. I was so nervous for lesson so I
did this stupid thing. I did deserve that hard strap on hand Miss. I
understand that was cheating now Miss.
My hand is still throbbing of pain when sitting here writing this letter of
excuse but my heart more of shame of my stupid acting.
I really learned a lesson and I will never do it again.
If You want me to write lines on saturdays free time please tell me if You
feel I deseve it.
Yours regretting
malena Franklin
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From: <Kitten1776@xxx.xxx>
Date: Sun Sep 19, 1999 5:20pm
Subject: (no subject)
  	
Alexis sat munching a delicious apple in the shade of the willow tree. It
was a perfect day. The sun shone and a gentle breeze blew. She observed
several handsome brunettes as they passed her on the dirt path.

It was a perfect day, yet her heart was heavy -- heavy with the guilt of her
crime. She tried not to think about it. She thought of being at home,
spending time with her cousins. She remembered with a smile baking biscuits
with Blonde Mummy's help. Oh, to be back home right now, with no worries.
Alexis was still rather homesick. A tear ran down her cheek.

Lost in thought, Alexis did not notice the brunette prefect approach.

"Are you alright?", the prefect inquired. Recognizing the uniform of a
prefect, Alexis rose to her feet.

Hastily wiping her cheek, Alexis responded, "Yes, I am fine, ummm...?"

"Veronica Bellemont", she replied, anticipating Alexis' next question. "And
you are?"

"My name is Alexis Harrington. It is nice to meet you, Miss Veronica."

"And it is nice to meet you, Alexis. If you need anything, please let me or
Miss Annalinde know. Are you rather homesick?"

"A little, Miss Veronica."

"I'm rather certain that the homesickness will pass very soon, dear. Keep
your chin up!" encouraged the prefect.

"Thank you, Miss Veronica."

"I must be going. Remember what I said -- we're here if you need anything."
The prefect continued on her way.

Alexis sat again under willow and gazed upon the shapely form of the prefect.
Alexis' thoughts did not return to home that afternoon!
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From: Tanya <Tanya@xxxxxxxxxxxxxxx.xxxxxxxxx.xx.xxx>
Date: Mon Sep 20, 1999 4:13am
Subject: Alexis' Dilemma
  	
From Tanya@c...


An angry black rain cloud appeared in the Avendale sky and Alexis decided she would return inside the main building as the temperature suddenly began to drop. She had forgotten to take a cardigan with her. She made her way to the dorm and lay down on her bed hoping against hope for some inspiration whereby she would be able to resolve her dilemma incurring the least amount of collateral damage.

She knew she had done wrong and she knew she would have to be punished but was there a chance she just might be able to get away with it?.She then remembered with a shudder that she felt at the time that someone had seen her. In any case, did she really want to get away with it? Would it not be better to own up and admit it was indeed she who had placed the frog in Miss Annalinde's room? If she followed this course of action, would not her ultimate punishment be less severe for having admittet to the crime? If, on the other hand, she waited only to be found out later, her punishment would surely be greater. There was also the ignominy of being considered a coward by her fellow pupils for not having owned up, not to mention her headmistress and the other mistresses.

As she stared up at the high ceiling, another thought occured to her. In her heart, she knew she really needed to be punished as a way of cleansing her heart and conscience of her guilt. She knew from her own experience that each time she had received chastisement for her misdemeanors, she had felt purified in some strange and arcane way. Her soul had been cleansed and the proverbial slate had been wiped completely clean. She had felt a sense of spiritual renewal, indeed one which enabled her to once again embrace the world and all its' wonders and joys.

At least an hour had passed and Alexis thought she had come to a decision. Yes, she resolved to go and confess all to Miss Annalinde and brave the consequences. She got up from her bed, washed, tidied herself, checked the seams of her stockings were completely straight and made her way along the corridor to where Miss Annalinde's room was. On reaching her destination, she stopped and hesitated. She could feel her heart beating so very fast. "Oh, what to do?", she thought.
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From: <Elaryn@xxx.xxx>
Date: Mon Sep 20, 1999 4:54am
Subject: A Letter to My Sister
  	
A Letter from Elena Dierrian to her Sister:

Dearest Elder Sister,

Hugs and kisses from your younger sister, Elena. I am here at Avendale
School for Young Ladies here in faraway Quirinelle. It is a strange land, to
be sure, but also very beautiful. One find the most amazing contraptions
here - marvels one would not think possible. I would purchase one with my
speding money and send you one, as I know how you love to tinker, but I am
told that the devices of the West will not operate in the East.

There is this thing called a 'mixer.' It is used for mixing ingredients
together. There seem to be two types: a small one that one uses by holding
in one's hand, and a very large one that sits upon the countertop. I have
actually utilised the small one, for the other day, a friend I have made here
and I baked a version of Spiced Raisin Loaves. They turned out passably
well, though I fear we made a dreadful mess of the kitchen. The small mixer
consists of three parts: a smal, boxlike body, which has a long tail
protruding from its behind. At the front are two small holes. The tail is
plugged into a pair of parallel slits in the wall. A tame form of lightning
issues from these slits. I have not yet grasped how this works, dear Sister,
nor do I know if I ever shall. When I asked my good friend, Ariadne, if they
had, perchance, captured a blue dragon and ensorcelled it to produce
electricity, all she did was laugh. I do not think she was laughing at me,
for that would have been frightfully ill-mannered of her, and Ariadne is very
well-mannered. But for some reason, she seemed to find the very notion of
producing electricity by means of a chained and ensorcelled dragon to be a
great source of mirth. That is, until she asked me if we commonly had such
creatures as dragons wandering about. When I described the size, might and
malice of a dragon (such as our brunette Mummie has had to deal with on
occasion), the poor creature turned very pale and immediately thereafter,
turned our discussion to other topics.

But back to the topic of the mixer: as I said, the tail is attached to the
wall. One place two small whisks into the holes in the front. Then, one
operates a small dial that regulates the speed at which the beast's front
appendages rotate. They rotate very rapidly - far faster than even a very
strong-armed Cook's Assistante. One must be careful with the self-rotating
whisks, lest one sprays batter all over the kitchen.

You would like Ariadne, Elara, for she is very, very pretty. She is quite a
bit my elder, being eighteen. I do not think she is yet betrothed.
Likewise, there are many beautiful blondes here at school. The fairest of
all is a prefect called Annalinde Chelverton. She is sixteen. She seems
rather like unto our blonde Mummy, and I love her already. There is another
prefect, a brunette, called Veronica. She is fifteen, and from a land called
Culveria; she has the most musical voice imaginable. There are girls my
age, as well. I have made a friend of Katie Webster, a blonde just my own
age. She is a very talented Musicienne and plays piano. She coaxed me to
audition for the Voice Mistress, so now, I am in the Avendale Choir. She has
been ill recently, but they tell me she is recovering, so soon, she will be
back among us. Then, there is Malena Franklin, a brunette my own age. She
is the daughter of Ambassadresses and is very fond of sweets. The other girl
my age here is Georgina de la Falaise. She is blonde and very pretty, but
very quiet (unlike myself) and I do not yet know her very well. She seems,
however, very pleasant. My other good friend is named Elspeth Elsvetta. She
is fifteen and very pretty. I think you would like her, but you would have
sore competition for her hand, for I have heard it said that MIss Veronica,
the brunette prefect, is smitten with her. Jinjur Quinbury is fifteen and
blonde. She is a red-head, like me. Some say she is a Fast Blonde, though
when I have observed her, she seems to move no more quickly than anyone else.
I asked Ariadne what they meant, but all she did was giggle and mumble
something about how I would understand later. In that, dear Sister, she is
just like you.

Do not fail to write back to me, Dearest Sister. I wish to hear how you fare
in the Cadettes. Have you slain any dragons or rescued any fair damsels?
You must tell me how Darathe fares, as well as Krisale and Leta. May Dea
bless you and give you strength.

I remain your obedient and loyal sister,

Elena Dierrian
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From: thorny <krstrob@xxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Mon Sep 20, 1999 11:51am
Subject: To ariadne
  	
I put the finishing touches on the little pink drawstring purse I have
been making for ariadne. I then take my embroidery floss and sew an A
into the side of the purse. I then take out my pen and my paper and
write a small note to put into the purse.

Dear ariadne:

I wanted to thank you so much for helping me to better understand the
money system here. I must confess that I was so very confused. Any how
please, except this little purse that I made as a token of my
gratitude. I thought that since you taught me about money I would give
you something that you could put your money in. Thank you once again I
hope that you have a lovely week.

sabrina McCloud

I put the note into the little pink purse. I then take it to ariadne
room and hang it on her door. I think that the pink will look very nice
next to her Blonde hair and oh so pale skin.
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From: <openchar@xxxxxxx.xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx)>
Date: Mon Sep 20, 1954 0:59pm
Subject: The Letter to Ariadne
  	
After dinner, Miss Poindexter hurried through her marking, and then drew
herself a long, hot bath, with a little scented oil. She undressed slowly,
and lit a candle for herself. Once in her bath, she shut her eyes and
breathed the scent and thought... Tonight was the night. She would write to
her beloved and tell her, tell her of the yearning that was with her day
after day. Her beautiful beloved, Ariadne, Ariadne, Ariadne... her name was
like a mantra, transporting Miss Poindexter into another, more aetherial
land. As her lips whispered the girl's name, over and over, her mouth
became dry, and she knew that this was the time...

She dressed in a silken nightgown, and sat down at her desk, and began to write.

My dearest, darling Ariadne,

You cannot know of the feelings I have for you, my child, of the
love in my heart that is only for you. You are young, you have seen little
of life, and I know not whether you have felt love yet. To me you are but a
divine creation, you are the most perfect being- I have dreamed of you,
dreamed of the softness of your touch, of the warmth of your embrace, of
the sweet taste of your kiss. Your image haunts my every moment, you cannot
know the desolation that is being without you, you cannot know the
desperate lonliness that is with me day and night. My love for you grows
stronger day by day. I want to take you in my arms, my child, and hold you,
now and forever, I will be gentle with your tender heart, I will teach you
to love me, I will protect you from all that threatens you and show you joy
and beauty and love. Oh, how difficult it is for me to tell you of my
feelings. How can you know the pain of passion and desire? My love for you
is my very life-blood, coursing in my veins, it keeps me alive, it keeps me
from the darkness. It is joy and light to me, and yet it is the most
profound lonliness. This love transcends all earthly things, it is eternal.
It is noble and pure, it is gentle and honourable, it is passionate and, at
the same time, it is painful.
Can you understand such things, beautiful child? My heart aches
with a burning - a fire, burning inside of me, I never know when the flames
are going to rise so high that they take over my soul, completely, utterly.
How can anyone love another this way? Come to me, dear child, let me show
you what love is. Let me show you love from tender innocence to the
multitudinous passions of an ardent lover. Let me hold your hand, stroke
your beautiful hair, hear your soft voice, and gaze into your eyes. Oh how
I have dreamed of the the moment when you will come to me and be my own.
When you will let me into your precious heart and show me the secrets of
your soul. I will protect your soul from all that may hurt it, I will
treasure you my love, with a devotion you never dreamed possible. I will
take you to the moon and the stars and show you the magical, aetherial
world that is the world of lovers. I will worship you, and be true to you
until the day I die and beyond. I will give you everything you wish for,
and more...
Be mine. Be mine forever. I cannot bear this wanting, this need in me, for
one, only one, that one so perfect, I will never let you go. I can never
let you go.

**

Miss Poindexter's eyes filled with tears. She could not give such a letter
to her beloved. What was she to do? She read her letter once again. How
desperate she sounded. How terribly desperate. What *would* the girl think
of her? No, this would not do.

She fetched a match, and reading it once again, she lit the corner and
watched the flames engulf her words...

Miss Poindexter, desolate, got into her bed, and sobbed... Ariadne, where
are you? Ariadne... Ariadne... Ariadne... Ariadne...
 	

From: <elaryn@xxx.xxx>
Date: Mon Sep 20, 1999 2:23pm
Subject: A Curious Observation
  	
Elena Dierrian was a fairly sensitive and perceptive child, having inherited her blonde mother's phenomenal empathy. And so, when the red-headed child of the East saw Miss Poindexter's face, she *knew* something was terribly amiss. But what sort of disaster could have left such signs of suffering upon the brunette Mistress' visage? The poor lady looked as though she had been up late into the night (indeed, as if she had not slept at all), and her normally rosy cheeks were pallid. Her eyes were red-rimmed, and why, if one looked closely, one could see that she had been weeping. Elena's tender heart went out to Miss Poindexter, for she hated to see anyone suffer.

But what could she, a twelve year old child, and a bunny, at that, do to comfort a Mistress? Surely whatever troubled poor Miss Poindexter was clearly none of her business! Elena pondered this for a moment. She did not think it appropriate to approach the Headmistress on the matter. Not did she feel she knew dear Miss Serelique well enough. One could not approach Miss Poindexter directly! She would have considered telling Katie, Malena or Elspeth, her three closest companions, but she did not wish to be seen as a girl who gossips about the Mistresses. What *was* a girl to do?

Finally, she decided upon a course of action. Elena first went into the garden, but alas, there were few flowers blooming, for it was autumn. She went back to her desk and settled for drawing a flower - a bright yellow one - upon a sheet of notepaper. She then wrote:

"Miss Poindexter,

"My heart goes out to you, for it is clear to me you are suffering greatly. Trust in Dea to comfort you. I pray all will be well.

-signed,

Elena Dierrian"

(She decided to sign her name only after some soul-searching. She finally came to the conclusion that anonymous notes were dishonourable and, therefore, signed her name.)

As she exited her dormitory room, she espied the blonde prefect, Annalinde, entering her own small study. There lay salvation! Annalinde was very wise - *she* would know what to do! Elena approached Annalinde's study with a firm step, note still clutched in her long-fingered hand, and rapped lightly on the door...
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From: Malena Franklin <malena43@xxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Tue Sep 21, 1999 3:45am
Subject: malenas desire tuesday 21 sept 1954
  	
Tuesday evening:

After supper I went to my room.......ohh I longed so for some sweets.
I didnt like food and had great problems at dinner to leave food.
Matron dont like that we girls dont eat up and I really hated this dinner
today. Too fat and not good.....I really felt sick looking at plate with
steak and beans and potatoes..not my food at all and then this control. Miss
Serelique and Miss Maybridge like bees in diningroom controlling everyone
that we eat calmly and that we eat everything on plates. I knew it would be
impossible to leave food when leaving plates as Miss Serelique surely not
would have accepted it.
I sat until all other girls left at my table and happily saw the pot with
flower on floor.
Ohh thats my possibility. When Miss Serelique and Miss Maybridge were
chatting in other part of room I quickly let all food on plate glide down in
pot and then quickly up sitting eating final piece on plate.
I smiled to myself and went leaving my plate and glass and Miss Serelique
was of course around checking and asked me if I liked food.
I smiled and said I enjoyed every bit of it..... So happy I fooled her.
She and Miss Maybridge are easy to fool as they wander around so much in
diningroom.
Only problem now Im hungry and no sweets as Miss Veronica confiscated
all my sweets so I must probably try to collect courage and sneak out one
afternoon and buy some new. I know its strictly fobidden to leave schoolarea
but I think noone of our Misses will notice. I think I ask elena if she
wants to join me. She needs a bit training in being disobedient smiles
inside...she is sweet always sweet but I think she needs feel of being
naughty too sometimes.
I think I buy lots of salt sweets and chocolate and some bags of other nice
sweets to have here in my room.
I look in my purse have some Aristasian money as mom gave me some change.
I think it will do.....now I better go ask elena if she dares to follow me
out tomorrow evening.....

malena Franklin
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From: Kadorienne <kadorian@xxxxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Tue Sep 21, 1999 0:11pm
Subject: Veronica's picture
  	
For the moment, no members of the fair sex needed to be rescued from
blackouts, spiders, kitchen fires or bullfrogs, and so Veronica was left
at a loose end. She was spending the empty time sitting alone on a bench
in the courtyard. Oblivious to the covertly admiring gazes of Georgina
and a few other blondes, and a couple of the younger brunettes, she was
instead brooding over the words of another blonde who was not present.

"Thank you so much, Veronica. I think we *can* manage now."

What had Elspeth meant by that? Saying they could manage without her.
All the emphasis on the word "can" -- was Elspeth being sarcastic? Oh,
surely not, Elspeth wouldn't know how to go about being sarcastic. Yet
it did sound as if she were saying the blondes had been able to manage
all along and that Veronica had been an unnecessary brunette intrusion.
But that couldn't be it, because all the blondes had been hysterical
over that frog, as blondes should be. They couldn't possibly have
managed without her. Or without some brunette, at least. How could
Elspeth have dismissed her so readily, so carelessly? Thank Dea that
Elspeth had already had her dressing gown on. If Veronica had seen her
indeshabille, she would have perished of embarrassment. Or of other
emotions from which she quickly turned her mind, not to besmirch the
sublime Elspeth with such thoughts.

Veronica was stopped from her uncharacteristic futile musings when Miss
Maitland passed through the courtyard. The girls who were there all
stood up. Noticing Veronica, the headmistress stopped.

"There you are, Veronica. I was going to summon you later, but as long
as I've found you... Katie Webster should be back in class soon."

"Oh, good. I am so glad she's better, Miss Maitland."

"Yes. Now, Veronica, I heard about the child's rather embarrassing
revelation in class last week. Did you give her a picture of yourself?"

Veronica stood still, her eyes widened. "A picture from my first year at
Avendale? Oh, no. I've been looking everywhere for it, miss."

"I was afraid of that. I came across it when I was choosing which of
Katie's clothes the maids should send to the hospital and was a little
suspicious. You may collect your picture from my office. And when Katie
returns from the hospital, I think you'd better deal with this misdeed
yourself."

"Very well, miss."

Veronica went straight to her study and wrote a note.
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From: Kadorienne <kadorian@xxxxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Tue Sep 21, 1999 0:12pm
Subject: Veronica to Katie
  	
To Katie Webster

Dear Katie,

I must ask you to report to me as soon as you are well enough to attend
school again.

Miss Veronica Bellemont
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From: <AnnalindeC@xxx.xxx>
Date: Tue Sep 21, 1999 8:06am
Subject: Two Blonde Visitors
  	
There was a small knock on Annlinde's door. She not unwillingly put aside her
mathematics and said "Come in."

Elena entered and smiled shyly.

"Hello, dear," said Annalinde. "What can I do for you."

"Oh, Miss Annalinde - I just couldn't help noticing that Miss Poindexter
looks so terribly unhappy. I wanted to find some flowers for her, but I
couldn't find any. So I wrote this note - and when I saw you I thought I
should show it to you. Do you think I should give it to her?"

Annalinde looked at the little note with its pretty picture of a flower and
wondered.

"Perhaps Miss Poindexter will be embarrassed that any one has noticed she
is unhappy," she said. "And yet, if she *is* suffering - perhaps a member of
her family has died, or her ancestral home has had to be sold or something.
Perhaps she feels very alone here with no one to tell her troubles to. She is
very new, you know. Perhaps a friendly note will make her feel a little
better. Yes, on balance, Elena, I think it might be nice to deliver your
note."

"Oh, I *am* glad."

"But, Elena - I don't think you should mention this to any one else. Miss
Poindexter might not like to think people are *talking* about her."

"Oh, no, of course, Miss Annalinde. I shall be very discreet."

"Good. I do hope it will cheer her up a bit."

As Elena left she nearly bumped into another girl hovering outside the door.

"Hello Alexis," she said, "were you waiting to see Miss Annalinde?"

"No, not really," said Alexis, "I was just going actually."

"Oh, don't be shy," said Elena. "Miss Annalinde will be happy to see you.
Miss Annalinde - Alexis is here to see you."

"Come in Alexis," said Annalinde.

Alexis came in looking very embarrassed.

"Elena, you may go," said Annalinde. "Now Alexis, what did you want to see
me about?"

"It was nothing really."

"It must have been *something*. Don't be shy. You can tell me."

"Well, it was about the bullfrog."

"Oh, that old bullfrog. What about it?"

"I did it." said Alexis quickly, before she could stop herself.

"*Really*?" said Annalinde. "That was a very odd thing for a blonde to do.
What made you do it."

"I'm not sure. I supppse it was an impulse. A terribly silly one. I'm
awfully sorry, you know."

Annalinde shook her head. "What am I going to do with you?"

"I don't know Miss Annalinde."

Annalinde thought. One was tempted not to deal too severely with an offence
against oneself. But surely the right thing was to try to deal with it
exactly as if one were not involved. She did not quite want to cane a new
girl, yet a serious punishment was in order. Suddenly she remembered the long
Culverian paddle that Veronica had lent her. Perhaps this was the time to try
it out.

"Bend over my desk," she said. Alexis did so. Annalinde left her gymslip in
place, but she felt sure the girl would feel it through the protection. She
swung the heavy implement, getting its feel and then brought it hard against
the girl's behind. The noise sounded like an explosion. Alexis yelped.

"Six," said Annalinde. That was number one. Alexis gasped and wondered how
she would manage five more. Annalinde delivered them slowly and accurately
and with no lessening of force. When Alexis stood up she felt weak and giddy
with pain.

"All over," said Annalinde. "Now, I shall just tell Miss Veronica the
matter is settled. I think it better if you do not begin your school carreer
with this matter generally known."

"Oh, thank you, Miss Annalinde."

"Now, next time you think about that sort of prank, you think about my
paddle first."

Alexis rubbed her bottom. "I will, Miss Annalinde, and I really *am* sorry."

"We are all friends again now," said Annalinde. You will feel better for
having confessed.

Alexis walked down the corridor. A lot seemed to have happened since she
had walked the other way, yet it had only been a few minutes. Other than
physically, she *did* feel better. Much better.
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From: Tanya <Tanya@xxxxxxxxxxxxxxx.xxxxxxxxx.xx.xxx>
Date: Tue Sep 21, 1999 10:19am
Subject: Note to Elena
  	
From Tanya@c...



Note left on Elena's bedside table



Dear Elena,

This morning, whilst en route to our History class with Miss Poindexter, I passed the object of my extreme admiration Miss Veronica Bellemont by the fountain. She really looked so jolly dapper and stylish and I couldn't help noticing what a beautiful figure she had as she made her way across the grass in front of the assembly hall. She really is " a real corker" as my elder blonde sister Clarissa always says on spying a young brunette who takes her fancy. I wished her "good day",and she returned my greeting. A few moments later, she called out in a stern voice,

" Georgina, come over here at once. I would like to have a word with you"

I quickly caught her up and almost melted as she gazed at me in that beautiful way that she has.

" Georgina, I think you've been here long enough now to know that the top button on your shirt should be done up at all times. I've been informed that you've already been punished by Miss Serelique for similar faults. I would therefore like you to come to my study after lessons this afternoon so that I may discuss this further with you". I blushed and affirmed that I would attend at the requested time.

Well Elena, I have to admit I wasn't entirely crestfallen about having to report to her as I've been secretly hoping to get an opportunity to spend some time alone with my brunette heroine. I'd really like to find out what she's really like !! Can any one single brunette really be that beautiful and dashing?
Did you notice how pale and sad Miss Poindexter looked during our History class? I do hope she's alright. She looks like she's had an emotional upset. Do you think there's anything we can do to help?
I've really sensed an atmosphere in the school these last two days ever since the "frog incident" in Miss Annalinde's room. You get the feeling that until whoever commited this crime either owns up or is found out, this rather strange, tense atmosphere will continue. I do jolly well hope it's all sorted out soon !!
Anyway, I just want to finish by thanking you so much for helping me settle in here at Avendale during my first few days. You've been so friendly and it really feels like we've known each other for years. I think I'm definitely going to like it here even though it's much stricter than my old school. I don't think I could have done it without you, Katie and all the other girls. Isn't it smashing that Katie's feeling better and could be back at Avendale soon?

Love
Georgina
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From: School Girl <schoolgirl11@h...>
Date: Tue Sep 21, 1999 3:44pm
Subject: Re: Veronica to Katie
  	
My Dearest Veronicia,

I will of course report to you, but it will be next Monday as I still in the
sick bay.

Yours forever

Katie
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From: Thelma Roberts <greenwellies@h...>
Date: Tue Sep 21, 1999 5:13pm
Subject: Introducing Thelma Roberts
  	
Hello chapettes! Please allow me to introduce myself. My name is Thelma
Roberts, age 14 and a half, and I am a new student here. As you can see, I
am very blonde, and quite tall, too, at five feet ten inches. The hem on my
maroon gymslip stops quite a few inches above the knee, so I think I will
make some alterations before anyone mentions it.

Speaking of school uniform, it was absolutely pouring rain in buckets when I
arrived, so naturally I had my gaberdine mac on, and my knee-high green
wellingtons. My patent leather t-straps were in my book bag but one of the
teachers looked quite askance at my waterproof footwear as I came in.

My parents have embarked on a world-wide voyage, and decided to board me
here for two years. I was previously home-schooled by blonde Mummy so it
will be quite an adjustment, having classmates, living in a dorm, having
real teachers. I hope the discipline is relaxed here (although I heard it
is not) as I am a free spirit according to blonde Mummy. Brunette Mummy
says I might have to write lines or even get "the strap" if I misbehave but
surely such methods are not used on girls. And anyway, I intend on
behaving.

My biggest hope is to make new friends here at school. So if you see me in
the hall or at dinner, please say hello.
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From: <sc_248761@h...>
Date: Tue Sep 21, 1999 5:31pm
Subject: Marianna arrives at Avendale
  	
Earlier this evening Marianna Rossini arrived at Avendale School. She is a little confused about the new building, the rules she has to follow, her classmates she doesn't know.

Marianna is a 12 years old blonde and comes from Italy, where she attended a private Catholic school run by nuns. She is shy but she hopes to find good friends here and a good teaching too.

Marianna is a little worried about her new uniform as her old one was quite different from this, but she will get accustomed to it. She looks around at the corridors and the stairs trying to understand where the different rooms are. She looks at the other girls and greets them all with a little smile.

At last she goes to bed, still feeling a little uncomfortable but saying a little prayer that in the next days she will understand more about everything at her new school.
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From: <Elaryn@a...>
Date: Tue Sep 21, 1999 1:47pm
Subject: Re: Note to Georgina from Elena
  	
A note, from Elena Dierrian to Georgina de la Falaise:

Dearest Georgina,

I hope all goes well with you and Miss Veronica. Do not worry - all will be
well. She seems strict, does she not, but strictness is not always a bad
thing. Both my Mummies (especially my brunette Mummy) are quite strict, yet
I love them dearly. Miss Annalinde is strict, too, but I know she is strict
because she cares abput us. I know a very gentle and kind heart beats within
Veronica's breast, and she *is* ever so gallante, is she not? The other day,
a large, black spider in the Common Room frightened us all - especially poor,
dear Ariadne, who nearly had the awful creature drop on top of her.
Fortunately for us, Miss Veronica saved the day by dispatching the offending
arachnid. I must confess I would not have dared approach the thing, but
Veronica was very brave. I think she and my elder sister, Elara, would get
on famously did they chance to meet.


I think we can help Miss Poindexter, but we must be very discreet. I talked
over the matter with Miss Annalinde, and she pointed out that Miss Poindexter
might not wish her personal affairs discussed all over the school, but since
you mentioned it to me, I think there is no harm in our discussing it,
especially saince we both wish to cheer her up. I wonder what it can be that
has disturbed her so, Georgina? Could she be ill? In any event, I wrote her
a brief little note, which I plan to present to her. You may do as you wish.
Oh, don't bother to pick any flowers - I looked, and there are none in the
garden. Maybe a coloured leaf collage, though? Maybe one of theose pretty
greeting cards they sell in Avenbridge (oh, but however can we manage to get
to Avenbridge? Perhaps one of the older girls would take us if we asked
nicely - and got permission first, of course).

I know what you mean about the tension inthe air. The pette who did it
really ought to confess her sins and take her medicine. One feels better
afterward, and it's the only honourable thing to do, after all.

I was happy to help you settle in here, and the best way to thank me would be
to do a kindness for someone else. Pass it along, as my blonde Mummy says.
Besides, we "bunnies" need to stick together - especially us little bunnies.
:) Oh, Georgina - to be sixteen! I can hardly wait sometimes! Stockings
and make-up and maybe even real dates! How can I wait four years? But of
course, as with all maids, wait I shall. My blonde Mummy says she will speak
to me again of these matters once I am all grown up, and she said, with great
mirth, that she will ask me if I still yearn so to be older. My brunette
Mummy laughed, ands I am still quite puzzled as to what they were laughing
about.

It is indeed a blessing that Katie is recovered. I was frightened for Katie,
but Miss Maitland said we must have faith and courage.

Georgina, if you sing a note, you must come see Miss Darnelle and audition
for the choir. Then we could spend more time together. I am having a
wonderful time here at Avendale, and I'm glad you are too.

See you soon,

Love,

Elena :)
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From: <Elaryn@a...>
Date: Tue Sep 21, 1999 2:02pm
Subject: Re: Marianna arrives at Avendale
  	
A flower-decorated note for the newly-arrived Marianna, left by Elena
Dierrian:

Dear Marianna,

Welcome to Avendale, or pehaps I should say, "Benvenuto a Avendale." (There
- that is about all the Italian I know, thus far.) My name is Elena
Dierrian, and I am also twelve years old and blonde. I am glad you are here.
Avendale is a lovely place, and I am sure you will like it, too.

There are several girls our age here: Katie Webster is blonde and is the
most marvelous pianiste. She plays like an angel. Then there is Malena
Franklin. She is brunette and very fond of sweets. Then there is Georgina
de la Falaise. She is very nice, too. (Of course, I must tell you that
*everyone* here is nice.)

Take care, and I'm looking forward to meeting you very soon.

Love,

Elena Dierrian
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From: <heatherbeauchamp@y...>
Date: Tue Sep 21, 1999 6:23pm
Subject: HEATHER BEAUCHAMP (NEW ARRIVAL)
  	
Hello everyone -

I'm Heather, a 17 year old brunette and just
arrived here. I would like to meet some other
girls around my age; and I don't know who my
housemistress is yet. It's all very confusing.

What do we get up to when lights are out! Will
some pretty young thing like to show me.

Heather
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From: <Elaryn@a...>
Date: Tue Sep 21, 1999 2:30pm
Subject: Re: Elena Delivers her Note to Miss Poindexter
  	
Elena slipped quietly along the corridor after finishing her note to
Georgina. She located Miss Poindexter's study and rapped quietly - once,
twice, thrice - upon the door. No answer came from within. Elena hesitated,
then called out softly, "Miss Poindexter? Are you within?" The child
knocked again, with more force; still, there came no answer. Finally,
summoning her courage, Elena tried the door. The doorknob turned easily in
her hand, and the door swung open.

The chamber was semi-dark, and there was a sweet smell in the air, like
ceremonial oils. Elena called out again, "Miss Poindexter? Are you here?"
Elena did not wish to be seen as having entered a Mistress' study without an
invitation, so she carefully laid down the note on the brunette mistress'
desk and quietly withdrew, closing the door behind her.

It read:

"Dear Miss Poindexter,

My heart goes out to you, for it is clear to me you are suffering greatly.
Trust in Dea to comfort you. I pray all will be well.

-signed,

Elena Dierrian"

Elena next went to see Miss Annalinde to report that the deed was done and
that Miss Poindexter had not been in her study. For no reason she could
name, Elena felt a flash of alarm and concern for the history mistress.

As Elena approached the prefect's quarters, she saw Alexis Harrington
departing. Alexis bore the unmistakable stamp of a girl who has just been
spanked (and quite a sound spanking, at that!), and she wondered what Alexis
had done. None of my business, she told herself. At her knock, Annalinde
bade her enter.

"I delivered my note, Miss Annalinde," she reported.

Annalinde nodded. "I am glad. Perhaps it will cheer her."

"Miss Annalinde..." Elena hesitated.

"What is it," asked the blonde prefect, sensing Elena's tension.

"I-I am worried for Miss Poindexter," the girl blurted. "I knocked upon her
door, but she was not within. Oh, please do not think me foolish, but I feel
worried for her, Miss Annalinde. Could...could you ask one of the other
mistresses to check up on her, please?"

"You seem quite distressed yourself," remarked Annalinde, as she rose from
her seat. "I will go see if I can find Miss Maitland." And so saying, she
departed, moving gracefully, as always, but with a growing sense of
urgency....
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From: <Elaryn@a...>
Date: Tue Sep 21, 1999 2:36pm
Subject: Elena's note to Thelma
  	
Dear Thelma,

Welcome to Avendale. My name is Elena Dierrian, and I am 12 years old and
blonde (red hair notwithstanding). I am glad to see another, smiling face
here at school.

Goodness, but you're tall! :) My brunette sister is as tall as you, and
they tell me I will be tall, as well. I like being tall. :)

We're going to have fun this year - I can tell. If you sing or play an
instrument, come down to the Music Room. I am in the Choir, and my friend,
Katie Webster, plays the piano like an angel.

I can't wait to meet you.

Love,

Elena Dierrian :)
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From: Debbi <debbi@w...>
Date: Tue Sep 21, 1999 0:41pm
Subject: Arrival
  	
It is a sunny day at Avendale as I climb down out of the bus. Smoothing the
wrinkles from my gymslip, I pause to take in the entire experience. At 16,
I don't have much with which to compare the inspiring sights and sounds
surrounding me. I set my battered suitcase on the ground and look around.

Its been a difficult journey. When I first heard of the scholarship to the
exclusive Avendale school, I never believed that I would be chosen to
attend. My previous school on the outskirts of my hometown is a far cry
from the exclusive community of Avendale. Because my parents are working
class, and not well educated, I'm not sure how to take this new environment.
They are hoping that I'll learn to think before I speak and I'm just hoping
I fit in.

Pushing a stray blonde strand back behind my ear, I remember the testing and
the questions I had to endure to get through the scholarship trials. I
wanted so much to be accepted, to become part of the Avendale community, and
the trials seemed to take forever. Now I'm here, finally, standing on the
steps outside the school. I've heard that the girls here are all well-bred,
from good and wealthy families, while my family is far from wealthy or
high-class. Butterflies churn in my stomach as I worry about the
humiliation and shame I may be forced to endure if I don't fit in with my
classmates.

Stepping over the threshold, I enter a new world...a world much different
than my own. I feel flush with excitement, and a touch of trepidation...
Luv,
Deb
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From: Delores Maybridge <MissMaybridge@a...>
Date: Tue Sep 21, 1954 8:15pm
Subject: Introductions
  	
ON THE NOTICEBOARD

Girls,

A warm welcome to the new girls who have introduced themselves
today. I hope you will all be happy here.

>tapping switch on hand<
It has come to my attention that *again* we have some young ladies
on the list who have not introduced themselves yet... Girls, come along, it
is about time you said hello, or we will be discussing your stay at
Avendale with a strap...

Take this as fair warning, maidens, and stir yourselves!

Delores Maybridge
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From: thorny <krstrob@s...>
Date: Tue Sep 21, 1999 9:47pm
Subject: Hello Heather
  	
Hello Heather welcome to Avendale. I am only 14, however I am a
brunette. I hope that you like going to school here. It is always nice
to meet new girls. I hope that you do not become homesick. If you do
and need someone to talk to you can talk to me.

sabrina McCloud
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From: Kadorienne <kadorian@b...>
Date: Tue Sep 21, 1999 11:16pm
Subject: Veronica and Georgina
  	
"Come in!" Veronica called at the knock on her door. A young blonde
entered, a trifle nervous, and Veronica stood because a blonde had
entered the room. "Hello, Georgina."

Georgina glanced curiously around at the room before her eyes fastened
themselves on Veronica. Veronica's room was Spartan in its neatness, as
might have been expected. A cane was propped in one corner, to remind
visitors of Veronica's authority. Only her desk was at all cluttered,
because she had schoolbooks open for homework. Georgina's gaze was drawn
back to the desk.

"You read Amazon poetry?" Georgina's tone was surprised, though not
rude.

Veronica blushed as if she had been caught reading a racy book. "Well,
not usually. Of course, I read the works of Sappho in literature class.
You'll be reading them this year, I'm sure. But, ehm, I just recently
got interested in it. Wanted to see what it was about. That's all." In
fact, the book she was reading was one she had noticed Elspeth carrying.
The poems filled her with despair; anyone who would read such books must
be aetherial indeed, and uninterested in such earthly things as going to
the cinema with a prefect.

Taking hold of herself, Veronica gave her best firm prefect face; not
angry or forbidding, but very matter-of-fact. "Stand straight. I want to
examine your uniform."

Georgina obeyed, though now it was her face which turned pink. She stood
stock still under Veronica's meticulous gaze.

"Your buttons are all done up -- that's good. Your socks are not pulled
up as tightly as they could be. They're not wrinkled enough to be
nonreg, but we should always do our very best, not just enough to get
by, shouldn't we?" Georgina nodded mutely, unsure whether she should
pull up her socks or not. She decided to stay still until she was told
otherwise. "You obviously ironed your uniform just enough to get by,
too. I will expect you to do a more thorough job from now on. You'd
better comb your hair more often, as well."

Finally Veronica sat down. Had she been examining a brunette, she would
have verified that the girl was wearing regulation petticoats and
knickers, but she would not intrude on a blonde's modesty so. "Georgina,
it looks like your entire uniform is only as good as it has to be and
not one speck better. That inclines one to think that you don't really
care about doing a good job. Is that the impression you want to give?"

Georgina's eyes were wide. "Oh, no, Miss Veronica! I want you to be
proud of me!"

Veronica smiled at that. Unlike some prefects, she only insisted on
being called "miss" if someone had behaved very badly. But many girls
gave her the honorific of their own accord. Some, such as Elena, did it
because of a respect for authority in general. Some did it because they
were always in trouble and hoped to stay on her good side. (It didn't
work.) And some, such as Georgina here, did it out of admiration for
her. Veronica couldn't deny that it was flattering.

"Then keep your uniform neat, and I will be," Veronica answered
good-naturedly. "Now, we still have that unfastened button from earlier
to deal with. Come over my knee."

Georgina obeyed with alacrity. Veronica nearly always punished blondes
in this nurturing, maternal posture, while she expected brunettes to
stand on their own two feet and bend over her desk. The little blonde
felt the prefect's strong hand resting on her back. But to her surprise,
instead of loosing a volley of spanks, Veronica began to lecture her.
Veronica had a theory that girls listened better when they were in the
proper pose for a punishment. For several minutes Georgina lay face down
on Veronica's lap and listened to a lengthy discourse on the importance
of a neat uniform and of presenting oneself well in general.

Then at last the spanking began, and after lying there helplessly for so
many minutes it was almost a relief. It was far from the hardest
spanking Georgina had ever received, due to Veronica's respect for
blonde delicacy, but it stung enough. Besides, it was intimidating,
being under the hand of such a powerful brunette. Veronica had
considerable physical strength as well as personal authority. Why, if
she had wanted to, she could easily have beaten a girl black and blue,
or taken all sorts of liberties, or done anything, and the girls she
punished felt very aware of this. A blonde lying over Veronica
Bellemont's lap knew that Veronica's chivalry was her only protection,
and that feeling affected most of them far more than the actual physical
pain they experienced.

Georgina moaned and wiggled through the spanking. At length Veronica
stopped, and Georgina tried to stand, only to be restrained by
Veronica's hand on her back.

"Did I give you permission to get up?" Veronica asked.

"No, Miss Veronica," Georgina whispered.

Veronica applied a few more slaps to the back of Georgina's gymslip.
Then she paused for a long moment. Georgina was immobile over the
prefect's knee until at last she heard the words, "You may get up now,
Georgina."

"Yes, Miss Veronica." Georgina stood and smoothed her gymslip, eyes on
the floor. "Thank you for correcting me, Miss Veronica," she whispered.

"Now sit at my desk," Veronica ordered.

The blonde went to the desk. "Mayn't I stand?" she asked, giving her
derriere a little rub.

"Didn't you hear me the first time?" Veronica's voice was mild, as if
she were mentioning a matter of no import. She knew that the sting of
the spanking she had just given would not last long and must be taken
advantage of. Georgina sat down.
"Now take the pen there and write: 'I must always... keep my uniform...
in perfect condition... to show my respect... for the Golden Order.'
Good. Take that to your room and write it ninety-nine more times."

Georgina looked at the prefect wide-eyed. "Yes, Miss Veronica."

On a sudden impulse, Veronica sat back down in her second chair. "But
not just yet. Let's chat a while, shall we? There are a good many new
girls this year. Are you making friends with many of them?"

Georgina's smarting derriere was relegated to the back of her mind, and
she spent the next half hour chatting with her idol, asking questions
about the school and getting good advice. She even dared to ask a
question or two about Veronica herself. When she went back to her room
to write her lines, she did so humming and smiling to herself.

And Veronica turned back to her library book of poetry and let it lie
open and forgotten while she reviewed in her mind a hundred times the
way Elspeth's hair had moved when she had pushed it back from her face
in class that day, and the unbearable sweetness of her smile when she
had answered a question correctly and the mistress had praised her.
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From: <SKEEZICS29@a...>
Date: Tue Sep 21, 1999 7:45pm
Subject: Arrival at school
  	
Rebecca nervously checks the slip of paper in her hand as she approaches the
gate of the school.
"Yes, this is the place."
Rebecca walks to the front door and sets down her suitcase.
She looks around for a clue as to where she should go. Unsure, she gathers up
her suitcase and opens the front door and walks inside. She casually glances
around for a friendly face.
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From: <Tanya@c...>
Date: Wed Sep 22, 1999 2:35am
Subject: Welcime to Marianna
  	
From Tanya@c...



Dear Marianna,

I would like to poofer a very warm welcome to you as you begin your new school career at Avendale. My name is Georgina de la Falaise and I too am a blonde and twelve years old.I've been here just over a week and I'd like to reassure you about your initial worries. Everyone here is so very friendly and kind. You'll soo feel quite at home. Don't worry about your uniform either, you will soon get used to it. I felt exactly the same when I first arrived.
I hope we can get together later and have a good chat!!

Love
Georgina de la Falaise
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From: <Kitten1776@xxx.xxx>
Date: Wed Sep 22, 1999 4:54am
Subject: Alexis' Diary
  	
Alexis stood before the mirror, looking at the reflection of her face. A few
tears had escaped. The sting in her bottom reminded her of her misdeed, and
the correction she had received from Miss Annalinde. She splashed some cold
water onto her face.

She then opened the drawer to her nightstand and removed her diary, and
climbed into her bed. She lay on her tummy, reached back and rubbed her
throbbing bottom for a moment, and opened her diary.

21 September 1954

Dear Diary,

Well, I am not here even a week, and already I managed to earn myself a
spanking. When will I learn to think before I speak or act? My mummies were
so right in sending me here, I believe. I only hope I learn my lessons
sooner rather than later!

I must admit, however, that Miss Annalinde was very kind to me, even after
the "frog incident". She displays such dignity and grace. I do hope that I
shall be able to emulate her behavior.

Well, Diary, I shall keep this entry brief, as I am still nursing a sore
bottom!

Til next time,

Alexis Harrington

Alexis reread her entry, then closed the book and returned it to the drawer.
With a final rub to her rear, she laid her head on the pillow for a brief
rest.
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From: <openchar@xxxxxxx.xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx)>
Date: Wed Sep 22, 1954 9:43am
Subject: The Note to Miss Poindexter
  	
Miss Poindexter entered her study, and the first thing she noticed was
something on her desk.. she went over to pick it up. Her head was swimming,
had Ariadne noticed her and decided to send *her* a letter? Was this a
declaration of love from her one-and-only? If so, the girl would not be
disappointed. Could it really be, after these dark and desperate days, that
Ariadne had come to *her*? She thought of the lovely girl, the delightfully
innocent young lady, and wondered if finally her prayers had been answered.
Dea had come to Miss Poindexter's rescue. She would resign, she would take
up residence near the school to be close to her beloved until the day that
they could be married... she would take things slowly, she would declare
her love and then in a short while, she would propose. She did not want to
rush things, after all, the girl is so young and delicate. She must find a
ring, the diamond ring she had dreamed of. The most perfect diamond for the
most perfect girl...

Practical thoughts prevailed in Miss Poindexter's mind, she was planning,
planning the future - the future, a real future with her beloved...

Closing her eyes, she held the note to her heart, and thought of the young
lady she yearned for. She thought of her crystal-clear voice, her silvery
laugh, her soft white skin and tender lips...

These thoughts in mind, Miss Poindexter opened the note, slowly,
carefully... and read it.

That done, she sat down. Her face was white, her brow damp...
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From: Malena Franklin <malena43@xxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Wed Sep 22, 1999 2:45am
Subject: To Georgina
  	
Hi Georgina!

So glad You started school. I am also in your class for 12 years old girls.
I am a brunnete but would love to have a blonde friend.
Maybe we could do something together. I feel important that we younger girls
stick together and have some fun. I like music and maybe we could ask Miss
Serelique if we could borrow recordplayer and be in gym for some dancing and
even ask all other in our agegroup to join.
Maybe we must ask Miss Veronica and Miss Annalinde to supervise this
minidance but maybe they will.......
I have some records......
Hope we can be friends

malena Franklin
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From: <Kitten1776@xxx.xxx>
Date: Wed Sep 22, 1999 5:46am
Subject: Re: Arrival
  	
Hello Debbi, and Welcome to Avendale! I'm a blonde just like you, but I'm
only 15. I do hope that we could become good friends! I am new here too and
do not know too many of the girls yet.

What do you like to do for fun?

Alexis Harrington
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From: thorny <krstrob@xxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Wed Sep 22, 1999 0:08pm
Subject: Hello Rebbecca
  	
Hello Rebecca it is nice to meet you. I am Sabrina McCloud. I am a 14
year old Brunette. Are you a Brunette or a Blond?

Sabrina takes Rebecca laguagge for her and leads her to the Head
Mistress's office. I put down her suitcase outside the door. "Just go
in there sweetie and You can introduce yourself and find out where your
room is. I hope that you like it here."

Sabrina McCloud
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From: Thelma Roberts <greenwellies@xxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Wed Sep 22, 1999 1:46pm
Subject: Diary entries, Thelma Roberts' first day
  	
Dear Diary,

My first afternoon and evening at Avendale was better than even I had hoped
for. I'm all unpacked and settled in. The dinner was not quite like home
cooking, but the portions sure were ample! I loved the trifle they had for
dessert. I noticed one sort of chubby girl didn't get any dessert;
apparently she is being deprived of sweets for a while. Maybe it's just a
diet she's on.

I've met lots and lots of girls, all very nice, and Elena Dierrian even
invited me to the Music Room after dinner where we sang ballads while her
friend Katie Webster played the piano. Elena told me she has a sister as
tall as I, but I forgot to ask her if her sister goes to Avendale. I'll
make sure I ask when I see Elena again.

Just as I headed off to bed, I ran into Sabrina McCloud, who told me to see
her if I get homesick. Actually, she seems like such an attractive girl I
would like to see more of her even if I am not homesick! I never realized I
harboured these impure thoughts before. But I must just put it all out of
my mind and concentrate on tomorrow's classes.

I wonder if Sabrina who is a brunette, has the power to discipline me?
Gosh, I would just melt if she was annoyed at me.

Well, I must hop in under the covers and get some shut-eye. I forgot to
shine my leather school shoes for tomorrow but hopefully none of the
mistresses will care that much about my uniform. After all, I'm still new.
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From: <AnnalindeC@xxx.xxx>
Date: Wed Sep 22, 1999 10:51am
Subject: Noticeboard: The Bullfrog Incident
  	
Dear School,

I am happy to report that the Bullfrog Incident is now closed. The culprit
has confessed to me and has been suitably chastised. I think it better not to
disclose her identity publicly, but I am sure she will do nothing of the sort
again.

I think we should all forget the matter now.

Annalinde Chelverton

Prefect
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From: <AnnalindeC@xxx.xxx>
Date: Wed Sep 22, 1999 10:51am
Subject: Noticeboard - Bunnies' Tea
  	
As some of you will know, I have been planning a small tea party in my study
for the newer girls. The ones who have joined us just lately will be very
welcome. It will take place on Friday. All new girls are very welcome. I hope
to help you feel at home, and I am very pleased to announce that Miss
Veronica will be there to help me as Brunette Hostess.

If any one wishes to ask me anything about it beforehand, please contact me.

Annalinde Chelverton

Prefect

From: <AnnalindeC@xxx.xxx>
Date: Wed Sep 22, 1999 10:51am
Subject: In the Headmistress's Study
  	
Annalinde considered Elena's suggestion that she should report the matter of
Miss Poindexter to the headmistress. She did not wish to appear to be
fussing; but it did trouble her, so, since she has to see Miss Maitland about
some other matters anyway she did say, as a sort of aside:

"I'm sure it is nothing miss, but Elena feels that Miss Poindexter has
been looking rather sad and worried lately - and when she went to deliver a
note to her she wasn't in her room. . ."

It did sound rather lame just stated like that.

"Your concern is appreciated," said Miss Maitland, "but really, there are
all sorts of reasons why a mistress may not be in her room at any given time.
I am sure Elena means well, but I do not want you girls starting silly
rumours over nothing."

"No, miss." said Annalinde. "I asked Elena not to talk about this for that
very reason - only it is true - Miss Poindexter *doesn't* seem quite herself
lately."

"You are doing a very good job of looking after your young blondes," said
the headmistress, "but it is hardly apprpriate for you to bring the
mistresses under your solicitous eye."

Thus rebuked, Annalinde left the head's study. Miss Maitland, however, did
not quite dismiss the matter from her mind.
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From: <Kitten1776@xxx.xxx>
Date: Wed Sep 22, 1999 11:25am
Subject: Note to Miss Annalinde
  	
Alexis slides a note under the door to Miss Annalinde's room. It reads:

Dear Miss Annalinde,

Thank you ever so much for keeping my confession between us. I am, again,
frightfully sorry for my misdeed. It shan't happen again.

I hope this unfortunate event does not sour your feelings for me. I know I
did not get off on the right foot with you, and I pray you will be able to
look past it in the future.

Would it still be alright if I attended the Bunny Tea on Friday?

Respectfully Yours,

Alexis Harrington
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From: Tanya <Tanya@xxxxxxxxxxxxxxx.xxxxxxxxx.xx.xxx>
Date: Wed Sep 22, 1999 4:24pm
Subject: Georgina's Diary
  	
From Tanya@c...


Diary entry for Georgina de la Falaise

September 22nd 1954


Dear Diary,

I'm having to make this diary entry whilst lying on my tummy as my bottom is still quite sore and tender from the spanking Miss Veronica administered to me earlier. It wasn't as severe or as painful as some of the spankings my mummies have given me in the past but gosh, it jolly well stung and it would have to be said that Miss Veronica's technique is extremely thorough. It was, I have to confess, no more than I deserved given that this was my second breech of the rules concerning proper presentation of school uniform. Suffice to say, I feel much better for having got it over and done with. It's always such a release when one knows one has been fairly and justly punished and one feels all misdemeanors have been paid for !!

As to Miss Veronica herself. In spite of the punishment, she succeeded in not only living up to my expectations but effortlessly surpassing them. She truly is one of the most charismatic, beautiful and gallante brunettes it has been my privilege to set eyes upon. If I thought I was in love with her before, then the time I spent with her confirmed that I now "know" I am most definitely in love !! Talk about having a pash !! This is definitely a pash to the power of ten.

When I initially entered her study,. I noticed she had a book of Amazon poetry on her desk which I commented on. From how she reacted, I don't think she wanted anyone to know she was reading such a thing, but I wouldn't of course dream of telling anyone, unless that is, she wanted me to. It will remain our little secret.

After my spanking, I expected to be summarily dismissed but can you believe this, dearest diary, Veronica invited me to sit down with her and have a chat. Even though it hurt quite a lot to sit down, I did so and soon forgot about my throbbing derriere. She was so friendly and addressed me almost as though I was her equal. We spent a good half hour talking about school, the mistresses and all the new girls who have recently arrived at Avendale. My only compkaint would be that the time passed by far too jolly quickly for my liking !

Before I left her study, she instructed me to write one hundred lines as the second and final part of my punishment but even this could not prevent me from exiting her study feeling as though I was walking on air. I think I'm going to sleep well tonight.

Goodnight, dearest diary !
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From: <janetd33@h...>
Date: Wed Sep 22, 1999 5:24pm
Subject: Janet Dolan arriving
  	
The bus stopped.
Janet descended from throught he back door, carrying her suitcase. She felt
funny wearing the uniformshe was told all brunettes wore in this school.
Coming from Florida, in the Confederacy of Culveria, she was not used to
uniform at all.
She shuddered feeling the drizzle of the rain. This was nothing like home...
She pulled her suitcase and started walking towards the gate. "This is it...
I worked so hard to get the scholarship and come here... All those exams,
all of mom's yelling she will never make it here...Her brunette mother
missing for so long and her blonde mother unable to pay even for the trip here..."
She paused at the gate. So different from the one storey wooden school
building in her home town...
"Well, I'll show them all! All those who laughed at me saying Avendale
was not for us, Miss Phylis the teacher who said to her paddling her on
her last day in school' you will just count the strokes in a different
accent girl, there is nothing there', well, I got the scholarship and here
I'll stay!"
She walked through the path and to the door. She paused once more and looked
back: "Such a long way to go, I must succeed. I can't go back crestfallen"
Straightening her back she rang the bell.
A new life beginning for Janet Dolan.
275
	

From: <SKEEZICS29@a...>
Date: Wed Sep 22, 1999 5:51pm
Subject: Re: Hello Rebbecca
  	
Hello Sabrina. I am a brunette and I am 13 . Thank you for assisting me.
Rebecca knocks on the headmistress door and awaits for her reply.
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From: Tanya <Tanya@c...>
Date: Thu Sep 23, 1999 4:32am
Subject: Georgina;s reply to Makena
  	
From Tanya@c...


Note left on Malena's bed


Dear Malena,

Thank you so much for your note. In answer to your question, yes, I would just love to be your friend. As you quite rightly say, we twelve year olds must stick together. I, like you, absolutely love music and am planning to go and see Miss Darnelle later to ask if I may audition to join the choir. I've also been learning to play the piano for about six years and although I don't think I'm particually good, other people tell me I play quite well.
Have you met Katie Webster? Unfortunately, as you probably know, she's away from school at the moment due to illness, but she is just the most incredibly talented pianiste !! When she returns, we plan to get together and play on the grand piano if we can get permission from Miss Maitland. You'd be ever so welcome to join us.
Malena, your idea about asking Miss Serelique if we could borrow the gramophone is an absolutely chipper one. I don't think she would give us permission unless she knew either Miss Veronica or Miss Annalinde was supervising us but it really is a fantastic idea. What records do you have Malena? My favourite at the moment is "Blueberry Hill". Have you heard this one yet?
Anyway, you're right, if we do get permission, we should invite all the other girls in our age group and anyone else who wants to come. It would. I'm sure, be absolutely ripping fun !!
Perhaps we could meet up to discuss this further. If I see Miss Serelique today, I'll ask her about the gramophone.
Bye for now

Love
Georgina
277
	

From: Tanya <Tanya@xxxxxxxxxxxxxxx.xxxxxxxxx.xx.xxx>
Date: Thu Sep 23, 1999 6:10am
Subject: Enquiry to Miss Serelique
  	
From Tanya@c...



Dear Miss Serelique,

Malena Franklin and I were wondering whether it would be at all possible to borrow the school gramophone as, pending, of course, permission from yourself and Miss Maitland, we had the idea of organising a dance and get-together for the juniors in the school assembly hall. We have some gramophone records to play and we were planning to ask whether it would be possible for either Miss Annalinde or Miss Veronica to supervise us. Do you think this would be at all possible to organise?

Respectfully Yours
Georgina de la Falaise
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From: <janetd33@xxxxxxx.xxx>
Date: Thu Sep 23, 1999 6:45am
Subject: To Malena
  	
Hi Malena

I have seen your note. I am another 12 year old brunette from your class.
(I think I forgot to mention this on my entrance note). I am 5'7" and growing
fast and I do love running around, playing baseball, math and science.
I hope we can be friends.
I hope you will be able to guide me around. This place is so big, cold, and so
different from my native Confederacy of Culveria.

Wishing for a quick and positive reply from you

Janet
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From: <MissSerelique@xxxxxxxxx.xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx)>
Date: Thu Sep 23, 1954 7:38am
Subject: Re: Enquiry to Miss Serelique
  	
Dear Georgina,

Yes, it will be quite in order for the girls to use the gramophone
providing one of the prefects will volunteer to supervise. Perhaps each of
the girls who wishes to come will tell us which record(s) she would like to
bring.

Miss serelique
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From: <Elaryn@xxx.xxx>
Date: Thu Sep 23, 1999 4:28am
Subject: Records
  	
Dearest Georgina,

Unfortunately, I do not own any records (yet), nor do I have a very good idea
of the music here in Quirinelle; it is quite different than the music of my
homeland. Ihave heard some melodies played that seem very interesting,
though I do not know the titles. There is one about a Janey B. Goode who
plays a guitar. It is Culverian, I believe. Then there is the one about the
girl who is referred to as "Sweet Little Sixteen." Then there is one about
an Earth Angel. I am sure I will learn more, the longer I am I here.

This is going to be a lot of fun!

-Elena Dierrian
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From: Kadorienne <kadorian@xxxxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Thu Sep 23, 1999 9:20am
Subject: Confederettes
  	
Veronica Bellemont and two other brunettes were passing by the school's
front entrance when they spied a young brunette, clad in an Avendale
uniform, standing next to a couple of suitcases. As they drew near,
Veronica was about to offer assistance when the girl spoke first.

"Excuse me, can y'all tell me where the brunette dormitory is?"

Veronica stopped, a grin of delight spreading over her face, and pressed

one hand to her heart. "Bless my stars, that is music to my ears! I've
always been the only Confederette in school! I love Avendale, of course,

but I get so homesick for the sound of a Southern accent. What's your
name, honey?"

Looking a little taken aback, the girl answered, "Janet Dolan." She
didn't smile. The poor child must be intimidated, Veronica thought
sympathetically. And small wonder, being so far from home at only twelve

years old. Veronica would do her best to make the girl feel welcome.

"I'm Veronica Bellemont. If there's anything I can do to help, you just
let me know. It's my job to look after all the girls here, but I can
tell you, a fellow Confederette will get special treatment!" Veronica
lifted one of the girl's shabby-looking suitcases and one of the other
brunettes with her took the other. "I'll show you where brunette bunnies

your age burrow." The girl looked at Veronica quickly. "Oh, bunnies is
our little nickname for new girls. Hope you're not going to take offense

at it, because everyone's going to call you that for the next three
weeks."

As they all made their way up the stairs, Veronica continued to chat to
try to draw the girl out, but she mostly received one-word answers,
until she remarked that she hoped Janet would make her brunette mother
proud.

"Netty's been missing for years," the girl said flatly.

The prefect turned to her, embarrassed. "Oh, honey, I'm so sorry." The
girl's accent marked her as being of a lower caste than Veronica, but
Veronica wasn't going to let that stop her from her duty as prefect to
help the girl. Besides, any Confederette deserved her loyalty. Changing
the subject, she said brightly, "Well, I hope you're a good student."

Janet stood up straighter and lifted her chin. "I'm here on a
scholarship."

Veronica looked at the girl with new respect. Culveria had always
balanced the elitism of ancestry with admiration for those who pulled
themselves up by their own garters.

"All right, here's your bed. Now, come to the door. You see that door at

the end of the corridor? That's my room. If you have any trouble, or if
you just want to talk to somebody who says 'y'all', I don't want you to
hesitate to knock on that door, hear?"

Janet nodded silently. Veronica went about her business, wondering if
she had made the girl feel at all at home. The child seemed to have a
chip on her shoulder, but who could blame her? Veronica hoped that she
could help the girl feel like she belonged here at Avendale.
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From: <AnnalindeC@xxx.xxx>
Date: Thu Sep 23, 1999 5:40am
Subject: Gramophones and blueberries
  	
I should be glad to supervise the girls' record session. I hope older girls
who are keen on music can come too.

I shall bring some favourite records including *The Single Blonde* which
always find delightful.

By the way, I hear there is some confusion about the opening words of
*Blueberry Hill*. I think they are fairly clear - as I recall they are:

I found my thrill
On Blueberry Hill,
On Blueberry hill
Where I found you.
The moon stood still
On Blueberry Hill
And lingered until
All my dreams came true.

Oh, and I think the next bit - the "middle eight" goes:

The wind in the willow-glade
Loves sweet melody
But all of the vows we made
Were never to be.

Annalinde
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From: Malena Franklin <malena43@xxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Thu Sep 23, 1999 5:10am
Subject: To Janet
  	
Hi Janet!
So glad you saw my note. Im so eager to show you around here and I also just
got note from Georgina another lovely girl here that are in our agegroup and
she is so brave!!!!! She already asked Miss Serelique if we could borrow
grammophone. She has some records too.
Ohhhh we could have so fun listening to music I have some Frank Sinatra
records that georgeous american guy that sings so nice.
Dont worry about this schoolhouse it sems cold but its quite nice girls are
nice and Miss's not so strict...I outsmarts them I think...
Ill take you on guided tour this evening after supper.
For sunday dance we also should ask some of the 12 years blonde girls.
Elena is a nice girl and I think there are some more....

Best hugs
malena
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From: janet dodan <janetd33@xxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Thu Sep 23, 1999 5:19am
Subject: Re: Confederettes
  	
Janet Dolan sat on her new bed and looked around.
The big dorm, with all the beds and the strange girls around, each one
having her own locker was so big and cold. She didn't mind the dorm, she was
used to sleeping with her blond sister and 3 younger cousins (2 brunettes
and a blond) in an area given to 2 beds in Avendale. But the cold weather
depressed her.
"I should be happy being here, getting away from all the things I hate,
going up in society, getting an education". She knew well enough that if she
did not win the sholarship she would be out working in the marshes helping
out her brunette aunt Eudora setting traps to alligators and killing snakes
in rich people gardens, maybe rowing for them when they went fishing, bowing
her head and mumbling thanks for small tips. Girls like that prefect
Veronica, who usually didn't even look who was there under the huge straw
hat. " She is so nice to me now, I'm sure she knows I'm low class, she
smiled at my accent, but she is so nice, She really made me feel wanted"
Janet smiled.
"I wonder if she will spank me if I get in trouble, the rule book says
prefects are allowed to spank and cane here. I don't think anything can be
worse than mom or aunt Eudora paddling my bare bottom in the living room in
front of all the other kids, like they did the night before I left".
Janet wished she could look like Veronica, her uniform are so well aranged.
"Mine are hopeless" she thought trying again to push her shirt tail into her
skirt, only succeeding in setting her tie crooked and pushing her pettycoat
lower than her skirt. She pulled once more at her left knee sock, always
falling to mid leg. "I am not used to these uniform at all". I hope she will
forgive me if I am not up to her standards.
Forever the practical girl, Janet started unpacking and within 30 minutes
had all her belongings aranged in the locker and the closet. She put a
picture of her blond sister and her 3 cats in the drawer and covered it with
her beloved book "The battles of General Nathanya Forest". Her physics,
biology and math books were aranged in their place.
She sat down in the cold dorm and looked around. "I am happy" she said to
herself, "I am happy", wiping angrily the big tear that rolled on her cheek.
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From: Malena Franklin <malena43@xxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Thu Sep 23, 1999 5:26am
Subject: Malena loves brave and wonderful Georgina
  	
Hi Georgina!

I am so glad you answered positive and I just heard you asked Miss
Serelique. I like so much that you dared do it as I hesitated as I got strap
last lesson. She is very fair and I like Miss Serelique very much she is the
type of teacher you really respect and like.
Ohhhh Im so glad and maybe .....maybe we can dance some of the new dances
from other side of Atlantique......I heard about new music
played by young white boys with such a rythm....and you dance in quite
different way then traditional.
Ohhh i see myself dancing with you Georgina and our skirts flying....
I just met Janet a nice 12 years old girl here..very nice and she loved idea
too....and Elena is coming too...she dont have so many records but that
doesnt matter.....ohhhh I hardly can wait...
now just pray and hope Miss Veronica and Miss Annalinde will supervise
us....I pray they will....ohhhhh so fun!!!!!

Your friend
malena
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From: <Elaryn@xxx.xxx>
Date: Thu Sep 23, 1999 10:11am
Subject: Note for Janet Dolan
  	
A note, left for Janet Dolan, by Elena Dierrian:

Dear Janet,

Welcome to Avendale. I am glad you are here. If I can help you in any way, please let me know. There is no need to feel lost or alone here - everyone here is very nice and friendly.

I am 12 years old, and blonde (red hair notwithstanding). I hail from the far Eastern lands of what is called "Amazonia" here in the West. I am in the school choir, and my dear friend, Katie Webster, plays piano. If you like music, some to the music room sometime.

You are from Southern Culveria, so I am told. If so, then you must be very pleasant, indeed, for Veronica Bellemont, the brunette prefect, is also from there, and she is so nice! She is very gallante and brave, too. Are all Culverian brunettes as brave as she, I wonder?

I would love to hear all about Culveria some time. Perhaps I may even visit there, someday.

I know you will have a great time here and make a lot of friends here. If you ever need a friend, I am here.

Love,

Elena Dierrian
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From: janet dolan <janetd33@xxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Thu Sep 23, 1999 2:27pm
Subject: Re: Note for Janet Dolan
  	
Dear Elena

Thank you for your wonderful and friendly note.
Are we allowed to be friends? I am a brunette and you are a blond, I mean,
is this allowed? Am I supposed to carry your books?
Please explain things to me.
Are we allowed to e-mail each other directly or is everything have to be
posted?

Thank you for being a friend

Janet
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From: Malena Franklin <malena43@xxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Thu Sep 23, 1999 7:31am
Subject: correction from blushing malena to Georgina,Miss Serelique
  	
Dear Miss Serelique and Georgina

I have a record of Francine Sinatra that wonderful young american woman.And
we can dance that new girldances that are so popular among girls other side
Atlantigue
Im very sorry for my rude and stupid mixing of names...Im sorry

malena.....blushing of shame realizing her mistake
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From: <MissMaybridge@xxxxxxxxx.xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx)>
Date: Thu Sep 23, 1954 3:46pm
Subject: Technical points
  	
ON THE NOTICEBOARD

For the benefit of new girls, the following should be noted. There is no
such thing as "e-mail" in Aristasia, it is elektrapost, please.

All interaction between characters at the school is to go on through the
list. It will become clearer as things go on, why this is necessary.

If anyone has any questions, please do ask.

Delores Maybridge
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From: <Carriebink@xxx.xxx>
Date: Thu Sep 23, 1999 0:39pm
Subject: Hello from Carrie
  	
Hello Janet - it is nice to see another brunette about here. We've *so* many
blondes this year. My name is Carrie Binks - Caroline Veleda-Binks for long,
but Carrie will do nicely.

Gosh, you talk like Veronica - have you met her yet? She is rather topping,
I think. Do you say "y'all" too - I just love it when she says that. I hope
you'll feel at home here - at least the uniform is grey!

Have you any records here? There is going to be a gathering with the school
gramophone. I shall bring my record of Kiki lia Caerelinde singing *What Lola
Wants*. I wonder if any of the blondes will scream the way they do when she
is really present - Miss C, I mean. I wonder how a brunette comes to have
that effect on blondes. Though it might be a touch unnerving, mightn't it?

Oh, hello Rebecca - are you blonde or brunette? Or will I have to play
*Lola* to find out?
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From: <SKEEZICS29@xxx.xxx>
Date: Thu Sep 23, 1999 1:13pm
Subject: Arrival at school
  	
Rebecca continues to knock on the headmistress's door. She patiently awaits a
response.
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From: Tanya <Tanya@xxxxxxxxxxxxxxx.xxxxxxxxx.xx.xxx>
Date: Thu Sep 23, 1999 5:51pm
Subject: Welcome to Janet and Rebecca
  	
From Tanya@c...


Dear Janet and Rebecca,

Just a short note to welcome you both to Avendale. I've only been here for a short time myself but if there's anything I can do to help you both during your first few days here, please don't hesitate to ask me. I know just how jolly strange everything seems when one first arrives and doesn't know one's way around.
All the mistresses and other girls here are so very friendly and accomadating. You might have already met Miss Annalinde or Miss Veronica. They are both senior prefects and although they're both jolly strict, they are also great fun too !!
We heard this afternoon that we have been given permission to have a "gramophone party" this coming Sunday. You are both ever so welcome to come and join us.

Love
Georgina de la Falaise
293
	

From: Kadorienne <kadorian@xxxxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Thu Sep 23, 1999 10:57pm
Subject: Veronica to Annalinde, Janet and the young bunnies
  	
Listen, pettes, we absolutely must have our bunny tea tomorrow. Elena, I
shall see you and Ariadne in the kitchen directly after lessons.

And Janet, you must be certain to come, for the same reason that we must
have our tea tomorrow. That is: I just got a care package from Aunt Rosemarie!
That's right, she sent me some Southern delicacies. There's muscadine
jelly, pickled artichoke hearts, boiled peanuts, grits, Aunt Margie's
special cookies, and a few other items. I know all the girls will like
to sample Confederate cuisine -- though I bet most of you will only
taste the artichoke hearts and boiled peanuts, foreigners never seem to
like those things -- and maybe Janet won't feel quite so homesick! But
these goodies won't keep forever, so none of you forget to report to
Miss Annalinde's room for tea tomorrow! Tea -- that reminds me. I'm
going to have Cook make us some tea to drink the Confederate way, as Dea
intended: *iced*.

Veronica Bellemont
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From: <EmmaEilise@xxx.xxx>
Date: Thu Sep 23, 1999 6:48pm
Subject: Emma Eilise Bradbury arrives....
  	
A short, petite brunette stepped one foot, and then the other gracefully out
of the streetcar that had delivered her to her "new school". She arched her
head slightly upward, pointing her nose into the air as she studied the
surroundings. She was pretty, by anyones standards; with golden eyes framed
in long, dark lashes, high cheekbones, and a warm, inviting smile. However,
at 16 Emma Eilise Bradbury was very aware of the power of her looks, and
often used this to her full advantage.

This was the 6th school she had attended since the tender age of 12 when her
Mother finally decided that something needed to be done with her little
daughter. Emma was a nice enough child, but she had a streak of
independence and stubbornness that was a bit larger than the average girl.
To add to that, Emma was a bit more bright and crafty than need be, and was
continually inventing schemes and plots that resulted in her dismissal from
the other "proper" schools. After being thoroughly reassured that Emma
would not be asked to leave the school within the month, but rather "molded
into the proper young lady that she could be"; Emma's mother sent off the
enormous tuition check, and her daughter in the hopes that this would not be
yet another disappointment.

Emma picked up her suitcases and proceeded to the front door, looking around
while on the way there for girls that look like they might make good allies
(and maybe even partners in crime!)

Hhhmmm...it looks like there are a great deal of 12 year old (babies).... I
wonder if any can be corrupted.... =)


Emma Bradbury
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From: <Elaryn@xxx.xxx>
Date: Thu Sep 23, 1999 7:36pm
Subject: Elena's Reply to Janet Dolan
  	
Elena Dierrian's reply to Janet Dolan:

Dear Janet,

We are allowed to be friends, I think. But you do not have to carry my books
unless you are feeling very chivalrous, and I would not *ask* it of you. I
have seen many types of friendships here at Avendale, both between blondes
and brunettes and between older and younger pupils. The older girls here are
very kind and do not treat us like babies, for which I an ever so grateful.
My older sister, Elara, is brunette, and sometimes she treats as if I am
still a toddler. I expect that is the way of older sisters sometimes. Do
*you* have any older or younger sisters?

We are *all* friends here, Janet, and sometimes I like to think that in a
very special way, we are part of a Sisterhood - the Sisterhood of Avendale.

When I meet you in person, I shall give you a big, welcoming hug.

Love,

Elena :)
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From: <Elaryn@xxx.xxx>
Date: Thu Sep 23, 1999 7:44pm
Subject: Elena's Reply to Veronica
  	
Miss Veronica,

I shall be in the kitchen bright and early, and I cannot wait to sample your
Culverian delicacies. There is a saying from China, that a year is added to
one's life for every new kind of food one tastes. :)

Eagerly awaiting the Bunny Tea,

-Elena Dierrian
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From: <Elaryn@xxx.xxx>
Date: Thu Sep 23, 1999 8:03pm
Subject: Welcome, Emma
  	
Elena Dierrian was, once again, writing a note of welcome for a newly arrived
girl. She had watched from a window as Emma Bradbury arrived. At first,
Elena had taken this latest arrival to be not much older than herself. The
catlike smile that crossed Emma's lips as she surveyed her new school caused
Elena to realise that Emma was merely petite.

Still, Elena enjoyed her self-imposed duty of welcoming new girls. She was
not always aware of new arrivals, but her goal was to try and send a note to
each new girl. She was, of course, careful to have her homework finished
before sitting down to write.

She carefully "clicked" the up-to-date ballpoint pen that Ariadne had given
her ("Silly little darling, there is no need for a messy dip pen when you can
use one of these modern contraptions. *Do* give it whirl," Ariadne had
declared, placing the slender writing implement in the younger girl's hand.),
and commenced to write:

"Dear Emma,

"Welcome to Avendale. My name is Elena Dierrian. I am 12 years old and
blonde. I am glad you are here, and I cannot wait to meet you. I am from
the far eastern part of what the West refers to as 'Amazonia'.

"Avendale is a lovely school, and I am sure you will have many new friends in
no time. Everyone here is so friendly!

"Take care, and welcome,

"Elena Dierrian"

There, she thought. Now, I shall deliver it.

Elena carefully carried the note toward the brunette dormitory. Part of the
way there, she encountered the brunette prefect, Veronica Bellemont. Elena
smiled and dipped a respectful curtsey. "Good day, Miss Veronica."

"And a good day to you, Sugar," said Veronica with a smile. She did so like
to see a younger girl as well-behaved as Elena. "What have you there?"

Elena coloured, as she often did in Veronica's presence. "It-it's a note...a
note for the latest new girl, Emma Bradbury."

Veronica nodded. "Would you like for me to give this to her?"

Elena smiled a brilliant smile up at Veronica. "Oh, yes, Miss Veronica,
please would you?"

"It'd be my pleasure, Sugar." Veronica smiled back and placed a very sororal
about the younger girl's shoulders. "How do you like it here, so far?"

"Oh, I love it! Everyone is so kind, and I have lots of friends, and I am
learning so much!"

Elena's enthusiasm was as warm as a ray of golden sunshine peeping through
the clouds. Veronica thought to herself that a pette could almost warm her
hands with that smile. This little lady's going to break hearts some day.
At that thought, a vision of the fair Elspeth drifted through Veronica's
thoughts and she felt her own face growing warm. "I'm glad to hear you're
settling in so well." Veronica patted Elena's should and turned back toward
the brunette dormitory.

Elena curtseyed again. "Thank you, Miss Veronica."

"My pleasure," she replied.
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From: Tanya <Tanya@xxxxxxxxxxxxxxx.xxxxxxxxx.xx.xxx>
Date: Fri Sep 24, 1999 4:21am
Subject: Georgina thanks Elena
  	
From Tanya@c...



Dearest Elena,

Thank you so much for your kind note of two days ago. I followed your advice, plucked up not a small amount of courage and went to see Miss Darnelle about the possibility of auditioning to join the choir. By lucky chance, she had just finished marking some exercise books and said she had five or ten minutes to spare. Would I like to audition there and then? Her enquiry certainly took me by surprise but I reasoned that it was probably a good idea to get it over with as it would mean I didn't have time to get too nervous ! She asked me if there was any particular song I would like to sing and I asked her if it would be acceptable to try "The Flower of Quirinelle". She smiled and replied that that would indeed be most appropriate. She played the first note of the song on the piano and I began to sing, a little shakily at first, but with increasing confidence. This is a song blonde mummy taught all four of her daughters and though I say so myself, I know it like the back of my hand. On cmpletion, Miss Darnelle said, "Bravo Georgina, that was most delightful. I would like you to attend your first choir practice next Tuesday afternoon. Try not to be late dear". Elena, I truly felt so happy as I didn't really think I stood any chance at all of being invited to join the Avendale school choir. What this also means of course is that we'll get to spend more time together. I just can't wait for next Tuesday to come !!
Elena, I fully understand what you say vis a vis Miss Poindexter. I do think your idea about going to Avenbridge to get her one of those lovely cards a dashed good one. Shall I ask Miss Veronica if she will accompany us. I'm sure she'll say yes if she isn't too busy.
Did you see Miss Annalinde's note saying that the pette who put the bullfrog in her room had owned up to her crime and had been "suitably chastised"?. Oh, Elena, my insatiable curiousity desperately wants to find out who it was. I wonder if there's aay way of finding out.
What a weekend in store! Tomorrow we've got the bunnies tea party with Miss Annalinde and Miss Veronica and on Sunday, the "gramophone party". I do feel this is perhaps more excitement in one weekend than any self respecting bunny really has the right to expect !!

Yours as ever with love
Georgina
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From: janet dolan <janetd33@xxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Fri Sep 24, 1999 6:09am
Subject: Re: Hello from Carrie
  	
Dear Carrie

I would be glad to come to the gramophone party, but I do not have any
records, and my dancing... Well, this is what I am here for, to learn.
Just don't laugh at me please


Janet Dolan
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From: janet dolan <janetd33@xxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Fri Sep 24, 1999 6:14am
Subject: Re: Veronica to Annalinde, Janet and the young bunnies
  	
Dear Miss Veronica.

Thank you for inviting me to the bunnies tea which I'll be sure to attend. I
want to apologize ahead of time if my table manners are found lacking. As
you probably noticed, I did not get your kind of upbringing...
I'd love to partake of those delicacies and have some mmmmm iced tea..
One more thing, you said you will take special care of me, being a
confedette like yourself. Please Miss Veronica, if I need to be disciplined,
discipline me like everyone else.
Could I come and talk to you over the weekend? Please tell me when it will
be convenient

Janet Dolan

From: <Elaryn@xxx.xxx>
Date: Fri Sep 24, 1999 3:53am
Subject: Elena's Reply to Georgina
  	
Dearest Georgina,

Congratulations on being selected for the choir! I had a feeling you would
do well, for you have such a pretty speaking voice. If you like, perhaps we
could practice a duet for the holidays. I have heard the older girls speak
of carolling in the town, too. Music is the language of the angels, you
know. I hopw you won't think I'm *too* silly for saying so, but it is
something I have always thought.

Yes, let's do ask Miss Veronica if she would be willing to accompany us to
Avenbridge (provided she is not too terribly busy). Being a prefect must be
very hard - you have your own schoolwork to do, of course, but then, you have
to look after so many other girls, as well. I hope Miss Poindexter will be
all right. I have been saying a prayer for her every night.

Yes, I saw Miss Annalinde's note about "The Bullfrog Incident." For my part,
I must confess that part of me is *very* curious, but I also feel rather
naughty for it, as Miss Annalinde specifically said that the matter was over
and was to be forgotten.

I think this weekend will be fun, too, and I anm looking forward to it.

A warm hug from,

Elena Dierrian
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From: <SKEEZICS29@xxx.xxx>
Date: Fri Sep 24, 1999 4:06am
Subject: Arrival at school
  	
Rebecca grows weary from waiting for the headmistress. She gently picks up
her suitcase and begins walking thru the building. She hopes to find a
friendly face to help her. She grows tired and longs for the comfort of a bed.

Rebecca~13
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From: Kadorienne <kadorian@xxxxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Fri Sep 24, 1999 8:37am
Subject: Re: Veronica to Annalinde, Janet and the young bunnies
  	
Dear Janet,

There's no need to apologize in advance for your table manners. Didn't you know
that there are ettiquette classes here at Avendale? By the end of the year
you'll be eating like a duchess.

Don't you miss iced tea already? I always do! I'll never forget my first year
here. I was offered some tea, and when I got that little cup of hot liquid, I
said, "Um, thanks.... Where's my tea?"

And you needn't fret that I'll withhold discipline from you when you need it. I
wouldn't let down a girl that way. But I'm going to look out for you, too, one
Confederette to another. Tell you what. On Monday morning, before classes, come
to my room and I'll inspect your uniform, make sure it's shipshape.

Of course you can come and talk to me anytime, honey. I will be gone part of the
weekend, actually, to visit relatives, but I'll let you know when I'm back, all
right?

Veronica Bellemont
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From: <Elaryn@xxx.xxx>
Date: Fri Sep 24, 1999 5:05am
Subject: Rebecca
  	
Elena Dierrian saw the forlorn-looking brunette girl making her way from the
Headmistress' office toward the brunette's dormitory. She was brand-new to
Avendale, Elena surmised, so her errand to Miss Maitland's office was merely
one of introduction rather than discipline. My, but she looked sad! Elena
sped up her pace to catch up with the new girl. She found it very difficult
to maintain decorum as she tried to catch up, but somehow managed to reach
the young brunette's side without looking *too* childish.

"Hello," Elena said, sounding just a little out of breath from the sudden
exertion.

The girl turned to regard her. "H-hello," she replied. The girl who stood
before her was as tall as she, with long, fiery red hair that cascaded past
her waist. At present, it was unbound. She wore the maroon gymslip and
beret of a Junior blonde and had the most engaging smile on her face.

"My name is Elena Dierrian. Welcome to Avendale." She extended one
long-fingered hand and clasped Rebecca's warmly. "If you do not my saying
so, you look a little lost."

"I-I was waiting for the Headmistress...for my first interview with her? But
it appears she is not in her office. I-I have been waiting there for several
minutes. Another girl - a brunette - helped me carry my luggage, but she is
gone..."

"I will show you to the brunette dormitory, which is just this way," Elena
offered. "I am suer Miss Maitland will be along very soon. Being
Headmistress, she is usually very busy - she does, after all, have 200 of us
to look after."

Rebecca nodded slowly. "I suppose you are correct."

"I have an idea - let me conduct you to the brunette's dormitory, and you can
put away your traps. By then, I am certain Miss Maitland will be ready to
speak with you. She has a secretary, you know. I'll find her secretary and
ask if she will let Miss Maitland know to expect you."

Rebecca's face lit. "Oh, would you?"

"Of course. We are all sisters here, you know."

"Sisters?"

"Yes - well...not in the 'normal' way, you know - not as if we each had the
same Mummies or anything - but sort of a Sisterhood. It is really quite
wonderful, you know, and we share that with every other maid who has attended
Avendale. It is a sort of spiritual bond, if you will..."

Elena's smile was bright and engaging. Rebecca could not help smiling back,
thinking to herself that surely this was a blonde. Who else would think such
thoughts? "I think I see," she faltered.

"Here we are - 'Brunette Dormitory." I should not go inside, of course, so I
will go find the Headmistress' secretary for you, Rebecca." The younger girl
suddenly and impulsively placed an arm about Rebecca. "I am glad to meet
you, Rebecca. I am sure you will like it here. I hope things go better for
you..."

"I have met one other girl so far; she introduced herself as Sabrina McCloud."

"Yes, I know Sabrina. She is very pleasant. Oh - your prefect is Veronica
Bellemont. She is from Southern Culveria - The Confederate States of
Culveria, they call it - and she is ever so nice. She has the most musical
voice imaginable. The blonde prefect is Annalinde Chelverton. She is
marvelous!" declared Elena with brightly shining eyes. "Oh, there is
another brunette from Culveria here, as well, and her name is Janet Dolan."

"It-it will take me a while to learn everyone's name," remarked Rebecca.

"I expect so, but do not feel too badly about it. It is hard, at first, for
us 'bunnies'." At Rebecca's questioning look, Elena explained, "'Bunny' is
what they call a new girl. It is not meant in a bad way, though."

Rebecca nodded, smiling shyly. "I-I know. It's....it's sort of cute, isn't
it - being a 'bunny'."

Elena giggled softly. "Yes, I suppose it is."

Rebecca opened the door. I should be ready to see the Headmistress very
soon. I should not want to keep her waiting."

"I will tell her secretary to expect you in half an hour, then? Will that be
enough time for you?"

"Yes." Just before the door closed, Rebecca said, "Thank you, Elena."

Elena smiled and replied, "You're ever so welcome, Rebecca."
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From: janet dolan <janetd33@xxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Fri Sep 24, 1999 10:10am
Subject: Janet to Veronica
  	
Dear Miss Veronica

Thank you so much.
I'll be glad to come to your room early on Monday morning so you can inspect
my uniform. I admit I find the petticoats extra complicated.
Another thing, it's so cold here. I am not used to it. Last night when I
undressed for bed, I shivered. I noticed some girls looking at me and
whispering when my tanned legs, but I told them right away I'll lose that
colour soon. I put on my night gown and found out that my knee length gowns
are no good in this weather. I put on my socks and went to bed, teeth
knocking...I was so tired I slept well anyway.
It is funny to be called a bunny. When in Culveria I used to hunt bunnies,
and was pretty good at it. My Aunt Eudora said "I was an asset to huntin'
an' shouldn't waist ma time on useless schoolin'"
but I want more than being like her, I want to continue learning, and give
to society more than bunny meat and alligator skins.
I had to fight my way here, and will be able to fight more if needed. I want
so much to find my place here.
I don't want to be homesick, there is nothing there for me now, yt I am. You
really cannot give up your origins. Why is it?
I'll wait for you to call me Miss Veronica

Thank you again

Janet Dolan
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From: Malena Franklin <malena43@xxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Fri Sep 24, 1999 3:12am
Subject: To Elena: note under pillow
  	
Hi Elena

Its me malena I wonder if You would like to sneak out this friday evening
with me to town. If we try quite late around 23 I think we can go without
being noticed. There are no lessons and Miss Veronica will be gone over
weekend to visit relatives and Miss Annalinde is in other part of house.I
know you live in same corridor as her but she use to read books so late so
it should be safe if you could sneak out and meet me outside house. Its a
splendid oppurtunity to run to open railwaystation and buy some candies.
Miss Veronica confiscated all my candies last weekend I really long for some
new which could come handy on sunday when we have grammophoneplaying. I long
sooo for some chocolate and some salt candies..... Please,please Elena join
me and do this..you need to have some excitement......and I think we wont
have better chance then this evening.

Hopeful
malena
ps. otherwise I do it myself.......
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From: thorny <krstrob@xxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Fri Sep 24, 1999 10:45am
Subject: Tea Party
  	
Miss Veronica I too would like to come to the tea party. My manners are
quite good, though I am sure that there are many things that I will be
able to learn from the more sophisticated students. I would also love
to hear some of the grand music that will be played. Will we just play
new tunes or may we also do a waltz or two? Do you need me to bring
anything to the tea party? If so just let me know and I would be happy
to do that.

sabrina McCloud
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From: thorny <krstrob@xxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Fri Sep 24, 1999 10:48am
Subject: Re: Arrival at school
  	
Sweetie are you a blond or a brunnete?

sabrina McCloud
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From: thorny <krstrob@xxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Fri Sep 24, 1999 10:59am
Subject: Elena
  	
Sabrina looks out her window and see's Elena stanging outside the
Brunnette Dormitory looking so sad. I check myself in my mirror to make
sure that my uniform is straight then I go down the stairs to go and
fetch Elena.

"Hello, Elena how are you today?"

"Well, I don't have a room yet" the sad girl replied. "Well, here let
me take your bags and you can come stay in my room. I have been ever so
lonely." I take her bag and the I take her hand and I lead her up to my
room. Once in the room we put away all of her things.

Sabrina McCloud
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From: <EmmaEilise@xxx.xxx>
Date: Fri Sep 24, 1999 10:23am
Subject: where do I go?....
  	
Emma strolls up the walkway, suitcases in hand and approaches the large
building in front of her. Just as she's about put down her belongings and
open the door, it swings open and out walks a sweet looking brunette. Emma
tilts her head ever so slightly to the left while studying the girl, and
utters a "hello". "Hi!" the other girl replies, "Im Malena. Welcome to
Avendale. Can I help you get your things settled?" Emma is slightly
taken back by this girls open display of extreme friendliness. "Wow!" thinks
Emma.... I bet it's going to be really easy to make tons of new friends if
everyone is as friendly as this girl!
"Sure! I would love some help! Im Emma Bradbury. How old are you?"
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From: Malena Franklin <malena43@xxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Fri Sep 24, 1999 7:35am
Subject: Re: where do I go?....
  	
Hi Emma!

A smiling me greets new girl Emma.
" Hi Im malena and I am a 12 years old brunette girl Ill help you find
everything here."
Malena looks with envy at Emmas beautiful look and confident attitude...and
swallows..I really hope I can be her friend.She is 16...ohh 4 years older
then me.....I really would like to be her friend.... swallow deep.....
Elena has not answered yet from my note but if she doesnot maybe I could ask
Emma to sneak to railwaystation this evening and buy candies. Or we could do
it all three together. Oh i wish she likes me....friendly I help Emma to
find dorm and show her around school.
In end of guiding I decide to whispering tell Emma that I plan to sneak out
this evening to buy candies at railwaystation.
"Will you join me? and maybe another girl will come too I dont know..
Its rather safe as Miss Veronica away to visit her relatives....thats our
prefect....in brunettes dorm.....please Emma will you join me?"
My brown eyes look pleadingly and admiring at Emma.......

malena
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From: <EmmaEilise@xxx.xxx>
Date: Fri Sep 24, 1999 10:42am
Subject: Re: Re: where do I go?....
  	
Emma is immensly relieved to hear Malenas plan for sneaking out this evening.
She was secretly afraid that although the girls at this school would be
nice, and there was no question that she would have friends.... she thought
the girls might all be "rule followers, or proper young ladies".... and lack
the sense of adventure and daring that she had. "I would simply LOVE to go
out with you tonight!! And, of all the places to go..... I absolutely adore
candy and sweets!!" beamed Emma. "Thank you so much for inviting me!!"
What time shall I meet you, and where?"
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From: <Kitten1776@xxx.xxx>
Date: Fri Sep 24, 1999 11:07am
Subject: Overheard
  	
Alexis was walking alone near the dormitory when she saw a young brunette she
recognized as Malena, and an older, beautiful brunette girl whom she didn't
recognize. The older brunette girl looked to be at least Alexis' age, 15, or
maybe just a little bit older.

"I would simply LOVE to go out with you tonight!! And, of all the places to
go..... I absolutely adore candy and sweets!!" beamed the new brunette girl.
"Thank you so much for inviting me!! What time shall I meet you, and
where?"

"Hi", Alexis ventured, wanting very much to get to know this pretty brunette
girl. "My name is Alexis Harrington. I don't think we've properly been
introduced. You are Malena, right? I've seen you about. But I don't think
I've seen YOU before", she said to the new girl.

"No, I've just arrived here at Avendale, actually. My name is Emma Eilise
Bradbury", she crooned, tossing her locks back with practiced ease.

"Welcome to Avendale. I'm rather new here myself. I don't know too many
people yet. It's nice to meet someone close to my own age. I do hope we can
get to be very good friends!" gushed Alexis.

"I'd like that very much", Emma replied.

"Well then..." Alexis said nervously, having run out of small talk. "Um, I
overheard a bit of your conversation as I approached. I hope you are not
upset with me! You are going somewhere tonight?"

Malena looked nervously at the blonde Alexis, hoping that her plan would not
be discovered and brought to the attention of the prefects. "Well, Emma and
I were just..."

"We were just talking about sneaking out tonight for some fun! Won't you
join us?" Emma interjected. "Don't tell me you're a goody-two-shoes, now,
Alexis!"

"N-No, not at all!" Alexis stammered, taken aback. "I'd love to join you!
What time and where shall I meet you?"

Both of the older girls looked at Malena.
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From: <EmmaEilise@xxx.xxx>
Date: Fri Sep 24, 1999 11:18am
Subject: Re: Overheard
  	
Emma is getting more excited by the minute!! Group sneak outs are so much
fun!! Of course, one realizes that the chances of being caught increase with
each girl included....but that is what makes it half the fun- the suspense of
trying not to be caught. Emma briefly wonders what would happen should the
girls be caught. Although she doesn't want to make a bad impression on her
first day here....the temptation to be sneaky is just too great to pass by.
The most that probably will happen is an hour or two in the solitary room, or
maybe early bed with no dinner.... not much to worry about really. Emma
always wondered why the other girls at her other schools were always so well
behaved when these were the only consequences one ever received for
misbehavior. Although Mother did say that this school would be greatly
different from all the other ones Emma attended, and Emma should try to
behave; the temptation was just too good. Besides, they probably wouldn't
get caught anyways.

Curiousity getting the best of her, Emma asked the others "What do you think
the consequence will be, should we somehow be caught sneaking out tonight?
Does anyone know?"
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From: Malena Franklin <malena43@xxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Fri Sep 24, 1999 8:28am
Subject: Sneaking out.....
  	
Ohhhhhhh I say about 23.00 but we must be careful.
I swallowed.....i had not planned we be so many...and Elena had not answered
yet.....and now this 2 older girls...Alexis too she so advanced......with
me....yes I was honoured but also scared.....would we get away with it when
so many maybe 4...girls......I really hope rumor was true about Miss
Veronica away. Swallow more and only hope Miss Annalinde away in her books
dreaming......and hope no Miss's out....this would not be seen with kind
eyes from them......ooooohhhh.....i hope they sleep.......and
grammophoneparty on sunday but I cannot stop now i must go with them.....if
only Elena answered?

malena
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From: janet dolan <janetd33@xxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Fri Sep 24, 1999 3:29pm
Subject: Wood carving
  	
Janet is a little bored. She has been reading the school manual for hours
and cannot concentrate. The good weather outside seems a little too much to
waste. She jumps up and collects her physics book and her knife, given to
her by her Aunt Eudora on her 12th birthday. The handle is covered with
alligator skin to prevent slipping and the blade is sharp enough to slash
one. She goes into the garden, and quickly finds an isolated spot between
the trees. Shepicks a suitable piece of wood, and while reading starts
carving something out of the wood.
The piece of wood is quickly getting the shape of a rowing boat, which she
once saw in a book. she does not notice that splinters are covering her
skirt, and her left knee sock is once more descending towards her ankle. She
is absorbed so much in her book and her carving .
Two figures aree approaching quietly, two older girls. Janet does not notice
them and continues to carve the wood, absorbing the last rays of the automn
sun.
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From: <EmmaEilise@xxx.xxx>
Date: Fri Sep 24, 1999 11:31am
Subject: Re: Sneaking out.....
  	
"Malena....why are you so worried? Relax!! Whats the most that could happen
if we get caught?"
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From: Tanya <Tanya@xxxxxxxxxxxxxxx.xxxxxxxxx.xx.xxx>
Date: Fri Sep 24, 1999 8:18am
Subject: Re Sneaking out
  	
From Tanya@c...



Dearest Malena,


As I was passing the dorm earlier, I couldn't help overhearing you, Alexis and another girl whose voice I didn't recognise talking about sneaking out tonight to get some candy and generally have some fun. Is it too late to ask if I may join the "happy gang"? As you say, Miss Veronica is away and I don't think we'll get a better opportunity to stock up on your favourite sweets.
Please reply as quickly as possible.

Love
Georgina
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From: Malena Franklin <malena43@h...>
Date: Fri Sep 24, 1999 8:33am
Subject: Re: Sneaking out.....
  	
swallows.......pale...
"We would probably be spanked by prefects and maybe sent to Miss
Maitland.....swallow......"

malena
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From: Malena Franklin <malena43@h...>
Date: Fri Sep 24, 1999 8:38am
Subject: Re: Re Sneaking out
  	
Ohhhhh Georgina asking me too.....now we be 5...and I like her so much.
stammers: "Yesssss Georgina....we sneak out at 23.00 I like you to come
too......"
Ohhhhh how will this end.....???
malena
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From: <Kitten1776@a...>
Date: Fri Sep 24, 1999 11:46am
Subject: Emma
  	
Alexis sat under her favorite willow tree, thinking about the delicious new
brunette girl she just met. Emma. Such a beautiful face, and a lovely
figure. A soft breeze swept Alexis' face, her eyes closed in daydreaming.

She couldn't wait for tonight, when she and Emma and some of the other girls
plan to sneak away from school for a romp in town. Thoughts of getting
caught never crossed her mind... only thoughts of spending time with Emma.
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From: <EmmaEilise@a...>
Date: Fri Sep 24, 1999 11:50am
Subject: Re: Re: Sneaking out.....
  	
"Excuse me?!" "You couldn't possibly have said 'spanked'..... I have NEVER
been spanked in my entire life! Proper young ladies are not spanked." I
have heard tales from some other girls at my previous schools talking about
how their Mothers "tanned their hides"....but surely these must be
fabrications, or at the least...very overexaggerated! The very idea of
someone actually hitting my bottom with their hand, or some other implement!!
Too much for me to fathom!"
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From: Malena Franklin <malena43@xxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Fri Sep 24, 1999 8:56am
Subject: Re:Emma
  	
I just look at Emma and wonder.....never spanked...????
Look at my hands and remember Miss Sereliques handstrapping.
And remembers Elena told me she been spanked by Miss Annalinde.....and knows
several other girls thathas been spanked here in school. Emma would soon
learn.....she maybe is not so advanced girl after all.....swallow...ooooohhh
how will this end????

malena
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From: Tanya <Tanya@xxxxxxxxxxxxxxx.xxxxxxxxx.xx.xxx>
Date: Fri Sep 24, 1999 3:57pm
Subject: Point of departure?
  	
From Tanya@c...

Hi Malena,

Thanks for your quick reply. I'm already feeling jolly excited !! Please could you tell me where we are all meeting up at 2300? Oh, and don't worry, everything will be alright as long as we don't make too much noise. Everyone will be asleep by then !!

Yours excitedly
Georgina
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From: Malena Franklin <malena43@h...>
Date: Fri Sep 24, 1999 9:03am
Subject: TIme has come! malena sneaks out
  	
I look up from bed in dorm....and see other girls asleep. Put shoes on and
very quietly walks out and close door so quiet. Noone in corridor. Miss
Veronicas door closed and dark under....ooooh she is away ......oooooh so
well......walks faster down stairs and sees door and opens it and
put...little book there...too keep door open and sneaks out and stands
waiting for Emma and the other girls.
Swallowing just praying noone will come.......

malena
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From: <SKEEZICS29@a...>
Date: Fri Sep 24, 1999 0:04pm
Subject: Re: Rebecca
  	
"Yes,." Just before the door closed, Rebecca said, "Thank you, Elena."
Elena smiled and replied, "You're ever so welcome, Rebecca."
Rebecca goes in and sets her suitcase on the bed. She looks around the room.
"Oh what a lovely room."
She is hoping that all the other girls are as nice as Sabrina and Elena have
been.
Rebecca freshens up and proceeds to walk back down towards the headmistresses
office. She approaches and knocks on the door.
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From: Malena Franklin <malena43@h...>
Date: Fri Sep 24, 1999 9:05am
Subject: Re: Point of departure?
  	
Hi Georgina
Schoolyard outside brunettes dorm at 23.00
Hsssssss dont tell anyone im so worried......
Hugs
malena
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From: <EmmaEilise@a...>
Date: Fri Sep 24, 1999 0:08pm
Subject: Dear Diary
  	
September 24,

Dear Diary,

Today, I met two new girls named Malena, Alexis, and a girl who's name I
cannot remember right now. They all seemed so nice! We are planning a
"sneak out" tonight....and I just can't wait! One thing I am a bit
confused about though, is the consequence of getting caught. One girl said
that she thought we would be spanked if caught!!! Can you believe it?!! I
just keep thinking back to the stories from the Webster School about the
girls who's mothers spanked them. Some told dreadful tales of their mothers
raising their petticoats and lowering their bloomers to administer a spanking
on the bare bottom....but these stories could not possibly be true.... no
one would be so unkind as to expose a lady's bottom and cause pain through a
spanking.

Well, anyways...thats all for now. I just wanted to let you know that I am
adjusting well to my new school....


Emma
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From: <Kitten1776@a...>
Date: Fri Sep 24, 1999 0:33pm
Subject: Georgina in the corridor
  	
Alexis sees Georgina in the corridor of the blonde dormitory. She is reading
the Noticeboard.

"Hello, Georgina!"

"Oh hello, Alexis! How are you?", she replied, then in a whisper, "Are you
really going to go through with sneaking out tonight? Malena told me that
you were going to! I am most nervous about it!"

"Me too, but I'm not too worried about it, really. Miss Annalinde will most
likely be lost in her books and won't even notice that anything is amiss
tonight!", the over-confident Alexis said.

"I hope you are right. Alexis, did you see this notice about the 'Bullfrog
Incident'? I am dreadfully curious about the identity of the culprit!
Aren't you?", inquired Georgina.

Blushing, Alexis said, "Well, I, um... Georgina, can you keep a secret?"

"Yes, Alexis. What is it?" the very curious Georgina asked.

"It was me."

"You? Oh, you really must be joking, Alexis! Surely a blonde girl would not
have pulled such a prank!'

"Honest, Georgina. I did it."

"Oh, my, Alexis! What did Miss Annalinde do to you?", the wide-eyed 12 year
old questioned.

Blushing again, Alexis nearly whispered, "She spanked me, with an awful
paddle. She made me bend over her desk and she paddled me soundly. Promise
you won't tell the other girls, Georgina? Please?"

"Oh, no, of course not, Alexis!", she said quickly, as her mind whirled.
Georgina couldn't wait to tell Elena this piece of news!

From: <Velvet2052@a...>
Date: Fri Sep 24, 1999 0:35pm
Subject: Re: Arrival at school
  	
Sweetie I am a brunette.

Jamie
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From: <Elaryn@a...>
Date: Fri Sep 24, 1999 0:50pm
Subject: Re: To Malena
  	
Dearest Malena,

I implore you to do nothing dishonourable or disobedient. The rules that forbid us fron sneaking out are in place for our own protection. If you want to go out, then let us ask Miss Annalinde (since Miss Veronica is away) if she will escort us to town.

You are my dear friend, Malena - please do not think I feel anything other than affection for you - but I regret that I cannot go with you. I feel it would be wrong for us to go out like that. I beg you to reconsider...

With deepest concern,

Elena Dierrian
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From: <AnnalindeC@a...>
Date: Fri Sep 24, 1999 1:07pm
Subject: Bunnies' Tea Party
  	
Hello. Do sit down. There is acushion over there. Golly, there is hardly room
in my little study, so many of you keep arriving. I think Elena will be here
soon with something she has prepared especially for us. In the meantime,
would you like some tea or some cream soda?

Veronica is bringing some terribly interesting things. Does any one know
what grits are? I don't think I've had a grit in my life, but I'm longing to
try one.

There are *so* many bunnies here at the moment, but it's sort of cosy being
so crowded, isn't it?

Shall we start by all holding hands round the room. Then we are all joined
together; and if any of you are missing your homes and your families,
remember you have another home and another family right here, to keep you
safe until you see your real ones again.

Janet - I bet you know what grits are, don't you? Now there's no need to
look embarrassed, it isn't just a blonde affair - look, here is Sabrina and
there's Malena. Malena, you've got a funny look about you - I *hope* you
aren't up to something.

And my little Georgina - how nice to see you again. I think we are all
going to have a very nice time. . .
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From: <sc_248761@h...>
Date: Fri Sep 24, 1999 5:41pm
Subject: to Elena and Georgina and the other girls of my form
  	
Thank you for your welcome. I really needed a warm help as everything in this school is so new to me.
Bye for now...too much homework to do today...

Marianna
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From: <Kitten1776@a...>
Date: Fri Sep 24, 1999 1:44pm
Subject: Re: Bunnies' Tea Party
  	
Alexis enters Miss Annalinde's study to the sight of the girls sitting in a
circle holding hands.

"Do come in, Alexis!" Miss Annalinde invites her cheerfully. Alexis can't
help but remember what happened to her -- or more precisely, her bottom! --
the last time she entered this room.

"Thank you!" Alexis moves in next to Malena and smiles at her.
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From: laura Mertin <lmertin@h...>
Date: Fri Sep 24, 1999 10:51am
Subject: Re: Welcome to avendale@onelist.com
  	
Head Mistress..

Monday will be my first day at school.. i will be preparing myself for this
wonderful event all weekend..

See You soon..

..laura
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From: <AnnalindeC@a...>
Date: Fri Sep 24, 1999 1:55pm
Subject: No Subject
  	
Annalinde was asleep in her bed when a gentle knock came at her door. She was
a light sleeper and came quickly to full consciousness, aware that one of her
blondes might need her. She sat up in bed.

"Come in," she called.

The blonde who came was not as small as she had expected. It was Elspeth
Elsvetta, looking rather frightened.

"What is it?" asked Annalinde.

"I couldn't sleep," said Elspeth. "I don't know why. You know how it is
when you are awake in the dark and hear every sound. Well, I was listening in
that way - and I am sure something is going on outside."

"What sort of something?"

"I don't know - animals perhaps. A lot of quiet crunching on the gravel.
There is definitely something out there."

Annalinde wished Veronica were not away.

"Do you think we should go to one of the mistresses?"

"I don't know. It may be nothing. But I knew you had a torch. If you shine
it out of the window we may see something."

This seemed a senmsible, safe course. Annalinde took her torch from her
bedside cabinet and went quietly over to the window. Elspeth was right. There
was definitely movement out there, though Annalinde was immediately doubtful
of the animal hypothesis. She waited till her eyes became accustomed to the
moving shadows and then shone on the torch on what she judged to be the right
area.s she thought, there were a number of girls there. She recognised Malena
Franklin, Alexis and a new girl. The girls froze in the light of the torch.

"Stay exactly where you are," she called. "I am coming down." She turned to
Elspeth. "Hold the torch on them. If any one tries to get away, tell me."

In moments Annalinde was in the courtyard.

"Malena," she said. "Georgina. Alexis - Alexis, you surprise me - so soon
after our last little encounter. It seems I was too gentle with you. Now
there was at least one other of you here. One was a very new girl. She must
have arrived today as she hasn't been introduced to me. Now, I know you are
all newish, but I am surprised at you leading such a very new girl astray
like that.

"All of you get to your beds. I shall decide what to do about this in the
morning."
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From: Ulalua Melenelia <openchar@h...>
Date: Fri Sep 24, 1954 6:05pm
Subject: Miss Poindexter composes herself
  	
Miss Poindexter composed herself. The note was not from her Love. Had she
*really* thought it would be? Why would the delightful Ariadne be sending
*her* a note? It was ridiculous. But her heart was heavy. She was deeply
disappointed. She thought about it, and the more she thought, the more
terrified she became. This Elena girl, a charming child, but what did she
*know*? Were the girls gossiping, had she made her love for Ariadne so
obvious that they all knew? All the staff, *everyone*? She shivered, though
she was not cold. What if she were dismissed, would she ever see her
darling Ariadne again. Oh what would she do. Her heart would simply cease
to beat without the one she so loved and so desired. How did this Elena
know? Was this meant as a warning to her? Was this Elena trying to tell her
that they all know, and something is going to be done.

Miss Poindexter was beside herself. What could she do. Oh dear, what could
she do. Tears came to her eyes and she shook, shook with all the longing
for the girl she loved and all the terror that she might be found out and
disgraced. Disgraced in front of the girl she loved and wanted. Oh,
Ariadne, Ariadne, how can I live without you?

After a little while she got up. She thought more about the note. There was
a possibility, a slim possibility that no-one actually knew anything.
Perhaps this Elena, a very sensitive blonde, had simply seen that she was
upset and wanted to be kind to her. Miss Poindexter prayed that was the
case...
339
	

From: Delores Maybridge <MissMaybridge@a...>
Date: Fri Sep 24, 1954 6:30pm
Subject: Technical Points
  	
Girls,

True to my word, those girls who have not introduced themselves,
after due warning, have been removed from the list. May I take this
opportunity to welcome the newcomers, and for their benefit, I should like
to make some points.

Firstly, I do not want to see "one-liners" on the list - I shall be
very strict about this. It plugs up people's postboxes and makes it very
difficult to read properly. Please make sure that if you contribute to the
list, that you have something to say.

When you are involved by other players in their narratives, it is
essential that you respond. I have seen a few players not responding to
those who take the time and trouble to include them. If you are asked
questions, you are to answer them, and shortly. I shall re-iterate, this
list is for *players*, not occasional readers.

When characters refer to time, please use a twelve hour clock. We
are not in the Army, girls, so 23.00 means nothing. 11:00pm, *please*.

If anyone has any questions, please ask me, or one of the prefects.
Everyone is very happy to help, here at Avendale.

Delores Maybridge
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From: <SKEEZICS29@a...>
Date: Fri Sep 24, 1999 2:45pm
Subject: Rebecca
  	
"Yes,." Just before the door closed, Rebecca said, "Thank you, Elena."
Elena smiled and replied, "You're ever so welcome, Rebecca."
Rebecca goes in and sets her suitcase on the bed. She looks around the room.
"Oh what a lovely room."
She is hoping that all the other girls are as nice as Sabrina and Elena have
been.
Rebecca freshens up and proceeds to walk back down towards the headmistresses
office. She approaches and knocks on the door.
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From: Delores Maybridge <MissMaybridge@a...>
Date: Fri Sep 24, 1954 6:55pm
Subject: Re: Rebecca
  	
Miss Maybridge was just leaving Miss Maitland's study when she saw Rebecca
there, knocking on the door.

"The headmistress is engaged on some Important Business, girl, she will see
you when she is ready. Hurry along now. If you have any trouble, go to one
of the prefects, the headmistress is very busy, you know", she said to
Rebecca, "why don't you run along to the bunnies' tea party, it is in
Annalinde's study. You will meet the other new girls there".

"Yes, miss" replied Rebecca meekly, hurrying off to look for Annalinde's study.
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From: Ulalua Melenelia <openchar@h...>
Date: Fri Sep 24, 1999 8:03pm
Subject: The Bully
  	
The Bully

Her name was Cynthia Annabelle Terwillinger. She was a fair brunette. She
possessed a large, sturdy frame, but for all that, she was considered very
pretty. She was sixteen years old. She was relatively new to Avendale,
having arrived just last term.

Cynthia was exceedingly proud of the fact that she was attending a
prestigious school such as Avendale. In Cynthia's opinion, it was merely
her due. She felt entitled, as a pupil of the one of the best schools in
the realm, to a few amenities. One such amenity was the availability of
younger girls to do her bidding. Cynthia longed for a prefect's badge and
duties. If you asked her, she would tell you that she desired to make a
greater contribution to the school and be as a mentress to other girls. But
had you been able to look into Cynthia's unhappy heart, you would have seen
a far different picture, for it is a sad fact that Cynthia simply desired to
see herself obeyed and nothing more. It is difficult to say why Cynthia
felt as she did - perhaps it was because her blonde Mummy had failed to
spank her sufficiently when she caught Cynthia at misdeeds. Perhaps it was
because her brunette Mummy's job forced her to travel, and so she was not
always on hand to provide the strict discipline a young brunette requires to
become a gentlebrunette. Or perhaps it was her Nanny, who, being blonde,
was somewhat overawed of the young brunette as she grew older and found she
could refuse the child nothing. Whatever the reason, it is another sad fact
that young Cynthia had grown to her sixteenth year very used to getting and
having her own way in most matters. Perhaps that was why her blonde Mummy,
feeling something was very wrong, but being quite unable to put her dainty
finger upon it, had decided to send her precious daughter to Avendale
instead of the local academy.

Cynthia, for her part, simply could not imagine why Miss Tuttle, the
Mistress of her previous school, had not awarded her the coveted prefect's
badge. That lady, like Cynthia's blonde Mummy, felt that something was out
of sorts - not quite right - but could not make an exact summation of the
problem, as Cynthia presented to her (and every other grown-up), a face as
pretty and polite as a china doll's. Oh, the little creature's manners were
nothing short of perfect...as long as adults and senior girls were present,
that is. Once she was surrounded by juniors and those less in stature than
herself, young Cynthia became quite a different girl.

Cynthia was quite certain that *this* would be the term that she, Cynthia
Annabelle Terwillinger, received the Pinnacle - the prefect's badge. And
oh, what fun she would be able to have then! Soon, Cynthia thought, the new
Headmistress - some old trout named Maitland - would appreciate her for the
gem she was. Yes, she thought, soon they would all see!

Once arrived at Fair Avendale, Cynthia quickly identified those who would
best suit her purposes - girls of good scholastic ability but timid
demeanor, who might be intimidated into completing assignments and running
small errands for her. She did not spare the school staff in this, snooping
about and learning which girls might have secrets - they would probably not
wish to share with the Mistresses or prefects. Some were petty - minor
violations of the rules that would have earned the guilty miss a writing
assignment, or at worst, a strapped hand. Some violations were more serious
and would have certainly resulted in a long and painful interview with the
strap or the cane. Cynthia collected these transgressions as a numismatiste
collects antique coins, storing them up in the treasure house of her unhappy
heart and using them judiciously.

First, there was Sally Dawes, a junior kitchen maid. Sally was young,
having just turned fifteen, blonde, and pretty in a saucy way. She was not
a terribly clever girl, but she was inclined toward high spirits and very
impulsive. Cynthia discovered that Sally was a minor pilferess. Oh, she
took nothing of great value, though she was plainly wrong. Had Cook or any
of the senior kitchen staff discovered Sally's naughtiness, it is certain
that buxom young creature would have had trouble sitting for at least week,
not to mention being made to recompense what she had taken from her small
wages. Cynthia, had she been an upright and righteous young brunette, would
have reported Sally or convinced her to turn herself in for her own good.
Alas, Cynthia was not. She coerced Sally, with a promise of continued
silence, to smuggle her small treats. With great delight did Cynthia
describe the direful whippings that awaited a thief, and Sally, as we have
said, was not overly gifted with intelligence and believed her. In addition
to the extra tidbits, Cynthia was more than happy to subject Sally to an
occasional excess of civility, stealing kisses and caresses whenever she
could.

Bethany Claridge, aged sixteen, was a young gentleblonde of superior
linguistic skill but very poor judgement. One dark night, Cynthia chanced
to discover Bethany slipping back into the blonde dormitory after an
assignation with a rough brunette in Avenbridge. (And perhaps it is better
that the gentle reader does not ask what young Miss Terwillinger was doing
abroad at so late an hour.) Had Annalinde or one of the mistresses found
her out, Bethany would have ended the encounter with a very sore bottom, not
to mention a weighty writing imposition about the expected conduct of a
young lady of Avenbridge. Cynthia promised silence - if only Bethany would
be *so* kind as to provide her with the answers to her English exercises.

Then, there was Melisande Delaporte, a pretty, willowy brunette of
seventeen. Melisande liked to smoke cigarettes - a decidely forbidden
activity for a young lady of her tender years, and Cynthia made it her
business to learn Melisande's secret and promise to tell no one in
authority, provided Melisande would assist Cynthia with her mathematics, for
Melisande was a formidable mathamaticienne.

Finally, there was poor, dear, desolated Miss Penelope Poindexter. It was
she whom Cynthia next fixed her hungry eyes upon, for if ever there was
someone whose demeanor shrieked of secrets to conceal, it was Miss
Poindexter. Cynthia watched carefully, noting how the brunette mistress'
eyes fixed sadly upon the fair Ariadne. Cynthia heard her longing sighs.
Cynthia marked well when the mistress' candle burned long into the wee hours
of the night. "Now," she thought, "all I need is some sort of proof and
Miss Poindexter (and good marks history - my least favorite subject) will be
mine."

Cynthia was cordially loathed by those who knew her reputation - actually a
select few who had been unfortunate enough to come to her attention. They
were too afraid of her to make a complaint against her. Alas, fear can make
fools of even the wisest maids.

It was during her campaign to spy upon poor, lovestruck Miss Poindexter that
she first ran afoul of Veronica Bellemont, the brunette prefect. That
upright young lady was taking a late afternoon stroll through the garden
when she espied Cynthia's sturdy form, lurking near to where Miss Poindexter
sat, forlornly, writing in a small book. The mistress appeared to be in the
throes of heartbreak, tears coursing softly down her smooth cheeks.
Veronica did not know what ailed the desolate Miss Poindexter, but she DID
know that no pupil had any business whatsoever lurking behind the mistress
in such a clandestine manner.

Feeling all of chivalrous Culveria rising within her breast, Veronica
carefully slipped up behind Cynthia, as quiet as an Indienne brave. She
then placed a firm hand on Cynthia's shoulder and whirled her around.

"Oh!"

At Cynthia's exclamation, Miss Poindexter looked up from her journal; an
expression of surprise, then mortified embarrassment crossed her fine
features. Clutching her book to her breast, she fled the garden without
looking back.

"Might a body inquire as to what you were doing, Terwillinger?" As always
when she was annoyed, Veronica's accent was especially pronounced. Cynthia
looked left, right - anywhere but Veronica's set, angry expression.
Veronica said, "I'm waiting, Terwillinger."

"Um.....M-miss Veronica. H-how nice to see you. I-I was
just......umm........looking in on Miss P-Poindexter......."

"'Looking in on her?'" quoted Veronica, disbelief heavy in her voice.

"Yes. Yes, that's right. I was looking in on her, b-because... because
anyone in the world could tell she was troubled, and-and I was concerned, as
any…any gentlemaid would be, Miss Veronica. I declare, you frightened me
out of a year's growth-"

Veronica considered the matter. The culprit's face was pale and damp with
beaded perspiration. Veronica was certain that Cynthia was not telling her
the truth, or at least all of the truth. But it was not genteel to call a
pette a liar to her face. Veronica decided she would have to watch this one
very closely indeed. She was also sure of one other thing: it was a
violation of both ethics and etiquette to observe someone - especially a
Mistress - without their knowledge or consent. "Well, Terwillinger, I am
sure Miss Poindexter would be tickled to death to learn of your concern for
her welfare."

"Oh, one need not thank me, M-miss Veronica. I was only doing what was
correct."

Veronica smiled fiercely. "I declare I am glad to hear you say so,
Terwillinger. Because you're going to write her a note that describes your
actions today and the reason for those actions, requesting that she
discipline you as she sees fit." Cynthia started to relax visibly, when
Veronica continued, "and where I hail from, no one worthy of bein' called a
lady would observe another lady, from hiding, as you were doing today. I
have high standards for my girls, Terwillinger, and I will not have anyone
in my dormitory behaving in such a way as to cast any aspersions on the
character or reputation of my dorm."

Cynthia nodded her head vigorously, looking for a non-existent escape route.
"Y-y-y-yes... Of course, Miss Veronica. As you say..."

"You see that birch tree yonder, Terwillinger?" Veronica pointed, and
Cynthia nodded dully, disliking this sudden turn of events. "Run fetch me a
couple of switches and don't be too long about it."

Unhappily, Cynthia did as she was told. Since she was under Veronica's
direct observation, it seemed there would be no reprieve. She pulled the
switches from the birch tree and brought them back to the waiting prefect,
who took them and began to strip them of leaves. That task done, Veronica
turned her attention back to Cynthia.

"See that bench? I want you to bend over and place your hands on the
bench." Cynthia complied. "Good. Now, feet apart - excellent. Don't
move." Veronica looked around; no one else was in sight. She then
carefully folded Cynthia's skirt and petticoat over her back, exposing her
white cotton knickers, suspenders and dark stocking tops. Cynthia's
stockings were relatively short, so a goodly expanse of creamy thigh was
exposed above the dark-welted tops of her stockings. "Now before I begin,
Terwillinger, can you tell me why you find yourself in this embarrassing
position?"

"Um...because I was observing Miss Poindexter, out of my great concern for
her?"

"Because you were observing Miss Poindexter in a very clandestine manner,
during what was obviously a very private occasion," corrected Veronica
crisply. "And what will you do after I'm finished making your derriere
smart, Terwillinger?"

Cynthia bit her lip. If only this silly girl would only thrash her already
and quit prosing on so. "I-I'm going to write Miss Poindexter a note,
explaining my actions..."

"...and asking her to punish you for those actions as she sees appropriate.
Oh, and you will take 300 lines: 'I will endeavor, at all times, to comport
myself with courtesy, honour and respect, as befits a Young Lady of
Avendale.'"

"Yes, Miss Veronica," Cynthia replied in a less-than-enthusiastic tone.
Veronica thinned her lips in annoyance at the implied insolence in Cynthia's
voice, drew back her arm and made a fierce cut with the switches across
Cynthia's exposed thighs. Cynthia yelped loudly and jumped up. Gently, but
with a steely firmness, Veronica pulled her back into position. Still
holding her tightly, Veronica made several more well-aimed cuts with the
dual switches across Cynthia's seat and thighs. The prefect smiled as
Cynthia's feet began to do an involuntary dance to the rhythm of the
switching. Cynthia was squealing in time to the strokes.

"How long has it been since you've had a proper whipping, Terwillinger?"
Veronica asked conversationally. "Seems to me like it's been a long spell.
Well, now that you have come to my attention, Terwillinger, you can look
forward to having your derriere well-tanned on a regular basis. Do you a
world of good, in my opinion." Cynthia wailed as Veronica's next stroke
crossed a weal. "I'm ashamed of you, Terwillinger - an almost grown
brunette, crying like a mule."

"Oh, it stings! It stings!!" wailed Cynthia, whose bottom and thighs fekt
as if they were on fire. Veronica was a strong, healthy young lady in very
good condition, and she had a strong right arm.

"That's the idea, darlin'," Veronica said with a determined but satisfied
grin. Despite her fair colouration, this was no delicate blonde, and for
the first time in a while, Veronica felt she could give this naughty miss a
really proper thrashing. The switch continued to rise and fall for the next
several minutes, increasing in severity every time Cynthia cried out,
protested or struggled. It took a while for Cynthia to submit herself to
the chastisement and relax in Veronica's authoritarienne enmbrace. Finally,
the prefect cast the switches aside. Her arm was quite tired, and the
formerly white expanses of Cynthia's thighs were criss-crossed with fine,
red welts. Cynthia started to rise; Veronica held her down and said, "Now,
did I give you permission to stand, yet, Terwillinger?"

"No, Miss Veronica." The formerly sullen voice was tearful and, most
noticeably, respectful.

Veronica proceeded to apply a dozen very firm swats to Cynthia's bottom and
welted thighs. She took the blows quietly enough, to Veronica's
satisfaction. The brunette prefect then took a moment to admire her
handiwork. "I bet your tailfeathers are nice and warm," remarked Veronica
in a good-humoured tone. She imagined could feel the heat from the
spanking, as well as the small, raised weals from the switch. "I truly
enjoy doing a task well," Veronica remarked. "You may stand, Terwillinger."
She released Cynthia, who stood and carefully, gingerly readjusted her
petticoat and skirt.

"Th-thank you, Miss Veronica."

Veronica smiled and pulled the girl to herself in a sisterly embrace.
"You're more than welcome, Sugar. That's what I'm here for."

As Cynthia turned to go, Veronica said, in parting, "Oh, I'll want to see
that letter before you deliver it to Miss Poindexter."

"Yes, Miss Veronica. Y-you shall have it."

Veronica departed without another glance at Cynthia, who was left standing
in the garden, as the twilight gathered around her. Her seat and thighs
stung miserably, but for the first time in a very long time, she felt warmed
inside.
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From: <Kitten1776@a...>
Date: Fri Sep 24, 1999 8:15pm
Subject: Caught!
  	
Georgina and Alexis whispered from their beds in their darkened quarters.
Miss Annalinde had just delivered them to their beds and turned off the light
after having caught them trying to sneak into town.

"Oh, my goodness! We were so quiet. How did she ever know we were out
there?", wondered a perplexed Georgina.

"I don't know...all I know is, I don't want the morning to come!", Alexis
chimed in.

"Me either. What do you think Miss Annalinde will do to us?", worried
Georgina.

"I do not want to even so much as think about it right now!", Alexis said.

A sleepy voice chimed in from across the room, "Shhh! Please! Some of us
are trying to sleep!"

"Sorry.", Alexis & Georgina whispered in unison. They both soon fell into a
restless sleep.
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From: <Elaryn@a...>
Date: Fri Sep 24, 1999 8:18pm
Subject: Elena's Sleepless Night
  	
Elena Dierrian delivered her reply to the note Malena Franklin had left under
her pillow and returned to her own dormitory. She breathed a quiet prayer to
Dea that Malena decided to be sensible and ask to be taken to town the next
day.

Elena herself had another matter to ponder. Surely, a right-thinking maid
would immediately report this matter to Miss Annalinde or even, perhaps, a
Mistress. For it was clear to Elena that sneaking out in the middle of the
night was very naughty, not to mention unwise. Who knew what wild beasts
might be abroad, or worse yet, creatures of Darkness and undead shadesthat
preyed upon young maidens who ventured out in the dark of night. Still,
Malena was a brunette, and young brunettes can be very brave - even
foolhardily so.

On the other hand, of course, Malena was a dear friend. To tell on
her...would such an act be dishonourable or not? Elena was Sithienne enough
to be very concerned with honour and with being honourable. Maybe, thought
Elena, maybe Malena heeded my warning and stayed in tonight. She lay quietly
in her bed, praying that this were so. Then she heard them outside in the
courtyard. She willed herself to remain still in her bed. She could hear
the scrapes of shoes upon gravel and girlish whispers and giggles. The she
heard an unmistakable voice say, "Stay exactly where you are; I am coming
down." Miss Annalinde! Oh dear!

Now they're going to catch it, thought Elena unhappily. Not too long after
that, she heard Annalinde's firm, light footfalls in the gravel. "Malena,"
she said. "Georgina. Alexis - Alexis, you surprise me - so soon after our
last little encounter."

Oh, no, thought Elena, with a growing sense of dread. Not Georgina, too! As
for Alexis, Elena did not know her well, though she recalled meeting Alexis
that day she went to Miss Annalinde to share her concerns for poor Miss
Poindexter.

"It seems I was too gentle with you," continued Annalinde, sounding both
tired and disappointed. "Now there was at least one other of you here. One
was a very new girl. She must have arrived today as she hasn't been
introduced to me. Now, I know you are all newish, but I am surprised at you
leading such a very new girl astray like that.

"All of you get to your beds. I shall decide what to do about this in the
morning."

Elena could sense the culprits' growing sense of dread, almost as if it were
her own. She wondered, should I tell Miss Annalinde that I, too was invited
to go along on this escapade? Oh, what shall I do?? She lay awake a long
while, pondering her next actions, until sleep finally overcame her.
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From: janet dolan <janetd33@h...>
Date: Sat Sep 25, 1999 0:40am
Subject: Wood carving
  	
Miss Veronica approached Janet. Behind her Janet saw another brunette who
was walking slowly and had a definitely crestfallen appearance. Janet jumped
up, knocking down her little boat and trying to hide her knife.
"Janet! show me your hands!" said the breunette prefect.
"Yes Miss Veronica". Janet felt so embaressed with her disarrayed skirt
covered with wood slinters, and her troublesome left sock. She put out her
hands, giving the knife handle first to Veronica.
"Well bless my heart" said Veronica, once more letting her Culverian accent
show, "a real piece of Culverian blade manufecturing, doing her maker real
proud" She took the knife, weighing it in her hand." I've never seen one of
those handles, is it alligator skin?"
"Yes Miss Veronica, t'was given t'me by my brunette aunt Eudora when I
turned 12, and she wasstill thinking I'll join her huntin... I'm sorry if I
shouldn't have brought it here, but it's only for carving"
"Janet,this thing is sharp enough to seriously injure you if you are not
careful, what have you been carving?"
Wordlessly Janet lifted the discarded boat from the floor and showed it to
Veronica. Veronica turned to the other brunette and said coldly "You may go
on to finish your lines and note now". The other girl turned awakwardly and
continued to walk down the path.
"Janet, this is beautiful, you are talented but I cannot allow you to have
such a knife here. It might be abused, either by you or someone else, and is
bound to get you in trouble dear. On the other hand, you may be allowed to
carve, using more fitting utensils. Let me see what we can do about it."
Janet looked forlornly at her knife and asked "Will I get it back when I go
home?" "Sure thing sugar".
Janet wanted to hug Veronica but stopped, not sure how the strict prefect
would react. She pulled at her left sock trying to adjust it.
Veronica looked at her with a smile and said: "well I can see why you are
concerned about the uniform. I'll call you tomorrow and talk things over
with you. I also have to consider your if this knife incident does not merit
some attention to your rear end, just to make sure that you ask permission
ahead of doin' things in the future. Now you run along to the dorm and get
yourself ready to the bunnies tea party, and I'll deposit this here fine art
object with Miss Maitland"
Janet smiled and ran like a true bunny towards the dorm.
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From: <EmmaEilise@a...>
Date: Fri Sep 24, 1999 10:02pm
Subject: Re: Elena's Sleepless Night
  	
Emma crept quietly back to her dorm room and snuck back into bed. "How could
we have gotten caught so quickly?"...she was wondering to herself. Luckily,
when she first saw that light shining on them, she ducked behind a
tree....and avioded being outright caught. And further in her favor was the
little fact that Miss Annalinde didn't know who she was yet....therefore,
Emma might not be tied to the "sneak out".

Emma drifted off to sleep, wearing a confident smile.... she wasn't worried
at all. The chances of her being punished for the sneak out were slim; and
even if she was punished too, it couldn't be as bad as the girls seemed to
think...

No, Emma wasn't worried at all.....
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From: Malena Franklin <malena43@h...>
Date: Fri Sep 24, 1999 8:09pm
Subject: Catastrophe!
  	
OHHHHHH.....hands for face laying in bed and feeling so ashamed....
Why, why, didnt I listen to Elena.....ooooh why did this go wrong?????
OOhhhhh why were we so many??? Regret,shame and fear mixed in Malenas mind
laying in bed after this disgraceful minutes outside when Miss
Annalinde came and caught the little group of girls. Sniffing in pillow and
really feeling ashamed for this stupid idea.
So humiliating to be scolded and caught and send to bed directly with Miss
Annalindes stern face looking at them.
Ohh and she was the girl who came up with idea.....oooooohh what will happen
tomorrow....Miss Annalindes voice been so sharp and clear....
Sleepless....swallowing deep and with fear and shame glowing in face Malena
lay looking in roof and hoping this was only a nightmare...but she
knew...she would have to face consequenses tomorrow......
and she thought of how wise and good her friend Elena was....she should
stick to her from now on and not listen to the older girls....

Malena

PS to Miss Maybridge
I apologize for my mixture of timescale...Im sorry Ill do better Miss!
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From: Tanya <Tanya@c...>
Date: Sat Sep 25, 1999 3:30am
Subject: Georgina's Dream
  	
Tanya@c...



At a quarter to five on Saturday morning, Georgina awoke suddenly. She had just had the most terrible dream. In it, she and a few of the other girls had decided to sneak out after lights-out and make their way in to Avenbridge ostensibly to acquire some extra reserves of sweets for Malena's bedside locker.

At just past eleven o'clock outside the bronette dorm, Alexis, Malena, Georgina and a new girl whose name Georgina did not yet know, had stood in the cool late-evening air trying desperately not to make any noise that might possibly awaken any of the maidens inside sleeping peacefully. The new girl was already beginning to have some second thoughts about their escapade after Malena had informed her that if they were, by any chance caught, they would almost certainly receive for their trouble, a severe spanking and quite possibly a caning from the headmistress or one of the senior mistresses or prefects..

The excitement and danger of their adventure however propelled them onwards as they tiptoed their way down the long school driveway and out into the surrounding Avenbridge countryside. Malena, too, had begun to harbour some reservations for what had started out as just a " two girl affair" had now turned into a "gang of four". She reasoned, and probably qoite correctly, that the more girls there were involved, the more chance there was of getting caught. Still, she knew she couldn't possibly back out now at the last moment and consequently lose face. Indeed, there was something of this feeling in all the girls' hearts but none of them could possibly admit to it.

None of the four girls had remembered to bring anything resembling a torch so they were continually losing their footing on the less than smooth country lanes. They had forgotten the golden maxim "Good Organisation and Planning". Suddenly, some way off in the distance, they saw the headlights of a car coming towards them. Alexis shouted at the other girls to dive in to the bushes at the side of the road. As the car seemed to slow down and pass them but not stop, they hoped against hope that they had not been seen or worse still, recognised !! Should they turn back or continue on to the railway station as planned?

After not a small amount of deliberation, they had decided to head back to the school hoping they could creep back in to their respective dorms without anyone being any the wiser.

It was at this point in the dream that Georgina woke up. She initially remembered thinking, "Oh, thank Dea it was only a bad dream", but then realised with horror that no, what she had dreamt had been near enough exactly what had occured the previous evening. Yes, they had sneaked out. Yes, they had decided to go in to town. Yes, they had arranged to meet in the schoolyard at 11pm. Georgina realised that the only difference between the dream and the reality was that the schoolyard was as far as they had got. She suddenly remembered that a torch had been shined down on them from one of the upstairs' windows closely followed by the stern voice of Miss Annalinde saying, "Don't anybody move, I'm coming right down"

As Georgina listened to the peaceful breathing of the other girls around her in her dorm, she suddenly felt extremely worried, How could she have decided to get involved in such a ludicrous escapade? What was going to happen later that day when Miss Annalinde had decided how she was going to deal with the incident?
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From: <AnnalindeC@a...>
Date: Sat Sep 25, 1999 1:10am
Subject: The Reckoning - Part 1
  	
The three girls stood in front of Annalinde.

"Whose idea was this?" she asked.

"It was mine," said Malena.

"Thank you for being honest, Malena. But really, a brunette should be a
little more responsible than to suggest such harebrained schemes to blondes.
I am not saying that blondes have no judgement of their own - at least they
ought to have" she looked at the other two meaningly - "but some have an
unfortunate tendency to take their lead from brunettes a little
indiscriminately."

There was a knock at the door. A senior girl conducted a new brunette into
the room.

"Emma Eilise Bradbury, Miss Annalinde" said the senior girl. "The only
brunette admitted in the last day or two."

"And the right one," said Annalinde. "I did not recognise you last night,
Emma. But when I say I did not recognise you, I do not mean that I could not
make out your features. You are a rather distinctive girl" - Emma smiled
despite herself - "I simply knew that I had never seen you before. Sad
really, as I like to meet new girls under rather more pleasant circumstances.

"I confess I did not realise you were so old - how old are you, Emma? - I
was thinking you had been led astray by these others, but I begin to wonder
about you. Very few girls try to leave the school illegally before they have
even unpacked. And I hardly imagine you can have been overawed by these
younger children. I think you will bear watching, Emma Eilise, and I shall
watch you.

"A girl like you can be an influence for good in this school, or an
influence for ill. I hope you will decide to be the former. You will find it
distinctly more comfortable."

Emma's reactions were mixed. All this seemed rather more serious than
anything that had happened at her previous schools. She was afraid, but at
the same time there was something rather fascinating in seeing such an
authoritative young blonde, She had never encountered one like this before."

Now, I should like you brunettes to stand outside the room while I deal
with the blondes.

The two brunettes left and Annalinde turned to the blondes.

"Georgina. I have thought of you as quite a sensible girl up till now. You
realise this is quite a serious offence, don't you?"

"Yes, Miss Annalinde."

"Bend over my desk." Georgina obeyed. Annalinde delivered six resounding
strokes with the large paddle Veronica had given her, over her gymslip.
Alexis visibly shrank when she saw the implement. She has experienced it
before. Georgina gasped, squealed, but managed to refrain from crying. She
stood up biting her lip after the ordeal. It had been more intense than she
had imagined it could be. Her face was deeply flushes and perspiration
glistened on her brow.

"You will take two hundred lines, Georgina. 'I must be in bed by lights
out, stay in bed after lights out and never leave the school grounds without
permission.'"

Georgina hardly noticed the length of the line. All her concentration was
in her throbbing behind.
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From: Malena Franklin <malena43@xxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Fri Sep 24, 1999 10:51pm
Subject: Re: The Reckoning - Part 1
  	
Ohhhhhh here we stand outside Miss Annalinde's door.
So terrible hearing that awful sound of paddle on bottom. It was withuout
question Georginas loud voice that was heard screaming.
My hand goes to my backside and I wonder what I will get....
I had confessed that it was all my idea......
Now was quite different from earlier this evening when having tea and
sitting here chatting and being friendly to each other.
My stupid idea had put several girls in trouble and I sniff when i hear
Georgina that I like so much cry and wail inside Miss Annalindes room.And
what will miss Veronica say when she comes back????
Ohhh I bite my lip so hard for every smack of that awful paddle that can be
heard thru door.....
I look anxious at my friend Emma...I didnt wished her to be in trouble first
day because of me...hands twisting so and shift from feet to feet so anxious
and scared.....hands wandering from front to backside....all time anxious
biting my lip and look at Emma ....she seems to take it rather calmly but
she also so much older then me....
And will I be allowed to join musicsession tomorrow....or.....???ooooooh
why did I come up with this stupid idea....??????Thinks of Elena and her
wise advice......I must listen more to her....and swallow try to be more
grownup....

Malena
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From: <janetd33@xxxxxxx.xxx>
Date: Sat Sep 25, 1999 8:10am
Subject: Sleeping too well
  	
Janet woke up in the morning and sat up in her bed. This is the first real
good night sleep she got in Avendale. She congratulates herself on her
getting used to the colder weather so fast.
There is a commotion around Malena and Georgina. They are both already
dressed in uniform and look slightly pale. Janet comes over quietly and asks
Malena what happened. She soon finds out about last night's escapade.
She goes back to her corner and starts to get dressed. She is worried.
Before coming here, Aunt Eudora told her she will lose all her instincts.
She was so tired she did not hear the girls go out, something which never
happened to her before.
"Am I losing my hunter instincts? Might Aunty Eudora be right? Is it just because I was tired?
and what will miss Annalynde do to Malena and Georgina? Will she cane them?
So many questions?
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From: <SKEEZICS29@xxx.xxx>
Date: Sat Sep 25, 1999 4:43am
Subject: Re: The Reckoning - Part 1
  	
"Emma Eilise Bradbury, Miss Annalinde" said the senior girl. "The only
brunette admitted in the last day or two."

What about me?? I am brunette. I came to the school in the last 2 days. <pout>
Rebecca~13
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From: <Elaryn@xxx.xxx>
Date: Sat Sep 25, 1999 6:36am
Subject: The Reckoning
  	
The next morning, Elena Dierrian washed and dressed as fast as she could,
hoping against hope to be able to speak to Miss Annalinde first thing that
morning. It was only after she was properly dressed that she noticed
Georgina was already gone. Oh dear.

As she made her way toward the blonde prefect's room, Elena felt a growing
sense of urgency. As she drew nearer, she was certain she could discern the
distinctive sound of an implement of correction upon tender, feminine flesh.
Alas, too late! Too late for what, she chided herself. Ridiculous creature,
even had you made it to Miss Annalinde's room well ahead of the others, what
would you accomplish? Nothing can prevent Miss Annalinde from dispensing
their just punishments for such an foolish venture. And was it not their
*own* choice to disobey the rules and risk punishment? She could hear the
voice of her older sister ringing through her head - dear, sensible, brunette
Elara - only seventeen, but already a Senior Cadette. 'The trouble with you,
Little Sister, is that you are *too* sensitive on occasion.' 'Too
sensitive.' Elena sighed softly and stopped in her tracks. I will speak to
Miss Annalinde later, when she is not busy. I must tell her how I feel and
hope she will not think me a fool. But I must not loiter in the corridor
outside her room, lest she or anyone else think me an eavesdropper.
Purposefully, the twelve year old turned on her heel and headed herself in
the opposite direction.
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From: <EmmaEilise@xxx.xxx>
Date: Sat Sep 25, 1999 7:25am
Subject: Re: The Reckoning
  	
Standing outside the door with Elena; Emma starts to nervously play with one
lock of her long, silky hair. Long gone was that confident, assured feeling
that no matter what the consequences they wouldn't be that bad. The new
feeling, dread and regret mixed together, were fast taking hold with each
"smack" sound followed by whimper that could be clearly heard from behind the
door. Looking over at Elena only made it worse. Granted she was just 12,
while Emma turned 16 last month.....but still, Emma was beginning to think
that she had been gravely ingorant of the consequences for misbehavior at
Avendale.

And her mind was playing little tricks on her as well; for even as she was
standing there and listening to what obviously must have been a spanking in
the next room, she still could not fathom the idea that it would be happening
to her next. Thinking back on all the stories she had heard in the past
from other girls at other schools....Emma wonders if Miss Annalinde is using
her hand, or a paddle or strap to discipline Georgina and Alexis. She also
remembers vaugely of some girls mentioning that their petticoats were raised
and bloomers lowered for a spanking....but surely that would NEVER happen at
this fine school. That would be ultimately the most embarrassing thing ever
imagined!

Emma is jolted from her semi-daydream state when the door is jerked open by
an angry and stern looking Annalinde; Georgina and Alexis depart, sniffling
and weeping and rubbing their bottoms. "Come in girls" orders Miss
Annalinde, "your turn has come." Emma and Elena grasp hands together in
silent support and slowly walk in....
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From: Tanya <Tanya@xxxxxxxxxxxxxxx.xxxxxxxxx.xx.xxx>
Date: Sat Sep 25, 1999 2:34pm
Subject: Note to Elena Georgina's Reckoning Aftermath
  	
From Tanya@c...


Note passed to Elena during Avendale senior lacrosse match.



Dearest Elena,

I can honestly say I don't jolly well know where to begin. Suffice to say, today has not been the most illustrious of my school career to date. I know you must be aware by now of the events of the past twenty-four hours vis a vis the attempted "sneak-out" by myself, Alexis, Malena and the very attractive new girl Emma Eilise Bradbury. Malena told me earlier today that she had asked you if you would come along too but you had most sensibly declined. Oh Elena, if only I had possessed a fraction of your wisdom and common sense, I would never have become embroiled in this plainly absurd escapade. I truly don't know what came over me !! It's not really in my character to be so wilfully disobedient and I have never attempted anything of this nature before. Even now, I still can't believe I asked Malena if I could join her and the others. My only possible explanation is that having caught a brief glimpse of Emma in the corridor and knowing that she was to be one of the "sneak-out" girls, I was intrigued by what can only be described as her glamour and attitude I know this is no justification at all for what I did and I truly,truly hope that this does not compromise our friendship in any way. Even though I've been here for but a short time, I feel I have found a very wise and true friend in you. Please forgive me Elena.
I am writing this letter to you lying on my bed on my tummy as my bottom is still so dreadfully sore and tender from the paddling I received from Miss Annalinde as a result of my "moment of madness". I can honestly say I've never seen her so angry even though Dea knows she had good reason to be ! For a blonde, she really knows how to punish a young lady in dire need of disciplinary correction. I thought only brunettes were capable of paddling, strapping or caning that hard !! And Elena, if that wasn't enough, Miss Annalinde also gave me 200 lines to write, and a very long line at that. It will take me forever and a day to complete them all.
One thing I do hope is that my mummies don't get to hear about all this. If Miss Maitland informs them or they learn of it some other way, it would almost definitely mean a secondary punishment when I return home for the winter holidays and if I know my mummies in any small way, it would almost certainly mean a very sharp dose with one of the household disciplinary canes they keep upstairs in their bedroom. I can only hope and pray to Dea that they never find out.
Anyway Elena, enough of my moaning and complaining. I've just remembered I've got something very exciting to tell you although you must promise not to tell anyone else because the girl in question told me in complete confidence. Yesterday, as I was standing reading some of the announcements on the school noticeboard, Alexis Harrington approached and we started chatting. When I commented on the notice put up by Miss Annalinde saying the girl responsible for the "frog incident" had "owned up and had been suitably chastised", she asked me if I wanted to know a secret. Well, you know me Elena, having such an insatiable appetite for gossip, I responded in the affirmative. The long and short of it is that it was she who had commited the crime. It's difficult to believe a blonde capable of such a thing. Another "moment of madness" I suppose !
I must take up no more of your time Elena, I do so hope we can still have the "gramophone party" tomorrow in spite of all that's happened and I do hope Malena, Alexis and Emma aren't as sore as I am !

Love
Georgina
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From: <aaclinkinbeard@xxxxxxx.xxx>
Date: Sat Sep 25, 1999 4:04pm
Subject: Lynette Klaire's Arrival to Avendale
  	
Lynette Klaire felt so relived having all her belongings neatly tucked away.
The travel had been exhausting for the 17-year-old brunette. All she could
think of was her soft comfortable bed back at home.

She looked over the books she brought from home and picked out one
of the comic books. The slick cover comforted her and she thought of
her thoughtful brunette mommy. You would have never thought her to
be homesick, not even a hint of it showed normally.

Lynette peeked over her comic book noticing the other brunettes in
the room, taking care of their nightly rituals. She listened to them
intently behind her comic book. They seemed to be well acquainted
with some of the blond girls here already. Lynette would have felt
ashamed of herself for spying like this,
but gossip about blondes... is so interesting!
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From: <headmistress@xxxxxxxxx.xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx)>
Date: Sat Sep 25, 1954 10:55pm
Subject: IMPORTANT about Annalinde
  	
School,

Unfortunately, Annalinde has been taken ill, and so will be away
for a few days. The Girls reporting to her after the recent "sneak-out" are
dismissed *for the moment*, but will be dealt with as soon as Annalinde is
better. With the exception of Georgina, who has *been* dealt with.

We all wish Annalinde a very speedy recovery,

Dorothe Maitland (Miss)

Headmistress
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From: <Kitten1776@xxx.xxx>
Date: Sat Sep 25, 1999 9:05pm
Subject: Re: IMPORTANT about Annalinde
  	
Oh dear, Miss Maitland, I do hope that Miss Annalinde will be better soon!
Please pass on our good wishes, Miss.

Thank you,
Alexis Harrington
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From: <Elaryn@xxx.xxx>
Date: Sat Sep 25, 1999 10:14pm
Subject: Elena's Reply to Georgina
  	
Dearest Georgina,

Please - you do not need to apologise to me. I am just grateful that you,
Malena, Alexis, and the new girl, Emma are safe and sound after your
adventure. I know you'll think me strange, but I feel almost guilty for not
having gone along with the four of you. I knew that Malena, at least, was
planning to slip out, and while I knew that I should have told someone, I
also felt it dishonourable to do so, but oh! had I told Miss Annalinde,
perhaps you and Alexis and Emma might have escaped punishment. But would I
have then been dishonourable toward Malena, who is also my dear friend?

To tell you the truth, Georgina, part of me is very afraid of being naughty,
and not simply because of any pain involved, but because I would not want
others to think ill of me. And yet, I have heard that 'Goody Two-Shoes' and
'stuck up little prigs' are not well thought of by othe r girls. So it seems
as though a girl (especially blondes, like us), must be good, and
well-behaved and proper and so forth, yet, she must not be *too* good, lest
her peers acquire a disgust of her; and yet again, if she is *too* naughty,
then all the adults shake their heads and murmer about what a shame it is and
how embarrassed her Mummies must be... Oh, Georgina, sometimes I am *so*
confused! How can a girl be both good and naughty at the same time? One
cannot walk both North and South, as we say in Illira.

But perhaps this is something I should ask a Mistress or Miss Annalinde. Oh!
Poor Miss Annalinde! Have you heard she was taken ill? I am worried about
her, and I promised Dea to give up all my desserts and sweets for a month, if
She will only heal Miss Annalinde quickly.

Alexis told you that *she* put the frog in Miss Annalinde's bed? Oh,
Georgina, are you *quite* certain? Perhaps she was bamming you... But no -
you would not tell me such a thing unless you were absolutely sure. Oh my!
That *is* startling intelligence. I swear to you, I will tell no one. I
imagine, though, that Alexis had much to answer for, especially since Miss
Annalinde was so frightened.

I shall be at the Grammophone Party tomorrow.

I have been spanked many times, Georgina, and I know it hurts, but the
physical pain does go away, and I know Miss Annalinde would not have punished
you if she did not care deeply for you (and the others, too). As I see it,
in a way, Miss Annalinde stands in the place of a mother (as does Miss
Veronica, as well as the Mistresses). And as we all know, a mother's
discipline nourishes one's heart. It is a demonstration of love. Rather
different than a hug or a kiss, but just as necessary.

Take care, my dear friend, and may Dea send you sweet dreams until the morrow,

Elena
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From: <Elaryn@xxx.xxx>
Date: Sat Sep 25, 1999 10:31pm
Subject: Elena Worries for Miss Annalinde
  	
As with Katie Webster, Elena Dierrian was devastated to hear of Annalinde
Chelverton's sudden illness. When Miss Maitland announced that the blonde
prefect was taken ill, Elena had turned large, tear-filled eyes to the
Headmistress that had wrung that lady's heart. In a way, the girls at
Avendale were like daughters to Miss Maitland, after all. The Headmistress
was very careful, of course, to point out to the girls that what Miss
Annalinde needed most, at this time, was rest and quiet. Concerned girls
could, of course, send cards and letters through her office, and she would
see to it that Annalinde received them.

Miss Maitland was not terribly surprised that one of the first girls to
forward a note of concern was Elena Dierrian, along with Alexis Harrington.
"Please, Miss? Will Miss Annalinde get better soon," asked Elena in a
frightened voice.

"Of course she will be better soon, my child. She is being well cared for,
and you must not worry. I must ask you to be brave - for her sake." The
child nodded, and Miss Maitland smiled. "That's a good girl, then. You,
too, Alexis. Alexis and Elspeth, please escort Elena back to her dormitory.
Thank you." Miss Maitland then returned her attention to the rest of her
pupils.

Alexis and Elspeth walked Elena back to the blondes' dormitory. They chatted
gaily all the way there, trying to distract the younger girl from her worry.
They were somewhat successful in this, for when they reached their
destination, Elena no longer looked as though she were on the verge of tears,
though she was still quite pale.

After Alexis and Elspeth left her, Elena sat up for a while, trying to compose
a note to Miss Annalinde. Nothing she write seemed to make sense, so she
left her writing and washed and dressed for bed. As her brunette Mummy would
say, 'Morning shows more wisdom than evening, Little Daughter. Sleep now and
think on the morrow.'

From: Tanya <Tanya@xxxxxxxxxxxxxxx.xxxxxxxxx.xx.xxx>
Date: Sun Sep 26, 1999 3:32am
Subject: Letter to Miss Maitland
  	
From Tanya@c...



Dear Miss Maitland,

I was so distressed to hear this morning that Miss Annalinde has been taken ill. I'm so worried in case my actions on Friday evening were in some way contributory to her current state. I don't mean for this to sound at all selfish, but I couldn't live with myself if I thought that what I had done had in some way caused her to fall ill.
With your permission, would it be in order for me or any of the other girls to write to her or perhaps visit her when she begins to feel a little better?

Respectfully yours,
Georgina de la Falaise
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From: Malena Franklin <malena43@xxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Sat Sep 25, 1999 8:52pm
Subject: Re: IMPORTANT about Annalinde
  	
Ashamed and with face glowing red of guilt, shame and regret I heard news of
Miss Annalindes illness. Maybe she caught a cold standing in window calling
us in. Maybe it had to do with her feeling responsible for all of us....and
I who failed and started all incident feel so guilty.
Tears running down my face,I even rather been spanked twice then having this
news on my burden. Feel so guilty and Miss Annalinde
that held this nice kind welcoming teaparty to all us new bunnies.
I start this as a respons....so bad...so ashamed over it.....
Ohhh Im so sorry for her...and feel so guilty....maybe ....I should walk
over to Elena and talk sniff...with her....she is like a big sister for me
,a wise and sweet and always kind big sister and ask for advice how to
do......sniffing with tears in eyes I walk over to Elenas dorm and look for
my friend.........

Malena very very sad and regretting
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From: School Girl <schoolgirl11@xxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Sun Sep 26, 1999 4:12am
Subject: katie webster Update
  	
Dear School.

Thank you for all kind notes.

I am at hospital tommorow. I have a kidney infection which they are going to
treat,

I would like to wish Missd Annalinde a speedy recovery.

I hope to be return to school this week, but because of limited fitness just
the odd post.

Thank you al once again.
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From: Tanya <Tanya@xxxxxxxxxxxxxxx.xxxxxxxxx.xx.xxx>
Date: Sun Sep 26, 1999 5:38am
Subject: Georgina's reply to Elena
  	
From Tanya@c...


Dearest Elena,


Thank you so much for a letter more understanding than I could ever have the right to expect from a dear friend.sadly let down. You were entirely honourable in the way you acted and have absolutely no reason at all to feel in any way guilty.
I know exactly what you mean about trying to tread that ever so fine line between "being good" but not "too good". It really is, as you say, ever so confusing !! I loved your description of it being like "trying to walk both north and south at the same time". Absolute proof if any were actually needed that those of you coming from Illira are indeed most knowledgeable and wise.
Like you, I was also shocked and worried to hear that Miss Annalinde had been taken ill. I do so hope it's nothing too serious and wasn't in any way precipitated by my foolhardy actions of Friday last. Miss Annalinde is so precious and only punishes us as you so rightly say because she cares so much for us and wants only that we try to learn the difference between right and wrong.
While we are here at Avendale, she, along with the other prefects and mistresses are providing a maternal watchful eye to make sure we endeavour to follow the correct path at any given time. I feel absolutely no resentment towards her for the punishment I received. On the contrary, I feel my heart and soul have been considerably enrichened as a consequence. I must simply try much, much harder in the future to make her proud of me just as I do with my own dear mummies. May Dea speed her recovery so that she may be back amongst us soon.
Elena, I hope to see you later at the "gramophone party" if we're still allowed to go ahead with it.

Until later then, with love
Georgina
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From: Malena Franklin <malena43@h...>
Date: Sun Sep 26, 1999 2:36am
Subject: To Miss Maitland
  	
Collecting courage I do what I think only right thing to do.
Before going to Elena I take all my courage and go and see Miss
Maitland. My question to her will be ....can other girls have
grammophone party? I am so aware that I should not be joining it after my
disgraceful behaviour friday night but I hope the other girls can have it
and not be punished for my stupidity.
Its so awful to know that this meeting should be cancelled because of my
acting. I will plead for Miss Maitland to let girls have it and I am
prepared to stay in detentionroom all time if necessary or take other
consequencse she decide......
I do hope Miss Maitland will see my point....ohhh thats the only fair way
for me doing this.....even if I risque to face Miss Maitland personnaly
..sniff..ooooh but I must do it.
I walk to our headmistresses door and knock........my legs shaking, my face
is red and I tremble knocking......

Malena Franklin
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From: <Elaryn@a...>
Date: Sun Sep 26, 1999 7:15am
Subject: Elena's Reply to Malena
  	
Dearest Malena,

Please do not think I no longer care for you, myfriend, simply because you
were naughty. Why, if that were the case, then no one would have any friends
anywhere, for *every* maid, at some point in her life, has been naughty, and
probably on more than one occasion.

You are a dear friend, and a sweet, kind person, and I know you masnt no
harm. You only wanted to have fun and enjoy some sweets.

Love,

Elena
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From: <Elaryn@a...>
Date: Sun Sep 26, 1999 7:20am
Subject: Elena Replies to Georgina
  	
Dearest Georgina,

I do not think that Miss Annalinde's illness was caused by anyone's
naughtiness. The priestesses back home tell us that many illnesses are
caused by small creatures, too tiny to see, or by things that go wrong inside
one's body. I have read of a similar thing in the up-to-date science books
you have here in Quirinelle.

Be of good cheer, and if the party is still on, I shall see you there.

Love,

Elena
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From: Malena Franklin <malena43@h...>
Date: Sun Sep 26, 1999 4:31am
Subject: Re: Elena's Reply to Malena
  	
Dear Elena!

Im so glad to be your friend.I knew it in my heart you would answer like you
did and it so good to ahve you supporting me in being better and more of a
good girl. I will go and see Miss Maitland soon and ask if You other girls
can have grammophonedance if I be in detentionroom same time.
I dont want to spoil your sunday joy with my stupid act. I feel so guilty
and feel so for Miss Annalinde.......oooooh Elena Im so unhappi for all
this.......sits on your bed and tears dripping down for face and leans to
you..........oooooh Eleeeennnnnna......
I wish I could help you and be as good friend as you are when you are in
trouble.....

Yours friend
malena
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From: Tanya <Tanya@c...>
Date: Sun Sep 26, 1999 11:35am
Subject: A note from Georgina to Malena
  	
From Tanya@c...


Note left on Malena's bedside table.


Dearest Malena,

I thought I just had to write and reassure you that neither I nor, I'm absolutely certain, Alexis or Emma blame you in any way for what happened on Friday night. It was quite simply not your fault !! We all individually took the decision to join you so you have absolutely nothing to feel guilty about. Please be reassured my dear friend.
I do so hope Miss Annalinde isn't too poorly and will not be away from us for too long. The school seems so empty without her here especially with Miss Veronica away this weekend visiting relatives. Perhaps we will be allowed to send her some "get well soon" messages or even go and visit her when she's feeling a little better.
Anyway, I must dash as I've got so much homework to finish before tomorrow.

Your friend as always
Georgina
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From: janet dolan <janetd33@h...>
Date: Sun Sep 26, 1999 11:49am
Subject: A note from Janet to Malena
  	
Dear Malena

It's hard to see you so sad on your bed. I am sorry you got spanked, but we
all know the punishment erases the crime and you can feel better.
I am sure Miss Annalinde did not get sick because of you. It is just a
coincidence.
Please cheer up a little bit. I am not planning on going to the party today
because I have no records and do not know how to dance anything but
Culverian dances. I'll be glad to keep you company if you are not allowed to
go or do not feel like it.

Janet Dolan
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From: <Elaryn@a...>
Date: Sun Sep 26, 1999 7:57am
Subject: To Malena
  	
I will go and see Miss Maitland soon and ask if You other girls
can have grammophonedance if I be in detentionroom same time.
I dont want to spoil your sunday joy with my stupid act. I feel so guilty
and feel so for Miss Annalinde.......oooooh Elena Im so unhappi for all
this.......sits on your bed and tears dripping down for face and leans to
you..........oooooh Eleeeennnnnna......
I wish I could help you and be as good friend as you are when you are in
trouble.....

Oh! Poor, dear Malena! There - do not cry! All will be well. You *are* a
good girl, and my good friend, as well.

Miss Annalinde will be well; Dea will look after her, and surely with all our
good thoughts and prayers flying out to her, Miss Annalinde will recover
quickly. I am sure she would not wish us to worry so. Miss Maitland asked
that we be btrave for her, and that is what you must do, even as I must.

[So saying, Elena places a comforting arm about Malena's shoulders and offers
her a hankie.]
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From: Malena Franklin <malena43@h...>
Date: Sun Sep 26, 1999 7:27am
Subject: Re: A note from Georgina to Malena
  	
Dera Georgina!

Thanks for your note. Loved your warm and friendly greeting.
I feel much assured by it and it will be easier to face consequences
tomorrow with it in my heart. My guilt I have to bear anyway but with
friends like you much easier.
I respect and appreciate your letter very much. I feel You are a good
friend.

Malena Franklin
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From: Malena Franklin <malena43@h...>
Date: Sun Sep 26, 1999 7:32am
Subject: Re: A note from Janet to Malena
  	
Dear Janet

Thanks for Your kind and friendly note.I appreciate it a lot.
I have not been spanked....swallow yet anyway...only Georgina was paddled
yesterday I still have to face consequences for my stupid act.
I am scared and regretting and my stomach have lots of butterflies but I
realize I deserve punishment for my act and I will gladly accept it only if
Miss Annalinde gets well and dont have got in trouble because of me.
I like very much Your offer to join me if Miss Maitland thinks I am to be
restricted from grammophoneparty. I feel you are a very dear and kind
empathetic friend.

Hugs from

Malena
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From: Malena Franklin <malena43@h...>
Date: Sun Sep 26, 1999 8:16am
Subject: Re: To Malena
  	
A picture of two girls sitting on a bed in dorm at Avendale school.
One of them crying with tears running down her face the other comforting her
so friendly and kindly.
I sob very regretting and my friend Elenas hand comforting me and she lends
me her hankie to wipe tears. This is true support from a real friend. My
heart so filled of warmth for this blonde girl so truly genuinely good.....I
like her so much and my guilt and shame and regrets feel so much easier to
bear with you giving me this support.
I blink thru tears and lean my head against Elena....and whispers...
"Thanks Elena...You are really a friend....." and bonds are made during this
school that will last for long.....bonds of true friendship and bonds of
helping each others in difficult moments and that make impression in young
hearts of girls.......
I feel so comforted and relaxed with Elena and it makes me collect courage
to face whatever will come tomorow.....and then learn from my mistake and go
on and try to do better here....to be a girl that friends can be proud
of.....

Malena
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From: <EmmaEilise@a...>
Date: Sun Sep 26, 1999 0:58pm
Subject: my friend malena
  	
Dearest Malena,

I would like you to know that I, in no way, blame you at all for the turn of
events that transpired as a result of our sneaking out. I hold myself
accountable for my actions...and their consequences.

As for Annalinde, all we can do is say prayers that she is not seriously
ill,and will be back with us shortly....

your friend,

Emma
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From: Kadorienne <kadorian@b...>
Date: Sun Sep 26, 1999 10:25pm
Subject: Re: Janet to Veronica
  	
Dear Janet,

I have returned to the school, so you can knock on my door anytime you like.

I always go easy on the bunnies about uniforms their first week or so -- most of
the prefects and mistresses do. We generally give you at least one correction
about anything being amiss, uniform-wise, before punishing you for it.

I know what you mean about the cold nights here. To get your hot-water bottle
really, hot, you have to--

[Veronica stops mid-sentence, realizing that Janet probably does not have the
means to tip the maidservant to heat her water-bottle properly.]

That is to say, I'll speak to the maidservant about getting your hot-water
bottle heated properly.

It's natural enough to be homesick, honey, even if you weren't especially fond
of home. After all, at least there you knew what was what and how to get along,
and you were used to it.

I think your desire to contribute to society and better yourself is very
admirable, and I aim to help you do it any way I can.

It was good to see you enjoying those grits and iced tea at the Bunny Tea. Can
you imagine, that one blonde thought it was cream of wheat? I guess grits does
look like cream of wheat, or porridge, but *I* think it tastes way better,
especially with butter.

Now, what questions about the school can I answer for you, honey? Or is there
any other way I can help you?

Sincerely,

your fellow Confederette

Veronica Bellemont
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From: janet dolan <janetd33@h...>
Date: Sun Sep 26, 1999 10:51pm
Subject: Re: Janet to Veronica
  	
Dear Miss Veronica

I will knock on your door early this morning so you can examine my uniform
and show me how to ge the pettycoat not to show below my skirt.
I know I may be punished for the knife...

Thank you

Janet
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From: <Elaryn@a...>
Date: Sun Sep 26, 1999 7:49pm
Subject: Elena Writes to Miss Annalinde and Ponders Love...
  	
Later on the same day she heard of the blonde prefect's illness, Elena
Dierrian sat herself down to write a brief note to her heroine to cheer her
and help her feel better. The composition of this note caused Elena to think
long and hard, for at first, nothing she wrote seemed quite right. Silly
girl, she told herself - this is taking too long, and Miss Annalinde would be
the first one to tell you not to neglect your studies on her behalf. She
began:

"Dearest Miss Annalinde,

I and the other girls here are ardently praying for your speedy recovery. We
were all upset to hear you had fallen ill, and I know that concern for you
occupies many hearts this night.

"I must keep this brief so that you may receover your strength and return to
us swiftly, but if there is anything that any maid here can do to help you
feel better or comfort you, please do not hesitate to make your wishes known.

"Love, always,

Elena Dierrian"

'Love, always.' Elena felt her face grow hot, even though she was alone.
She bit back a nervous giggle. Love... She had begun to wonder already
about love and what mysterious magic attracted one maid to another, or caused
girls to hold hands, sigh heavily and gaze wistfully into one another's eyes
or colour at the approach of the beloved. Why, Love, of course, was at the
Heart of the Universe and the Golden Order. Dea created the Universe through
Her Divine Love, of course. And surely all the Queens and Empresses loved
their subjects, and subjects, naturally, loved their Sovreigns in return.
Mistresses loved their pupils (Miss Maitland, Elena thought here, most
especially so), and vice versa. But how did Grand Love differ from that
delicate, elusive feeling that so inspired the great poetesses to pen their
verses or caused artistes to set brush to canvas to capture the image of a
beautiful maiden? What of the Love that causes a brunette to swear to one,
special blonde that she will love and care for her all their lives, until
Death do they part? Was it Love that caused Jinjur Quinbury to giggle and
tease so whenever a brunette passed by? Or Ariadne to avert hr eyes in that
beautiful, feline manner when certain brunettes passed her in the corridor?
Or Miss Veronica to become tongue-tied when a certain blonde entered the room?

Why, then, were some Love songs so heart-rendingly sad? Was Love sad
sometimes? Elena considered this. Love must be very said, indeed, if one
could not be with one's Beloved. With a sudden flash of insight, Elena
thought of poor, desolated Miss Poindexter. Why...of course the poor, dear
lady is weeping - she has, somehow, become separated from someone she loves.
Elena knew not who had stolen Miss Poindexter's heart, but she was sure that
such a one must be very beautiful, indeed, to have captured the history
mistress' heart. She must, thought Elena, be as lovely as Aphrodite herself!
Oh, poor Miss Poindexter! Elena's heart went out to the heartbroken
Mistress. "Oh, Dea," she whispered, "please-please-please comfort Miss
Poindexter. And if it is possible, please let her love be requited."

Neither of my Mummies behaves as the girls here at school do, thought Elena.
I have *never* seen them giggle, blush, or pass each other little notes, as I
have seen girls here at school do. But I *have* seen them exchange quiet
smiles, especially when they think no one is observing them, and many are the
nights they retire early to their private chambers, with strict orders not to
be disturbed. Perhaps it is because they are grown-ups and we are merely
children. Perhaps *that* is the difference.

Oh, but I am so confused, she thought. Brunettes seem....different....this
year, especially the brunettes here at Avendale. There is my sister, of
course, but she is often swinish in a way reserved for older sisters, and too
often, she is correcting me for some little thing or other. Not like Miss
Veronica. Elena smiled to herself, feeling her face grow warmer yet. Miss
Veronica was very pretty, of course, and very brave - but so gallante and so
very, very courteous. She is even polite to silly little girls like me.
Sometime, if I can ever muster the courage, I must ask Jinjur or Ariadne what
it feels like to be in love.

She carefully folded her note and delivered it to Miss Maitland's secretary
for delivery to Annalinde. After that, she sought out Malena, Georgina and
some of the other "bunnies" for a good-natured round of Scrabble in the
common room.
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From: Kadorienne <kadorian@b...>
Date: Mon Sep 27, 1999 1:10am
Subject: The Reckoning, Part II: Veronica lends a hand
  	
Veronica returned to school from the bedside of her brunette grandmother
with a peaceful heart. It would not be long, she knew, before Grandnetty
was called to Dea's side, but the matriarch had lived a long, full and
productive life, and she deserved the rest to which she was going.
Veronica was glad that she had been able to see her again, and hoped her
presence had provided some comfort.

Her peace, however, was ruffled as soon as she returned. Several
brunettes crowded into her room as she unpacked to catch her up on the
latest gossip, and it emerged that a few girls had thought that her
brief absence meant that the cat was away and the mice could play. The
mice were Georgina, Alexis, Malena and a new girl named Emma. When
Veronica heard that they had been caught attempting to sneak off school
grounds, she ordered that they all be summoned to her study at once.
Within half an hour, the apprehensive culprits were standing in a line
before her desk.

Veronica sat with her arms folded, regarding them all silently for a
time. At last she spoke. "Malena, I understand you're the instigator of
this fiasco."

"Yes, Miss Veronica."

"You realize you've gotten other girls into trouble? You're responsible
for their getting punished."

Malena's eyes filled with tears. "I'm sorry, Miss Veronica."

"Not as sorry as you're going to be. Next time you dream up a
hare-brained scheme like this, at least you could be considerate enough
not to get other girls spanked for it." At Veronica's words, the new
girl, Emma, a very attractive brunette, blanched. Veronica next
addressed Georgina. "Georgina, honey, I'm surprised at you. Did you
think that just because I took some time to talk to you, that you could
get around followin' the rules?"

Georgina looked as if she were going to burst into tears. "No! I'm ever
so sorry, Miss Veronica! I didn't mean to let you down!"

"Settle down, honey. It's not like I'm goin' to hate you forever, or
even for one minute. I'm disappointed in you, is all. I hope you'll try
to prove to me that this naughtiness is not normal for you. I understand
Miss Annalinde already punished you."

Georgina nodded anxiously. She had wanted to tell Veronica this, of
course, but had been afraid that it would be seen as a fib to escape
punishment.

"Did she give you any lines?"

"Yes, Miss Veronica. I am to write "'I must be in bed by lights out,
stay in bed after lights out and never leave the school grounds without
permission' two hundred times."

"You other girls may do the same," Veronica instructed, "except for you,
Malena. You may write it four hundred times. Georgina, since Miss
Annalinde is ill you may turn your lines in to me. You may go now." When
the door closed behind the tearful blonde, Veronica announced, "Since
Miss Annalinde is ill, I'll take care of punishing y'all. Of course,
there's a chance that when she recovers she might figure I've been too
easy on y'all and add something of her own."

Emma, who had been trembling more with every sentence, could endure no
more. "Miss Veronica!" she burst out. "You aren't really going to spank
us, are you?"

Veronica stared at her in stupefaction. "Of course I am."

"But it would be so cruel!"

Veronica raised her eyebrows. "It'd be cruel not to give you correction
when you need it. How else will you grow up to be a moral and
well-behaved lady?"

Emma was white as a sheet. "Are you going to lower our bloomers?"

The prefect was so shocked that for a moment she could not speak. When
she regained her voice, she exclaimed, "Certainly not! Bare bottomed
spankings are strictly prohibited here at Avendale! That could lead to
all sorts of immodesty."

Emma took a breath, but seemed only marginally relieved. The prefect
continued to stare at her.

"Do you mean to tell me, Emma Eilise Bradbury, that you've never been
spanked?" Veronica demanded.

Emma shook her head mutely.

"Great balls of fire," Veronica muttered to herself. Aloud she said,
"Well, honey, you need it, and badly. But since it'll be your first one,
I'll only use my hand. The others are getting the hairbrush. Malena,
Alexis, you may wait your turns outside."

The other two girls obeyed, and Veronica stood, arms akimbo, surveying
her first victim. Emma looked as if she were going to be executed.
Veronica decided she had better explain a few things to the girl.

"You must always accept punishments with submission in your heart," she
began. "Even if you think the punishment is too harsh -- and this one
certainly isn't -- any discipline you receive will help to make you a
better maiden. Do you understand?" Emma nodded, but Veronica doubted she
had really taken it in; the girl was probably too awed to think. Well,
all in good time. "Now, bend over my desk." Emma took a hesitant step.
"You'll find that if you hesitate to fetch a disciplinary implement, or
assume a punishment position, you'll get extra strokes, Emma." That sped
the girl up a shade. She walked to the desk like a sleepwalker and bent
over it. Veronica positioned herself behind the girl and raised her
skirt, leaving her petticoat scrupulously in place. Emma shivered.
Resting one hand on Emma's back to keep her in position, Veronica lifted
her hand and applied the first smack to Emma's derriere.

"Ohh!" Emma cried.

Veronica let fly another spank, another pause, and then gave her several
smacks in quick succession. Emma wailed aloud.

"Good heavens, girl, take it like a brunette. You're crying like a
blonde." At those words Emma forced herself to be quiet, but the next
short volley of hard smacks had her wailing again. Veronica reminded
her, "Everyone in the corridor can hear you. They'll know you're acting
like a baby over a little spanking." Emma pressed her lips together, and
for the next minute of the spanking only groaned -- very loudly.

Veronica paused to let Emma catch her breath. The girl tried to rise,
but Veronica's hand pressed her back down. "First off, Emma, if when
you're being punished you break position without permission, you'll get
extra strokes. Second, we're not done yet."

"Not done yet? But I can't stand anymore!"

"You're going to." Veronica fell into a steady rhythm of smacks, with
pauses of several seconds in between.

"No, I can't!" Emma wailed. Veronica's repeated reminders that her cries
were overhead were ignored. Emma yelled loud enough for the whole floor
to hear. Girls passing in the hall outside thought the culprit within
must be receiving a cruel caning rather than simply a firm spanking.
"M-miss Veronica, please, I can't stand anymore! I'll always be good, I
promise! Ohh!"

Veronica spanked her for another minute after this extravagant vow
before stopping. Deliberately, she removed her restraining hand from the
girl's back. Emma promptly bobbed up and began massaging her derriere
fiercely. Before she knew what was happening, however, she was bent over
the desk again, and her stinging bottom was being assaulted again.

"Oh, no, please, you're killing me, stop...." Emma's voice trailed off
into loud sobs. When she had stopped protesting, Veronica stopped
spanking her.

"Now, Emma, why are you getting extra strokes?"

"I don't know!" Emma sobbed.

"Great balls of fire, is your memory that faulty? What did I tell you
just a few minutes ago?" The girl only sobbed. "Tell you what, your
spanking won't be over till you pull yourself together and answer my
question."

"No!..." Emma gasped and sobbed for another minute. Veronica gave her
two rather gentle swats, and Emma groaned. "It's because... because I
got up!"

"That's right. You don't get up until I give you permission. You got
that this time?"

"Yes," Emma sobbed, but Veronica knew she didn't. She would have said
"yes" to anything at this point. Veronica applied a few more light
smacks and then released her. Emma began to straighten, but quickly bent
back over, crying.

"Very good," Veronica approved. It wasn't, really, but for such an
undisciplined girl it would have to do. She waited for a full minute
before saying, "You may stand up."

Emma shot upright and began massaging her derriere.

"Sit down," Veronica instructed, pointing to the hard wooden chair.

"Sit down? I couldn't possibly! I'll never sit down again!"

Losing patience, Veronica seized her arm and steered her into the chair.
The girl wailed as her derriere made contact with the seat.

"When I give you an order, I expect it to be obeyed, and fast, you hear
me?" Veronica lectured the girl for a few minutes, and Emma's sobs
slowly subsided, though her squirming in the hard chair did not.
Veronica gave a few final admonitions and sent the girl to her room,
with instructions to send Alexis in.
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From: Kadorienne <kadorian@b...>
Date: Mon Sep 27, 1999 1:32am
Subject: The Reckoning, Part III: Alexis and Malena
  	
Veronica seated herself comfortably in her own chair. Alexis approached
warily. "Fetch my hairbrush, Alexis," Veronica ordered, indicating her
dressing table. Alexis got it and reluctantly brought it to the prefect.
"Over my knee."

The blonde obediently got into position. Veronica began her lecture.
"Now, Alexis, generally I don't believe in spanking blondes too hard.
Y'all are so delicate. But there are certain cases where you just have
to make an exception. If a blonde has shown that a brunette can induce
her to behave with bad judgment, then I figure she needs some help
controlling herself. When Malena suggested this, did you know it was
wrong?"

"Yes, Miss Veronica."

"Then why did you agree to go along, Alexis?"

"Oh, I don't know! I just wanted to."

"I see. Well, the next time some brunette suggests that you do something
you know is wrong, I want you to think about this." With that, Veronica
brought her hairbrush down on Alexis' gymslip. Alexis gasped. Veronica
administered a few more hard blows, wincing almost as much as the blonde
did. Inflicting this much pain on a blonde went against every chivalrous
instinct she had, but she thought of the fate of blondes led astray by
brunettes because their own morals were inadequately strong, and she
paddled the little blonde on her lap with resolve.

When she was finished and Alexis was crying quietly, she let the blonde
get up and sit on the dreaded hard chair while she lectured her some
more. Alexis wiped her eyes occasionally and answered politely, and when
Veronica dismissed her, thanked her for the correction. Malena, the
final culprit, was sent in.

"I'm so sorry, Miss Veronica!" she exclaimed tearfully.

Veronica put her hands on her hips. "Bend over my desk." When the girl
had obeyed, Veronica asked, "You realize you've impeded the morals of
two blondes, Malena?" Malena's eyes widened. "It is the duty of a
brunette gentilmaid to give blondes responsible guidance. That is why
Dea made us more forceful than them. Using brunette aggression to take
advantage of those it is intended to protect is a violation of the
Golden Order, and is the most shameful thing a brunette can do."
Veronica reflected. "For the next week, Malena, you're going to carry
the books of Georgina and Alexis, alternately, and every chance you get,
you're going to be a good influence on them. If they make the least
suggestion of doing anything wrong, I expect you to guide them rightly.
You don't have the right to discipline them, but I expect you to use
your powers of persuasion to make them behave. This is just practice for
what a brunette should be doin' anyway. And you had better not tell them
this, not if you want to ever eat sweets again, but if either of them
steps out of line in the coming week, you're going to get spanked fo it.
You understand all that?"

"Yes, Miss Veronica," Malena whispered dolefully.

"Good." Without further ado Veronica applied the hairbrush to Malena's
derriere. As the ringleader, Malena got by far the harshest paddling,
and she was sobbing long before it was over. When Veronica decided that
at last the girl had learned her lesson, she gave her permission to rise
and then sit in the chair. But by this time Veronica was tired of
lecturing, so she simply ignored the girl and let her sit on her
throbbing derriere for a while as Veronica did her mathematics homework.
Veronica double-checked every equation, as was her habit. When it was
finished, she dismissed Malena with a reminder that she had four hundred
lines to write.

When the door closed, Veronica drew a long sigh. How work did pile up
when one was away.
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From: Kadorienne <kadorian@b...>
Date: Mon Sep 27, 1999 1:41am
Subject: Veronica to Annalinde
  	
Dear Annalinde,

I am so sorry you are ill and hope you recover quickly. I assure you
that you are greatly missed by all the girls, blonde and brunette. That
lovely child, Elena, seems especially concerned about you -- she is such
a sweet blonde.

I didn't get a chance to tell you how glad I am that the rascal who
planted that frog in your bed confessed. I am still shocked at the
indelicacy of tampering with a blonde's bed, especially that of a
prefect. I know you wish the identity of the culprit to be kept
confidential, but if you think there is any chance of her crime being
repeated, I hope you will tell me which of my brunettes did it so that I
may keep an eye on her. However, I trust your judgment if you consider
that she has learned her lesson.

Since you're ill, I took the liberty of punishing the girls who tried to
sneak off campus for you. I'm sorry I wasn't there to help you with them
when they did it. Since you gave Georgina two hundred lines, I gave the
others the same, except for the ringleader, who's writing twice that,
and I paddled them all. Of course, if when you return you decide they
need some more correction, I assure you I won't take it amiss, for I
respect your judgment in all things.

May Dea speed your recovery,

Veronica Bellemont
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From: janet dolan <janetd33@h...>
Date: Mon Sep 27, 1999 3:32am
Subject: Morning inspection
  	
Janet was a little aapprehensive as she knocked on Veronica's door early
Monday morning. She knew Veronica has told her to come so she can check her
appearance before she went to class, but since then she had confiscated her
knife, and told her she might consider a punishment.
Janet heard the two brunettes getting spanked and was a little afraid.
Veronica seemed to be a very able girl with a paddle, and she did not
cherish getting a paddling from her. On the other hand, she heard how she
made you feel better after the spanking, and longed to be taken over her
knee, although she knew this privilege was for blondes only.
She was frustrated with her pettycoat, once more showing below her skirt
hem. She finally figured the knee socks out and they were impeccably
arranged below her knees. Her tie was a little crooked, but much better than
last week. (She had practiced yesterday).
She loved the grits and the peanuts she had Friday. Veronica made sure she
got an ample portion of everything, and she really enjoyed having the whole
pitcher of iced tea to Veronica and herself, as no other girl wanted a
taste.
But right now, with butterflies in her heart she knocks on Miss Veronica's
door. She wants so much to be like her, she is an idol for her, and she is
afraid of disappointing her.

knock knock knock
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From: Tanya <Tanya@xxxxxxxxxxxxxxx.xxxxxxxxx.xx.xxx>
Date: Mon Sep 27, 1999 8:16am
Subject: Quiet Reflections After The Storm
  	
From Tanya@c...




As she made her way back to the junior blonde dorm after her "interview" with Miss Veronica, Georgina felt a mixture of relief and annoyance. Relief, because her idol Miss Veronica had seen fit not to award her extra punishment on top of that already received from Miss Annalinde for Friday night's sneak-out. Annoyance, entirely with herself, for not having thought of how her disobedient conduct would colour Miss Veronica's opinion of her. She wanted so very much to make everyone proud of her but the one person, above all, she wanted to impress was Miss Veronica Bellemont, her beautiful and chivalrous heroine and mentor. She decided she would have to think very hard about how she might begin to atone for her disobedience and rise, once again, in the brunette prefect's estimations. She was convinced it wasn't going to be at all easy. For the time being, she consoled herself with her idol's words during the "interview". "i'm not going to hate you...not even for one minute...I'm just disappointed in you, that's all..." Georgina kept repeating these words to herself as she entered the dorm and laiy down on her bed. They were of some comfort to her but for the first time since she arrived at Avendale, she just wanted to disappear in to the kind and protective arms of blonde mummy and have a very long and good cry.

Emma Eilise Bradbury was more shell-shocked than anything else. Although the spanking she received had been extremely painful, what had hurt her most of all was the sheer indignation of having to have her skirts raised in such a manner. She was now beginning to understand what her mummies meant when they told her she would find her new school quite, quite different from her previous ones. Lying on her own bed, she had to admit to herself that despite the obvious discomfort, she did feel a lot better for having received her punishment albeit with not a little fuss. She couldn't, though, yet provide an adequate explanation as to why she felt this way. Perhaps it would all become clear in the fulness of time.

Still holding her throbbing derriere, Alexis waited outside Miss Veronica's study for Malena. She could hear her friend's muffled cries and yelps as Miss Veronica punished her bottom with an extreme thoroughness reasoning that as she had instigated the escapade, she should receive a chastisement that much more severe than the others. As Alexis waited and wniced at the sound of each stroke coming from inside the study, she too felt that a certain release and cleansing had taken place deep within her.

When, at last, Malena emerged from Veronica's study, she did so with faltering steps despite a supporting arm from the prefect. On seeing Alexis standing outside, Veronica asked her to escourt Malena back to the junior brunette dorm and make sure she was alright. Malena was quite obviously in some distress but kept on repeating through her tears, "Alexis, I'm so so sorry I got you and the other girls in to trouble, it's all my fault !!" Alexis reassured her that it was nothing of the sort and kept her arm tightly around her shoulder.

Some time later, all four girls happened to meet up, all on their way to different parts of the school. They instinctively came together and hugged each other in turn. Once again, tears flowed as they each enquired as to whether the other was alright. At that moment, they all sensed a very strong bond had developed between them. A bond forged, they all knew, by dint of their shared experience and the fact that they all had an awful lot of lines to write !!
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From: Kadorienne <kadorian@xxxxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Mon Sep 27, 1999 11:46am
Subject: Re: Morning inspection
  	
Veronica thought about Janet Dolan as she dressed that morning. She was so used
to dressing with precision that it required little of her concentration, and she
was free to think of other things.

She already thought of the young Confederette as her protegee. It was probable,
indeed, that had they been at home the girls would never have spoken. But here,
the only two Southerners among two hundred girls, she felt that she must stand
by her. In addition, she admired the girl's Horatia Alger-like pluck and
struggle. Janet's fierce battle to better herself in the face of powerful
opposition made everything Culverian in Veronica's soul swell in admiration, and
quite swept away any disdain she might have felt for the child's accent or
grammar or etiquette.

Veronica's toilette was almost complete when she heard a knock on the door.
Glancing out the window at Old Liza, the prefect saw that her protegee was
indeed an early bird. "Probably used to getting up with the chickens," she
thought, and called, "Come in!"

Janet entered, her eyes wide and solemn. Veronica noticed with pleasure that
Janet had obviously taken pains with her uniform, though of course it wasn't as
perfect as it could be.

"Come over here and stand up straight so I can get a good look at you," Veronica
instructed. Janet obeyed. "Much improved," Veronica remarked. Walking behind
her, she found that just a touch of Janet's petticoat was showing. She pulled at
the waistband of Janet's grey skirt and found that the petticoat was on
properly. "Can you sew, Janet?"

"A lil', Miss Veronica."

"I see you know your calling customs. You're just going to have to shorten that
petticoat. There's nothing wrong with how you're wearing it, it's just too long.
I'll give you a couple of safety pins to use for today.

"Thank you, Miss Veronica."

The girl seemed a tad over-awed by her, the prefect thought. Well, no wonder.
All her life she's been taught to stand aside for people like me, and here I am
giving her all this constructive criticism. In time, though, I'll make her feel
more at ease with me. It'll probably help when she's learned to do a few things
here, like eat more daintily, so she has some more confidence in herself.

"Your blouse isn't as neat as it could be. Did you put your skirt on first, and
then tuck your blouse into it?"

"Yes, Miss Veronica."

"Thought so. From now on, put your blouse on first, then pull the skirt over
your head on top of it. It comes out much neater." Veronica walked the rest of
the way around her. "Your socks are perfect. Very good, Janet. Now, your tie is
much better than it was, but it's still crooked. Untie it." Janet could not
repress a small sigh as she did so; she had practiced so much the day before,
and had worked so hard on it. Veronica untied hers as well. "Do what I do," she
ordered, slowly tying hers again. Janet followed as best she could, but still it
came out crooked. "Untie it," Veronica said, but there was no impatience in her
voice. Janet obeyed, and then slowly retied it while the older girl watched.
"Stop. Make it a little tighter there," Veronica instructed in the middle of the
process. Janet obeyed, and the result was a knot that was only a fraction
off-center. Seeing this in the mirror, a delighted smile spread across Janet's
face, and another followed suit on Veronica's. "Now no one would guess you
haven't been here a month!"

"Thank you, Miss Veronica!" Janet exclaimed while Veronica was looking in a
drawer for some safety pins. "Um... are you goin' to spank me? 'Cause of the
knife, I mean?"

Veronica stooped to help the girl pin up her petticoat. "Oh, just a few swats. I
don't think it was all that naughty. Of course, I had to spend yesterday evening
paddling a bunch of girls who tried to sneak out in the middle of the night.
They were much naughtier than you. Bend over my desk."

Janet hesitated at her first step in that direction. Veronica put her hands on
her hips and raised her eyebrows. "Don't tell me you're hesitating to take your
punishment, Janet."

"Oh, no, Miss Veronica! That wasn't what I was thinkin' at all!" With that,
Janet draped herself over the desk so emphatically Veronica almost laughed. She
made herself stay stern, however.

"So what were you thinking?"

"I don' wanna be forward, Miss Veronica."

"You're making me curious. What in the world is in your mind?"

"Well -- it's just...."

"Yes?"

"You said as I was to tell you if you could do anything to help me."

"I do hope you're not going to say that letting you off punishment would help
you."

Janet stayed bent over the desk as the words tumbled out before she could lose
her nerve and stop them. Her slender hold on grammar slipped. "A' course not,
Miss Veronica! I'd never say such a thing, please don't go thinkin' I would. I
was just thinkin'... well, I'm the oldest at home, and so I never had no older
sister before, and I hope you won't take it amiss if I say I feel almost like
you're my older sister." Janet anxiously looked up to scan Veronica's face.
Seeing no wrath at such presumption, Janet swallowed and went on, "I was wishin'
you would... would spank me over your knee, like a big sister does. But I heard
tell you only spank blondes that way, so I reckon you won't. But I couldn't help
thinkin' all that, when you tole me to bend over the desk." With that Janet
looked at the floor, embarrassed and trembling.

Veronica wanted to savor the child's words in silence. But seeing how nervously
Janet was waiting, she didn't have the heart to prolong her suspense. "Janet,
that's right touching that you see me that way." The girl's tense muscles
relaxed visibly, though she was still obviously nervous enough. "The fact is, I
occasionally do spank a brunette over my knee. But that's always been because
she was a self-important girl who was proud of being able to take canings in
stride, and who felt that she was above being spanked like a child. Those
brunettes are generally so embarrassed about it that they never tell anyone.
Though of course if they're really naughty I make sure other girls see them
getting spanked. Does them a world of good."

Veronica sat down in her chair. "All right, little sister, come on over my
knee." Janet's face lit up as she straightened, but she didn't quite have the
courage to thank the prefect. She draped herself over Veronica's lap. "Now in
the future, before you handle anything that might be dangerous, like a knife,
you're going to ask permission, hear? Even if you've been accustomed to handling
them at home. I don't doubt your ability, but you're our responsibility here,
and besides, if we allow you to use a thing, we have to allow the other girls
too, and most of them haven't learned how to handle knives and such like."
Veronica then rained a few firm swats onto Janet's derriere. Janet took them
without a murmur, being used to much harsher punishments. In fact, she was
finding this spanking to be one of the most affectionate moments of her short,
difficult life. "I hope I won't have to spank you harder than this anytime real
soon," Veronica said, giving her a few more swats. "You may get up."

Janet stood, her face flushed. Then she remembered a point of eitquette one of
the other brunettes had taunted her with when she had announced that she was
going to see Miss Veronica. "Always thank her nicely for tanning your hide," the
brunette had jeered. The brunette had been trying to scare her, but she had
given her a useful bit of information.

"Thank you for correctin' me, Miss Veronica," Janet murmured, her eyes on the
floor.

"Happy to do it, honey. Come sit on my lap for a minute." Janet obeyed eagerly,
and returned Veronica's hug. "You take your spankings like a brunette. You're
goin' to do Avendale proud, Janet."

"Do you really think so?" Janet asked anxiously. "I really want to. I'm so
worried I won't be able to keep up, there's so many new things I have to
learn...."

"Honey, if you could get here from where you started, I'm tolerably certain you
can do *anything*."

"Oh, I hope I won't let you down, Miss Veronica."

"I don't think you will, Janet. Really, every girl learns an awful lot her first
year at Avendale. We all have to work hard to learn to keep our uniforms neat,
and every girl has to take the first-year etiquette course. My mothers always
endeavoured to teach me good manners, but even I learned a few things they'd
missed; every girl does. And they'll give you a good solid grounding in grammar,
too."

Janet looked at the floor. "I reckon the girls'll make fun of my accent."

Veronica's heart went out to the girl. The prefect was convinced that any girl
who could get a scholarship to Avendale absolutely belonged there, but Janet
must be so intimidated with being surrounded by rich girls with illustrious
ancestors, and even some with titles. Veronica was first cousin several times
removed to Culverian President Joan Adams, and the Charleston branch of her
family had been among those who had not received that rakish brunette Captain
Rhetta Butler, so she had never felt this way.

"The girls tease me about my accent a good bit. Teasin' isn't quite the same as
makin' fun." Veronica looked Janet squarely in the eye. "Anyway, these Altalians
can't tell one Culverian accent from another." By this, she was hoping to let
the girl know that her caste was not evident to all here. "By the way, today I'm
going to speak to Miss Joans, the art mistress, about your carvin'."

"I don't want to put you to trouble, Miss Veronica."

"Nonsense! It's my job." Old Liza struck outside. "Sounds like it's breakfast
time. There won't be any grits, but porridge is almost as good. Let's go."
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From: <jinjur@xxxxxxxxx.xxx>
Date: Mon Sep 27, 1999 11:34am
Subject: Jinjur to Carrie
  	
Carrie,

Well, you've certainly been busy, going to bunny teas and whatnot. No doubt
meeting plenty of new blonde bunnies. I suppose that's why I haven't seen you
in a few days? (pout) You're probably going to take one of those bunnies to
the cinema this Saturday, aren't you? Oh, just to make them feel welcome, of
course. Always selfless. (sulks) Well, I don't know how I'm going to behave without
you to keep my bottom warmed, but I suppose I'll have to learn to get along
somehow. (flutters lashes) Unless, of course, you can find time in your busy
schedule of meeting blonde bunnies to attend to me? (shifts position so that
just a hair of her dark stocking top shows)

Your lonely, neglected,

Jinjur J. Quinbury
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From: <SKEEZICS29@xxx.xxx>
Date: Mon Sep 27, 1999 7:35am
Subject: Lonely
  	
Rebecca lies on her bed. She is so lonely.
After not being very successful in finding the "Tea Party" Rebecca returns to
her room.
So far she has met two very nice girls. She wonders what else there is here
at this school. She gets up off the bed, straightens her gymslip and walks
out into the hallway. She begins to make her way up the hallway.
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From: <Kitten1776@xxx.xxx>
Date: Mon Sep 27, 1999 8:19am
Subject: Alexis visits Veronica
  	
After breakfast, Alexis finds herself in the brunette dormitory, knocking on
Veronica's door. The door opens, and a slightly surprised Veronica invites
Alexis in.

"Can I talk to you about something, Miss Veronica?"

"You sure can." The prefect offers the blonde visitor a chair, then sits on
the edge of her bed.

"Miss Veronica," starts Alexis, looking at her hands to avoid eye contact
with the prefect, "I just wanted to say how sorry I am for the trouble I
caused you and Miss Annalinde with our silly plan to sneak out the other
night. I am awfully sorry!"

Veronica rises and puts her hand under Alexis' chin, gently forcing her to
make eye contact. "Now you know, Alexis, that you've been punished and, as
far as I'm concerned, the incident forgotten. Got that?"

"Y-yes, Miss Veronica. It's just that, well, um..."

Sitting back on the edge of the bed, Veronica prompts, "Go on."

Nervously, Alexis states, "I need to tell you something else."

"I'm listening.", the now curious prefect tells her.

"Well, I wanted to confess something to you for a couple of reasons. I-I,
well, do you remember the other night, when Miss Annalinde found that frog in
her bed?" Veronica nodded. "Well, I put it there. I already told Miss
Annalinde and have been punished for it, but I felt like I needed to tell
you, too, because I know you figured one of your brunette girls did it, and,
well, I didn't want you to be suspecting them and be angry that one of your
girls withheld that from you."

Veronica let the information sink in, then said, "That's mighty brave of you
to come over here and tell me this."

Alexis swallowed, "And Miss Veronica... I am worried. Do you think that I
put such a fright in Miss Annalinde with my silly prank, that I caused her to
take ill?" Alexis stared at the floor waiting for the prefect's response to
everything she just confessed.
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From: Thelma Roberts <greenwellies@xxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Mon Sep 27, 1999 1:12pm
Subject: Re: Lonely
  	
Thelma had sat in her room studying the material she had been given in her
first day of classes. It all seemed so difficult, so different from the
home-schooling she had received from her blonde Mummy. She felt the need
for a break and decided to wander the halls in search of a friendly face.

After making sure her tie was straight, she stepped out into the hallway and
immediately encountered a girl.

"Hi, my name is Thelma Roberts. I'm new here!" the 14 year old blonde said.
"What's your name?"

"I'm Rebecca" then other girl replied. "I tried to find the party but was
unable to locate it. I'm so lonely."

"Let's go and see if there's a place we can sit and make a cup of tea, then"
smiled Thelma.
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From: Kadorienne <kadorian@xxxxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Mon Sep 27, 1999 2:08pm
Subject: Re: Alexis visits Veronica
  	
Veronica smiled a little. "Everyone seems to think Annalinde's illness is their
fault. No, honey, I'm sure that didn't cause it. But I'm very glad to see that
you're accepting responsibility like this."

"How can you be sure it isn't my fault? Oh, I can hardly believe I did something
so foolish."

"But you confessed to Miss Annalinde, didn't you?"

"Yes."

"That was very brave. You did the right thing. I think you're on the way to being
an upstanding young lady, even if you do get naughty impulses. But I hope that
next time you get a naughty impulse, you remember this, and don't go carryin' it
out. That frog certainly scared Miss Annalinde. And at Avendale, prefects are to
be treated with respect, hear?"

Alexis nodded vigorously. Before either of them could speak again, a slight sound
at the door attracted their attention. An envelope was slid under the crack, and
then came the sound of footsteps hurrying down the corridor.

Veronica's impulse was to run to the door to see who had left the envelope, but
some instinct made her instead walk normally over and pick it up. Inside was a
letter, written on pale pink stationery, faintly scented. Veronica opened it and
quickly scanned its contents.

Alexis wanted to ask what is was, especially since Veronica looked rather grave,
but felt that it would be intruding. Veronica looked at the note for a minute,
sighed, and looked back at Alexis.

"Honey, I'm sure you had nothing to do with Annalinde's illness. And I respect
you for confessing all this to me. Now, are you going to do anything like that
again?" Alexis shook her head vigorously. "Good. I don't want to have to punish
you again. Now scoot. Remember you have some lines to write for me."

With Alexis gone, Veronica reread the pink letter, shaking her head.
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From: Malena Franklin <malena43@xxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Mon Sep 27, 1999 7:17am
Subject: To Miss Veronica from Malena
  	
Dear Miss Veronica

Sniffing sitting in detention room on so sore bottom I write this lines
tears dripping down my face….bottom so aching all time….all over bottom
redbluish patches from that awful hairbrush that smacked my bottom so many
times with such force every, inch of my bottom hurts and reminds me of my
stupid acting…..I have to force myself to sit and write..it hurts as nothing
I experienced before in bottom…so hard smacks I got…ooooooohhh sniffing.oooh
what a terrible spanking I got..but also so fair of You Miss Veronica…..when
spanking over…….
no hard words...only trusting me to do better... …….I deserved this…..
and yet you see hope and trusts me to do better....I blush...
Ohhh but it hurts so….. I shift all time on chair feeling so vulnerable all
time tears dripping on paper but in my heart I feels relief…
I been punished…it hurts so…but I paid for my acting and then I
have a new start…..Miss Veronica believes in me and thinks I can set other
girls an example….ohhh..how will I be able to sit here and write this 400
lines…ohhhh
Sniffing I let hand go to so sore bottom under skirt feels like fire there
still and I screamed and cried so in Miss Veronicas room…everyone knows I
been spanked and will know I was the girl that instigated all….but also nice
having paid for it…my heart feels easier but my bottom hurts…..
When I came out from Miss Veronica crying and both hands clutching my
burning back my friend Alexis waited and helped me to dorm and then after
crying a long time and rubbing my poor bottom laying on my tummy on bed I
calmed….and all girls met and hugged….
Emma, Georgina Alexis and I and we felt a very special bond between us…so
much feeling and so much pain suffered together make friends for life……and
they all assured me that noone blamed me….so good friends…..and we cried and
smiled thru tears…….

Im so tired sitting writing all this lines….and Im really sorry for my
acting….Ill promise never to do something as stupid and I promise to do
other things with the 2 blonde girls during week.Carry their book and help
them right.
Please try to forgive me Miss Veronica and I really respect and admire You
and want to do better from now on so instead You can be proud of
me.....Please Im sorry for this.....I hope Miss Annalinde will recover
soon.....and forgive me too.....

Malena Franklin..... late in night after sitting up all night writing until
hand aches

 	

From: <EmmaEilise@xxx.xxx>
Date: Mon Sep 27, 1999 3:52pm
Subject: Emma's diary....
  	
Dear Diary,

Today was the worst day of my life! As I am writing to you, I am laying on
my stomach on my bed because I just cannot sit upon my backside in it's
current condition. I lowered my underthings and looked into a glass
reflection...and it is just awful....my bottom is bright red!! And there are
even a few places where I am positively certain that I can see that nasty,
mean Veronica's handprints! As you have probably guessed, I have received my
first real spanking today....and it was just dreadful. I had to "assume the
correction position" as the witch put it and she even lifted my skirt
too...can you imagine?!

Well diary, I'll tell you...that is the very last time I willingly assume
THAT position.... If there ever is a next time...I will NOT bend over her
desk....I will stand proudly (and maybe even run). Also, the witch told
me I have to write 200 lines of something...I don't even know what I was
supposed to write I was so angry at her.... but one thing is for sure...I
will not be writing anything, except what I am writing now. Holiday
vacation can't come soon enough... my own mummy would never lay her hand on
me and make my little bottom sting so....

Painfully,
Emma
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From: <SKEEZICS29@xxx.xxx>
Date: Mon Sep 27, 1999 3:58pm
Subject: Re: Lonely
  	
"I'm Rebecca" then other girl replied. "I tried to find the party but was
unable to locate it. I'm so lonely."

"Let's go and see if there's a place we can sit and make a cup of tea, then"
smiled Thelma.

"OK Thelma."
Rebecca follows Thelma. Smiling because she found another friend.
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From: <aaclinkinbeard@h...>
Date: Tue Sep 28, 1999 7:21am
Subject: Goodmorning Jinjur..
  	
Lynette Klaire had tired of her breakfast and just pushed around
the eggs on her plate quietly thinking. The girls here were very
nice, but she hadn't had many interactions with them. She was
so lost in thought, when the spunky blond sat next to her she
didn't even notice.

"Oh, hi... where did you..." She stumbled over her words quite
startled. The blond leaned over and purred in her ear " You may
call me Jinjur." Lynette smiled and politely introduced herself,
then speaking so no one would hear them. Lynette asked
"So what is there to do around here?"
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From: janet dolan <janetd33@xxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Tue Sep 28, 1999 7:23am
Subject: Re: Morning inspection
  	
Janet was sitting on her bed contemplating her day. The day started well
enough, in Miss Veronica's room. She loved the attention and she felt the
affection Veronica had for her. The spanking over the knee was the first one
since her blonde mother declared her too big for that when she was 6 years
old, and the first one from a brunette. The spanking was not a severe one in
her book, considering she was used to bare bottom paddling by a strong
brunette like her aunt. She knew she would never want to disappoint
Veronica, even though she was not harsh on her. "How different it feels when
a spanking is really to teach you better", she thought, even though Veronica
had spanked her over some welts still left from her last punishment at home.
She remembered the day the envelope from the Governess office came to their
house. She got it first and opened it carefully. Inside she saw the
certificate, the cheque and the order for her mother to make sure she will
be in the education deprtment within 2 days. "I got it ma" she screamed
happily "look, I really one the scholarship". Janet was shocked to see her
mother was openly angry, but when she saw aunt Eudora's face she became
scared. "What? who is this the government to cheat me outofa 'pprentice?
Ah'll show you and the governess!!!" Janet felt her foul breath when she
grabbed her and pulled her towards the living room, grabbing a belt on the
way. "Janet, I told ya I'll whup ya if ya ever won that scholarship and I
will do that now". Her mother added some sentences about her thanklessness,
leaving her without help with her siblings. Her aunt pushed her over the
desk and in two movements raised her skirt and pulled her panties down to
her knees. She raised the belt and started to beat the 12 year old girl
fiercely. Janet did her best to take the spanking like a brunette, but the
injustice of it and the pain broke her down and soon she was crying and
finally screaming in pain. As usuall with her aunt, the punishment ended
with a few strokes over her thighs, after which her aunt threw the belt
aside and left the house angrily. Janet remained crying over the desk until
her mother came over, helped her raise her panties and told her to control
herself. Suddenly she hugged her and said: "Baby, even though it will be
mighty hard on me, ah'm so proud of ya. We have to be fast now". Janet
followed her to her room, where she helped her pack her suitcases. "Quickly
honey, I don't know what else she might have in mind, cm'on, you go to the
education department right now".
"I left the house like a thief, like I did something wrong..." thought
Janet, "I can't respect Eudora, but I do respect Miss Veronica and want to
be like her, and she didn't even raise my skirt...". Janet was sure that
this day will come when she will have some severe discipline from Veronica
or another prefect or mistress, but she will do her best to prevent it. She
wanted to really belong.
The school day went well. She loved math and science classes and was "a
natural" in both subjects. In grammer class she got some criticism from the
teacher for being too quiet, and was informed by Miss Prism that not
participating will get her a sore palm in the next lesson. History turned
out to be another weak point for her, as she has learned only Culverian
history, (from the confederate angle). She went during the afternoon to the
library to find a basic history book to study from, but could not find
something to her liking.
When she came out of the library, she was told by a blonde from her class
that Miss Joans was looking for her. Janet went to see her and showed her
the carved boat. She was delighted to follow Miss Joans to the workshop,
where she was allowed to finish the boat and add a rower figure made from
pieces of straw and cloth. She wrapeed the boat in tissue paper, and was
waiting for the appropriate moment to go to Veronica's room. She did not
want the girls to notice her going there with her gift, and to think she
wants to be "the prefect's pet". She well knew that her southern temper will
eventually get her into a fight if she was teased.
Finally, not a lot of girls in the dorm. She still had 20 minutes before
prep, and quickly she went to knock on Miss Veronica's door, forgetting to
check herself in the mirror, and not noticing that her tie knot was once
more crooked. "I hope she will like this little gift..."
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Date: Tue Sep 28, 1999 7:32am
Subject: From Annalinde
  	
Hello Every one,


First of all let me tell you that I am quite well now. I had a severe but
short-lived dose of poisoning due to eating something to which I have a bad
allergy. I felt awful for a time but now I am much better.

My darling bunnies who crept out that night - please do not worry that
your actions had any part in my illness. I assure you they did not. You were
very naughty, but I believe Veronica has dealt with the outstanding ones now
(I have not read everything yet).

The good thing sbout punishment is that once it is done we can forget all
about your little crimes, so please don't think that I do not love you all
as before. Of course I do.

After being ill, my aunt unexpectedly arrived at school and asked
permission to take me on a short trip to Southern Altalia, which is where I
am now. I hope I shall have a chance to write and tell you a little about my
adventures here.

I shall be back quite soon. In the meantime, love to all of you from

Annalinde
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From: Malena Franklin <malena43@xxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Tue Sep 28, 1999 3:23am
Subject: To Miss Annalinde
  	
Dear Miss Annalinde

So glad for Your letter! A big burden fell off my shoulders with Your words.
I been hardly spanked by Miss Veronica and deserved it. I been writing 400
lines for her......and it was awful..hurt so both spanking and writing so
hard work but worst was my worries for You Miss Annalinde and fear my prank
caused Your illness. I apologize and promise to do better Miss.So glad for
Your words that You dont hold anything against me after this...I am so glad
for that...
Hoping to see You soon...and that You will be fully recovered.

Yours friendly

Malena Franklin
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From: Elspeth Elsvetta <elsvetta@xxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Tue Sep 28, 1999 10:51am
Subject: Annalinde Confesses
  	
Dear Elspeth,

I am glad Veronica
has punished those girls for me. I should not have liked them to be left too
long. Causing them to worry was not part of the punishment I had in mind.

Poor Malena. She is really a good girl and always so genuinely remorseful
when she does something wrong, but she does seem to get herself into
trouble. Georgina seems a nice girl. Alexis - well, I like her but this is
her second offence in a very short time. I think she may need some watching.

As for Emma - well, I don't know. I have to say she is a very attractive
brunette, but I think she could be troublesome. I am sure none of the others
is reall a bad girl. Emma, I just can't be sure about. I shall tell you a
secret. But this really *is* a secret - I was rather looking forward to
punishing Emma. Does that sound naughty of me? Well, it is true. There is
something fascinating about punishing a brunette almost as old as oneself -
older than Veronica. She is so tall. She could hold me helpless with one
hand. It is rather delicious being able to punish her - knowing she must
accept whatever I choose to do with her.

Aren't I dreadful. Of course I should never abuse my authority. Still I
fancy I shall have some legitimate opportunity to punish that rather
fascinating brunette before *too* long.

I must go now, but soon I shall tell you about my adventuees here.

Annalinde
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From: thorny <krstrob@xxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Tue Sep 28, 1999 11:10am
Subject: Lonely
  	
Sabrina looks out her window wishing that she had some friends. She
see's Rebecca and Thelma walking along the path outside. Sabrina checks
herself in the mirror and makes sure that her uniform is in perfect
order. Then she runs out the door, but halts immediately remember that
a lady never tears around. She goes out of her dormitory and catches up
with the two girls.

"Hello ladies, if you don't remember I am Sabrina 14 year old brunette,
can I walk with the two of you?"

"Of course you can" says Rebecca.

"Oh yes we are going to have tea." replies Thelma

With that the three girls lock arms and continue on ward for there
search of tea and friendship in a lonely place.

sabrina McCloud
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From: Malena Franklin <malena43@xxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Tue Sep 28, 1999 5:16am
Subject: Re: Lonely
  	
Hi Sabrina

Saw you walking around alone.....dont be.....come to me and other girls in
our dorm and read homeworks together.....smiles....I have problems
sitting......but I can lay on my stomach chatting.....and we can talk about
teadance that might come......or what You want...

Malena Franklin
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From: janet dolan <janetd33@xxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Tue Sep 28, 1999 1:38pm
Subject: Re: Lonely
  	
Dear Malena

I am so sorry to see you so sad. I am sitting on my bed not far from yours
and my heart goes to you.
Please let me come over and have a little chat together. I am new here and
feel so lonely too. We can talk about school, other girls, or any other
thing you want to talk about, ell, except Altalian history, unless you
want to help me with this heavy subject *w*.

Please be my friend

Janet Dolan
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From: Malena Franklin <malena43@xxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Tue Sep 28, 1999 8:17am
Subject: Re: to Janet
  	
Dear Janet

Thanks for Your letter.I was feeling sorry for Sabrina that felt lonely but
touched for Your concern maybe we can chat all three
You I and Sabrina.......
Loves Your friendly concern so.......kind....
Malena
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From: Nicola - 3rd Year Avendale <skoolgirl@xxxxxx.xxxxxxxxx.xx.xxx>
Date: Tue Sep 28, 1999 3:34pm
Subject: lost bewildered and somewhat infatuated
  	
Nicola was slowly settling into school life although she had yet to make any real freinds of her own age she at least no longer was torn by the anguish of homesickness well at least not most of the time. Slowly she was bgining to find her way through the maze of corridors. Lessons where complex and she wished she had paid more attention in her previous school. As she wandered up the main staircase towards her dorm after tea Nicola was thinking how she would miss Miss Annalinde who had shown her kindness and understanding when bounding down the stairs towards her came a vision which made her heart leap a brunette the image of Carina Grant the movie star and thus her quest began. ............
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From: Nicola - 3rd Year Avendale <skoolgirl@s...>
Date: Tue Sep 28, 1999 3:38pm
Subject: image of perfection
  	
Nicola sort out Carrie Brinks and asked her who the brunette was her name sure in the knowledge that Carrie would know and sure enough came the reply she sort her name was Lynette Klaire and she was seventeen.

Nicola knew she just would have to meet her........
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From: Tanya <Tanya@c...>
Date: Tue Sep 28, 1999 5:29pm
Subject: Georgina's Diary
  	
From Tanya@c...



Dearest Diary,


I'm so glad last weekend is over. In the end, Miss Serelique decided that it would be best to cancel the gramophone party due to "the wilfully disbedient behaviour of certain young ladies". I wonder just who she could ne talking about !! I really do though feel very ashamed of my own behaviour and must seek to redeem myself in some way, especially in the eyes of Miss Veronica. The one thing I really hope is my mummies don't get to hear about my involvement in the "sneak-out" as if they did, I could almost certainly expect a secondary round of punishment when next I return chez de la Falaise.
Speaking of happier things, I had my first choir practice today with Miss Darnelle. She is extremely strict and pushes us really hard but she certainly knows how to get the best out of us girls. I must say that towards the end of the hour, we were making quite an impressive ensemble noise. It also gave me a chance to spend some time with Elena who, incidently, has the most divine and exquisite singing voice. She could quite easily become an extremely brilliant soloist in my humble opinion.
Anyway, must close now as it's lights out in a few minutes. I've decided that I perhaps won't try and sneak out tonight !!

Georgina de la Falaise
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From: Thelma Roberts <greenwellies@h...>
Date: Tue Sep 28, 1999 6:28pm
Subject: Lonely
  	
Thelma and Rebecca linked arms with Sabrina, their new 14 year old brunette
friend, and the three of them wandered past the Library into an alcove of
the dining room. There, they plugged in a large chrome electric kettle, the
first they had actually seen, and busied themselves locating tea, cups,
saucers, sugar and milk. Once the water was boiling in the kettle, Rebecca
poured it over the Orange Pekoe leaves at the bottom of a brown crockery
teapot.

They waited for it to steep, making small talk about their new school, when
suddenly a sturdy but pretty brunette, aged at least 16, appeared.

"What on earth are you girls doing? And one of you a brunette!" she
exclaimed.

"Er, who are you?" Thelma stammered.

"Cynthia Annabelle Terwillinger, if it's any of your beeswax. Now I suggest
instead of sitting around having a spot of tea on a school night, you all
get back to your rooms and get some sleep. There's a full day of classes
tomorrow and you'll need to be alert."

Sabrina, showing the spunk that most brunettes have as a character trait,
said "Are we not allowed even a cup of tea so we can get to know each other?
We're all so lonely!"

With that, Cynthia pulled herself erect and smiled. "I've been looking for
a girl to mentor, one who will gladly do my bidding -- including write any
lines I may have imposed on me. What's your name?"

"Sabrina, Miss Terwillinger. Sabrina."

"I'll keep you in mind for the position as my protege. Just remember, the
hours will be long and the work will be hard. I pride myself on being able
to make any girl obey me."

With this, the three lonely new students headed off to their rooms, while
Cynthia settled back to enjoy a piping hot cup of tea.
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From: <EmmaEilise@a...>
Date: Tue Sep 28, 1999 4:29pm
Subject: Emma's defiance
  	
While on her way to her room for the evening, Emma saw her new friend Malena
across the way and decided to catch up and say a quick goodnight. "Hello
Malena!" she yelled. "Ssshhh!" Malena warned, "some girls are starting to
begin their nightly rituals in preparation for their slumber.....it is quiet
time now, remember?" "Oh" shrugged Emma, "I forgot. There are just so
many rules to remember here! I really love it here and all, and I already
have some new friends.....but honestly, the prefects and mistresses can't
possibly expect me to remember everything all at once. And besides, the
rules are just in place to guide us Malena, I'm sure of that. I don't plan
on obeying every single rule, every single time...... how dreadfully boring
that would be!"

Malena was truly shocked. The idea of NOT obeying, or at least not trying
very hard to obey the rules was a new concept to her.... a concept that she
did not approve of at all. She wanted to be friends with Emma, and hoped
they could be....but she would be following the rules as best she could, or
at least trying very hard to!

Emma continued on, "For example, Malena....you were told to write 400 lines!!
Do you know how long that would take you?! And I was told to write 200.....
but I will not do it. Really, I don't see the point of writing lines after I
have already been punished. And that's another thing.... I know this is
embarassing for you, so please pardon me for asking this blunt question, but
did you have to bend over the desk to receive your punishment? Well, let me
tell you....I DID, and I am absolutely sure that made the spanking hurt all
the more. If, and I do mean IF...I am ever spanked again (although I do not
plan on it)... I will NOT bend over the desk. I will just tell Annaline, or
Veronica or whoever that I will stand (and be treated like a woman), not bend
over!!"

Emma realized that the more she babbled on, the larger Malena's eyes grew in
apparent disbelief, and so she decided to end the conversation and get off to
bed before the lights out signal. "Well, I'll stop babbling your ear off
for now Malena...I just wanted to say good night! Thank you for being my
friend! Maybe we can get together tomorrow afternoon for tea? Goodbye!"

And with that, Emma was gracefully strolling back to her room to get ready
for bed and write a quick note to her diary.
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From: Kadorienne <kadorian@b...>
Date: Tue Sep 28, 1999 10:34pm
Subject: Veronica's Secret Admirer
  	
Veronica accepted Janet's handiwork with delight and placed the little
boat on her desk where it could easily be seen. She hugged the younger
girl and thanked her and made her straighten her tie. Perhaps she should
have spanked the girl for letting her tie get crooked, but truth to
tell, Veronica was a little preoccupied. She asked Janet if there were
anything she needed help with.

"Altalian history," Janet said promptly.

Veronica laughed. "I've always had to swot on that subject too. Just
read your textbook over and over; that's all you can do. You know what
they say here: 'Swotting or swatting.' So, Miss Joans is going to let
you whittle in her class?"

"Yes, Miss Veronica. She seemed awful nice. A little fancy, though."

"Yes, she likes to be dramatic. Make sure you listen attentively to her,
because she, well, has a bit of a temper. She takes her subject very
seriously, and if you seem to disrespect art she'll get angry."

"I'll try to listen good, Miss Veronica."

"Good. Do you have any particular problems right now, Janet?"

"No, Miss Veronica."

"Then there's something I need you to do for me."

"What is it, Miss Veronica?" Janet asked, eager to serve her mentor.

"There's a thirteen-year-old blonde named Charlene. I need you to find
her and tell her I want to see her."

"Right away, Miss Veronica." Janet moved toward the door. Veronica
stopped the girl for a last quick hug, touched at the smile that spread
over her fellow Confederette's face at the affection. She smiled as
Janet left her room.

Then her face became serious again, and she sighed. Seating herself
behind her desk, she opened the drawer, took out the letter on pink
stationery she had received earlier and reread it.

"Dear Miss Veronica,

"I have yearned for you from afar. Paddle me until I swoon; I
will bear it
gladly for a sign of your favor. Kiss my forehead and I will never
wash my face
again.Tell me that my love is not in vain, or I shall die!

"All the love in the world,

"Charlene"


Veronica shook her head. These crushes were really getting out of hand.
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From: <MissJoans@b...>
Date: Tue Sep 28, 1999 10:20pm
Subject: Miss Joans to Janet
  	
Janet,

My darling, what excellent native talent you have! Such clever little whittlings.
I have never had a pupil whittle before, but you have clearly demonstrated that
whittling is one of the Lesser Arts. I will keep your knife locked in my cupboard
and you may use it in the studio, under my supervision. But you are not to let
any other girl hold it, do you understand? Such a tool can be very dangerous.

But my darling, you must not waste yourself on whittling! Oh, keep at it by all
means, but you could perhaps turn your talent to a more serious Art form.
Sculpture, perhaps. You are to begin making clay models in my class. If you
progress at that, you will learn to chisel statues out of stone. Stop protesting,
child, I am not going to take your blocks of wood away from you. Do you not wish
to discover if your talent is fit for a nobler form of Art? Of course you do.
Tomorrow you will spend the first part of Art class whittling -- oh, very well,
you fussy child, *carving* -- and the second part modelling with clay. You will
not be good at clay modelling at first, darling. But with practice, you may do
great things in clay.

It is important to learn these things, darling. Jinjur Quinbury, that impertinent
child, could be as Artist of merit one day, but she prefers to run around after
brunettes than serve her Art. She is lazy and thoughtless. I hope you will not
prove to be the same.

Yours in Art,

Miss Elizabeth Joans
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From: Malena Franklin <malena43@h...>
Date: Tue Sep 28, 1999 6:33pm
Subject: Re: Emma's defiance
  	
Dear diary

Still having so tender and sore bottom....so hard sitting still and reminds
me all time of my spanking and wrongdoing. I just talked to Emma and she
will not write her lines!!!!!! Gosh after being spanked as I was I never do
anything disobedient for long time....but she will probably be in trouble
soon. I dont think Miss veronica will accept more then 2 days deliverytime
for this lines. I saw Georgina
give her lines a couple of hours ago and I think Alexis writing hers..but
Emma !!!!!!??? i dont know how she dares.
And she asked me if I was spanked bending over desk ....yes I was and she
was too and she says next time she will stand....but I doubt that so hard
Miss veronica spanked me with that hairbrush noone can stand taking it..
Although I like Emma very much she is a nice but a bit disobedient
I tried to tell her she shouldnt be so...and I told her she better write her
lines or she would get in much more trouble with Miss Veronica.......I
rememeberd Miss Veronicas words that i was responsible for this girls
behaviour during week....and swallow i would be spanked if they
misbehaved...so i really tried to persuade
Emma to deliver her lines..i can only hope and pray she does......I really
dont want to be spanked again by Miss Veronica

Malena
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From: janet dolan <janetd33@xxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Wed Sep 29, 1999 5:37am
Subject: Re: Emma's defiance
  	
Janet ran like a hare towards the blondes dormitory. Just as she was about
to enter she remembered she was not allowed into the building proper. She
looked and was happy to see Alexis, the blonde she saw waiting outside
Veronica's room after the ungappy sneak out. She called her, and Alexis came
over smiling.

"Hi, I am Janet, and Miss Veronica sent me t'fetch a girl called charlene to
see her, could you please help me find her?" Alexis answered she will, and
invited Janet to sit down by the door. Janet sat looking around, and wished
she had thought of bringing her history book. Two blondes hurrying in looked
at her and she noticed a slightly older brunette standing by the door.

"Bye Sabrina" They said, "We are sorry you got into trouble because of us"
"It's not a problem" replied the brunette by the door. "Hello" she said
looking at Janet, "Are you walking back to the dorm? I'd lobe some company"
"I'd love it too" replied Janet "but please wait a few more minutes until
they find Charlene her". They started talking after wishing Rebecca and
Thelma good night, and Sabrina told Janet about their encounter with Cynthia
Terwillinger. Janet listened and finally said: " Sabrina, I am younger than
you, and new here, but believe me I know bullies when I see them, and what
you found is a prize specimen. Now, there is only one good way to fght a
bully, you got to talk to Miss Veronica".
"Oh no, she will spank me for going out". Janet looked amazed. "First
av'all" she said going back to her southern accent "I don't believe she will
do so 'cause she is a rightous girl and does not punish hrashly for things
which are not very naughty. And secondly, do u prefer becoming that
Terwillinger's slave just to avoid a slap bottom you deserve?"
At that moment Alexis came down with Charlene. The two brunettes, took their
leaves from their friends and went to the dorm with Charlene, who was trying
to find out from Janet how Veronica looked and sounded when she told her to
fetch her. Janet replied she looked just normal, trying to avoid gosiping
about her "big sister" as she called her in her mind.

They deposited Charlene by Veronica's door and went into their room. Janet
avoided Cynthia's Terwillinger gaze as she entered the room and went to her
bed and History book. Her Math and science work was done hours ago, and she
was happy to start swotting over her history.
Sudenly she saw Malena's sad face and decided history could wait a few more
minutes.
She went over to Malena's bed and sat beside her.
412
	

From: janet dolan <janetd33@xxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Wed Sep 29, 1999 7:47am
Subject: Malena and Janet
  	
Janet sat down by Malena and asked shyly "Do you mind?" Malena looked up and
smiled "no, not at all".

Janet looked at the sad older girl and asked: "Are you sad because you were
spanked or because you feel you failed?" Malena looked at her wonderingly
"Failed? well, yes in a way, and I feel bad about getting the others in
trouble"
"But Miss Veronica has forgiven you now that she has punished you, didn't
she?" "Yes" replied Malena "But she still holds me responsible to the other
girls and she will spank me again if anyone of them is involved in any
mischief". Janet nodded and Malena told her about Emma's refusal to hand in
her lines, "What can I do?".
Janet sat deep in thought, finally saying "Well, you gotta put the fear of
Dea in her as they say where I come from... Why not get some girls to tell
her how Miss Veronica canes girls who do not obey her? She is so frightened
of spankings that she might believe it and do the lines outta fear"
Malena thought and said "Yes, you may be right Janet, you are bright"
Janet blushed and mumbled her thanks, happy to see Malena smile.

But then she whispered in Malena's ear "Let me tell you one more thing... I
grew up with a hunteress aunt, and I know that when you went to go somewhere
quietly, you do not walk on gravel like y'all girls did, you walk on the
grass"
Malena blushed and said "Well, if I ever think of of doing that again, which
I don't believe I will, I'll remember this hunting hint"
The girls laughed and Janet went back to her bed to dive in the depths of
Altelian history.
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From: Kadorienne <kadorian@xxxxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Wed Sep 29, 1999 11:27am
Subject: Veronica's Secret Admirer, Part II
  	
Veronica opened the door to a young blonde still in knee socks who was
trembling, her eyes wide as saucers and her face white as a sheet.
Veronica put on a serious face. "Hello, Charlene."

Charlene's pretty face fell. "Hello, Miss Veronica," she said, almost
inaudibly.

Veronica gestured for the blonde to sit down, then held up the pink
envelope. "You wrote this?" Charlene nodded mutely. Veronica handed it
to her. "I think you better hold on to it. Now, listen, Charlene. This
is very flattering, but I have to tell you that what you're feelin' for
me is not love."

Charlene's big blue eyes welled up with tears. "Oh, but it is, Miss
Veronica, I swear to you it is...."

Veronica held up a hand. "Let me say my piece. You've heard all the
blondes swooning and squealing over Elvira Presley and Kiki lia
Caerilinde, right? You don't think all those girls are seriously in love
with those two singers, do you? Love -- true love -- is a message from
Dea that two pettes belong together. What you've got for me is a crush,
which is very sweet of you, but it's not love. You're at the age where
you're just starting to notice brunettes, these feelings are new to you,
and you don't really understand them yet. It's not at all unusual for
young girls to get crushes on older girls, especially prefects. I don't
want to sound conceited, but several of the younger blondes here have
crushes on me. I can't very well go with all of them, can I?"

At this point Veronica had to stop, because Charlene was weeping
stormily. Veronica handed her a clean handkerchief. How on earth did
this happen? Ever since she became prefect, half the blonde bunnies
always decided they were in love with her. And a blonde who could become
enamoured so easily was not exactly the sort who would interest
Veronica. Annalinde, pretty and authoritative as she was, didn't seem to
have this trouble. Or maybe it was just more appropriate to have
brunette bunnies chasing a blonde prefect than the reverse. Charlene was
the second blonde to become sufficiently infatuated to throw aside
proper blonde modesty and approach her instead of waiting decorously to
be approached, as a blonde should.

Charlene wiped her eyes and caught her breath enough to speak. "Oh,
p-please, Miss Veronica, couldn't you give me a chance...."

"Charlene, I'm sorry, but it's just plain impossible...."

Charlene fixed her with enormous sky-colored eyes. "Are you in love with
someone else?"

In all her musings about the fair Elspeth, through all her attacks of
awkwardness when that demure blonde was present, Veronica had never
quite dared to use that word, even in the secret chambers of her own
mind. Hearing the word transfixed her like a bolt of lightning. Her gaze
moved past the weeping blonde before her and focused on an image in her
thoughts, of flaxen hair and grey eyes and delicate features. Veronica's
lips parted slightly, her eyes softened, and a gentle flush suffused her
face.

Young and naive as Charlene was, she knew well enough what that look
meant. Learning so decisively that she had no chance with the dashing
prefect made her own puppy-love passions shrivel inside her, leaving
only a feeling of sadness and humiliation at having been so forward.

She wiped her eyes again and stood up. The movement seemed to jolt
Veronica into remembering the blonde's presence. Charlene summoned what
dignity she could. "I suppose you're right, Miss Veronica. I'm sorry to
have acted so silly. I hope that we can forget it."

Still half-dazed, Veronica said, "Of course we can, honey. Are you all
right now?"

"Fine, thanks." Before Veronica could speak again, Charlene was out of
the room. She felt very tired and empty, and years older than when she
had entered it. A few days later, she would be transferring the stormy
infatuation she had felt for Veronica to a certain brunette movie
actress. But for the time Charlene was desolate indeed, and was only
glad she had had the sense to declare herself privately, not in front of
the whole school as Katie Webster had done before being taken ill.

Charlene was leaving her infatuation behind. Veronica, left alone in her
study, was just discovering hers.
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From: <EmmaEilise@xxx.xxx>
Date: Wed Sep 29, 1999 0:22pm
Subject: Re: Re: Emma's defiance
  	
Sitting propped up on her bed, Emma restlessly twirled a lock of shiny hair
around a long, slender finger. She was pondering whether or not to start
writing the punishment lines afterall. Although she had told Malena that she
would not...she couldn't help but wonder about her decision after hearing
some of the other girls warn that she may earn a caning for deliberately
disobeying. Emma didn't think that either Veronica or Annalinde would use a
cane on her...they were just too nice; not that she had any idea what a cane
felt like anyways, having just received her very first hand spanking almost
two days ago.

Speaking of spankings...looking back on it, really, it wasn't that bad at
all. Sure, it hurt a lot while Veronica was smacking her, and for a bit
afterwards too; but then the pain and throbbing went away. By the next
morning, Emma was feeling no ill effects of the punishment whatsoever. And
Emma was thoroughly convinced that the reason her bottom stung so badly while
she was being spanked is because of the position Veronica forced her to be
in.... surely if she was standing upright the pain wouldn't be nearly as bad
(and she'd have more of a chance of avoiding a direct hit from Veronica or
Annalinde's hand).

Well, her mind was made up...... she was not going to do the required lines
afterall. It had been almost 2 days since the initial punishment anyways,
and Emma was beginning to think that Veronica forgot all about assigning
them! And she hadn't heard from Annalinde either, so Emma assumed that she
didn't even know Emma had been punished in the first place.

Having decided, Emma let the single lock of hair she was twirling finally
fall, and got up to see if she could find her friends....
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From: Tanya <Tanya@xxxxxxxxxxxxxxx.xxxxxxxxx.xx.xxx>
Date: Wed Sep 29, 1999 4:29pm
Subject: Note to Malena from Georgina
  	
From Tanya@c...




Dearest Malena,

It was so kind of you to offer to carry my books today but I really feel there was absolutely no need for you to do so. I understand fully that Miss Veronica asked you to do so as part of your ponishment for our disobedience last Friday, but I really feel you've been punished quite enough already !!
For my part, I will be trying extra jolly hard this week to stay out of trouble so as not to risk you receiving extra punishment on my behalf. I'm sure Alexis will do the same. Emma, I'm not so sure about. She seems to be so resentful of any form of discipline and authority which, after all, is only in place for our own good so that we may become well-behaved and well-mannered young ladies. We'll really have to try and explain to her that any punishment she receives from the prefects or Mistresses is in the long term for her own benefit. I suppose one of the reasons she is a little stubborn is because she is simply not used to the same sort of discipline as we are. Having said all that, there really is something about her I really like but at the same time I can't quite put my finger on what it is. Perhaps it's that sense of danger she exudes. Do you think I'm being silly?
Malena, I hope you're beginning to recover a little from the last few days as I know it's been so very hard for you in particular. It was such a pity Miss Serelique decided to cancel the gramophone party but perhaps it was for the best as I don't think any of us would really been in the mood for singing and dancing last Sunday ! Perhaps we will be allowed to have it some other time.
Anyway Malena, I'll leave you now as I must dash for netball practice. Hope to see you later for a chat.

Your friend as ever with lots of hugs
Georgina
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From: <Kitten1776@xxx.xxx>
Date: Wed Sep 29, 1999 1:09pm
Subject: Alexis and Emma
  	
Alexis was sitting under her favorite tree reading a romance novel, when she
saw Emma. Alexis called her over.

"Hello, Alexis" Emma said as she sat down next to the blonde.

"Are you still sore from our little 'visit' with Miss Veronica?", Alexis
asked.

"No, not really. You?"

"A bit. She really knows how to use that hairbrush!", Alexis said.

"Hairbrush! Oh my!", Emma exclaimed. "Are you going to write all those
rotten little lines for her?"

"Well, I haven't started them yet..." Alexis mused, "And she hasn't said
anything about it since, so I'm hoping she forgot about it, because I really
don't feel like doing them. It's such a waste of time! I figure I'll see
how long I can get away without doing them."

"Well, I have no intentions of doing them at all!" Emma said with an edge to
her voice.

"Really? Hmmm..." Alexis looked at the beautiful brunette.
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From: <EmmaEilise@xxx.xxx>
Date: Wed Sep 29, 1999 1:56pm
Subject: Emma has questions....
  	
Emma had forgotten that Veronica had mentioned on that dreadful day that the
other girls would be getting the hairbrush....because it was her first
spanking, the prefect had opted to use her hand on Emma instead. Turning to
Alexis, Emma asked... "Alexis, do you think that the hairbrush hurts a lot
more than Veronica's hand did? Have you ever been spanked by Veronica with
her hand?" Emma continued on..."Do you think that Annalinde would spank as
hard as Veronica? Do you think that she would use a hairbrush? Do you think
Annalinde would make us bend over the desk too?...because I tell you, I will
NOT bend over for a spanking again...I think that's what made it hurt so
much!" I'm sorry to ask so many questions Alexis, but since I have decided
that I will not do my punishment lines, I have been on edge hoping not to be
discovered.
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From: Kadorienne <kadorian@xxxxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Wed Sep 29, 1999 7:45pm
Subject: Veronica Remembers
  	
Veronica passed Malena in the hall and stopped her. "Hello, Malena. Do
you know if Alexis has finished her lines?"

Malena began to look worried. "I'll remind her, Miss Veronica. I'll make
sure she writes them!"

Veronica patted her shoulder. "You're one of Janet's roommates, aren't
you?" The younger brunette nodded. "Well, I hope the two of you are
becoming friends."

"I think we are.... Miss Veronica?"

"What is it?"

"I've tried and tried to make her, but... Emma won't write her lines. I
had other girls tell her how terrible your canings are and everything, I
tried to explain to her that it was for her own good. I think she just
doesn't believe that she'll really get punished!" Malena's face was
anxious.

"Settle down, honey. It was your blonde accomplices I made you
responsible for, remember? As a brunette it's your duty to give blondes
guidance. But I knew that Emma was trouble; I wouldn't have made you
responsible for a girl like her. I'm glad you tried to make her behave,
though. By the way, a while ago I saw you walking with Alexis, and she
was carrying her own books."

"I tried to carry them, but she wouldn't let me. She said she thought I
had been punished enough."

"Tell her I'll be the judge of that. And you just carry her books
regardless of what she says. Who's the brunette here, anyway?"

"Yes, Miss Veronica."

"Now just tell Emma I expect to see her in my room after the evening
study period, with her lines. Light a fire under Alexis while you're at
it. If I don't have those lines by the end of tomorrow, everyone's
getting paddled. It's amazing how many new girls think they don't have
to follow the rules, and at a school like this."

"Yes, Miss Veronica." Malena, a little less worried, went off to find
Emma and Alexis.
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From: <EmmaEilise@xxx.xxx>
Date: Wed Sep 29, 1999 4:23pm
Subject: Re: Veronica Remembers
  	
After the encounter with Malena, Emma was a bit less sure of herself, and a
lot more nervous. Malena had told her that Veronica wanted to see her after
study....and asked if Emma had finished the lines yet. Finished?....
Uh-oh.

Well, thought Emma, "I'll just have to let Veronica know that I feel that
writing lines for an incident that I was already punished does not really
seem fair to me. And if I am spanked again, well then surely it won't be as
painful when I am standing up. Also, by refusing the direction to write
lines... I think I have shown Veronica (and hopefully Annalinde too) that I
do not take orders well....

Hopefully they will take the hint and stop ordering me around...and just let
me be like my dear, sweet mummy at home.

Gracefully, Emma lifts an arm to Veronica's door and taps her long
fingernails against it. She waits to be allowed in.....
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From: <aaclinkinbeard@xxxxxxx.xxx>
Date: Thu Sep 30, 1999 0:33am
Subject: Ghosts in the Library...
  	
Lynette twirled the pen in her graceful fingers.
She had been in the library for hours now and
it was getting close to bedtime. As she was
packing away her papers she whistled softly
to herself only then noticing the cold chill that
hovered across the floor. Shivering, she
gathered her books and started walking back.
The cold seemed to seep into her shoes and
brush against her legs up to her thighs.

Lynette suddenly felt very uneasy and walked
a bit quicker down the stairs. When she turned
the corner of the building to head for her dorm
she was moving so fast she didn't notice the
delicate blond coming around the corner.
Lynette greeted Nicola with a shower of books
and papers in every direction! They both let out
cries in surprise and tumbled into the grass.
"Where did you come from!" Lynette exclaimed.
Nicola blinked cutely covered in Lynette's papers.

Lynette suddenly remembered her manners and
helped Nicola to her feet apologizing profusely.
" I am so sorry. I was in the library and..." Lynette
trailed off. No one would think much of a brunette
seeing ghosts in the library!

 	

From: <EmmaEilise@xxx.xxx>
Date: Mon Sep 27, 1999 3:52pm
Subject: Emma's diary....
  	
Dear Diary,

Today was the worst day of my life! As I am writing to you, I am laying on
my stomach on my bed because I just cannot sit upon my backside in it's
current condition. I lowered my underthings and looked into a glass
reflection...and it is just awful....my bottom is bright red!! And there are
even a few places where I am positively certain that I can see that nasty,
mean Veronica's handprints! As you have probably guessed, I have received my
first real spanking today....and it was just dreadful. I had to "assume the
correction position" as the witch put it and she even lifted my skirt
too...can you imagine?!

Well diary, I'll tell you...that is the very last time I willingly assume
THAT position.... If there ever is a next time...I will NOT bend over her
desk....I will stand proudly (and maybe even run). Also, the witch told
me I have to write 200 lines of something...I don't even know what I was
supposed to write I was so angry at her.... but one thing is for sure...I
will not be writing anything, except what I am writing now. Holiday
vacation can't come soon enough... my own mummy would never lay her hand on
me and make my little bottom sting so....

Painfully,
Emma
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From: <SKEEZICS29@xxx.xxx>
Date: Mon Sep 27, 1999 3:58pm
Subject: Re: Lonely
  	
"I'm Rebecca" then other girl replied. "I tried to find the party but was
unable to locate it. I'm so lonely."

"Let's go and see if there's a place we can sit and make a cup of tea, then"
smiled Thelma.

"OK Thelma."
Rebecca follows Thelma. Smiling because she found another friend.
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From: <aaclinkinbeard@h...>
Date: Tue Sep 28, 1999 7:21am
Subject: Goodmorning Jinjur..
  	
Lynette Klaire had tired of her breakfast and just pushed around
the eggs on her plate quietly thinking. The girls here were very
nice, but she hadn't had many interactions with them. She was
so lost in thought, when the spunky blond sat next to her she
didn't even notice.

"Oh, hi... where did you..." She stumbled over her words quite
startled. The blond leaned over and purred in her ear " You may
call me Jinjur." Lynette smiled and politely introduced herself,
then speaking so no one would hear them. Lynette asked
"So what is there to do around here?"
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From: janet dolan <janetd33@xxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Tue Sep 28, 1999 7:23am
Subject: Re: Morning inspection
  	
Janet was sitting on her bed contemplating her day. The day started well
enough, in Miss Veronica's room. She loved the attention and she felt the
affection Veronica had for her. The spanking over the knee was the first one
since her blonde mother declared her too big for that when she was 6 years
old, and the first one from a brunette. The spanking was not a severe one in
her book, considering she was used to bare bottom paddling by a strong
brunette like her aunt. She knew she would never want to disappoint
Veronica, even though she was not harsh on her. "How different it feels when
a spanking is really to teach you better", she thought, even though Veronica
had spanked her over some welts still left from her last punishment at home.
She remembered the day the envelope from the Governess office came to their
house. She got it first and opened it carefully. Inside she saw the
certificate, the cheque and the order for her mother to make sure she will
be in the education deprtment within 2 days. "I got it ma" she screamed
happily "look, I really one the scholarship". Janet was shocked to see her
mother was openly angry, but when she saw aunt Eudora's face she became
scared. "What? who is this the government to cheat me outofa 'pprentice?
Ah'll show you and the governess!!!" Janet felt her foul breath when she
grabbed her and pulled her towards the living room, grabbing a belt on the
way. "Janet, I told ya I'll whup ya if ya ever won that scholarship and I
will do that now". Her mother added some sentences about her thanklessness,
leaving her without help with her siblings. Her aunt pushed her over the
desk and in two movements raised her skirt and pulled her panties down to
her knees. She raised the belt and started to beat the 12 year old girl
fiercely. Janet did her best to take the spanking like a brunette, but the
injustice of it and the pain broke her down and soon she was crying and
finally screaming in pain. As usuall with her aunt, the punishment ended
with a few strokes over her thighs, after which her aunt threw the belt
aside and left the house angrily. Janet remained crying over the desk until
her mother came over, helped her raise her panties and told her to control
herself. Suddenly she hugged her and said: "Baby, even though it will be
mighty hard on me, ah'm so proud of ya. We have to be fast now". Janet
followed her to her room, where she helped her pack her suitcases. "Quickly
honey, I don't know what else she might have in mind, cm'on, you go to the
education department right now".
"I left the house like a thief, like I did something wrong..." thought
Janet, "I can't respect Eudora, but I do respect Miss Veronica and want to
be like her, and she didn't even raise my skirt...". Janet was sure that
this day will come when she will have some severe discipline from Veronica
or another prefect or mistress, but she will do her best to prevent it. She
wanted to really belong.
The school day went well. She loved math and science classes and was "a
natural" in both subjects. In grammer class she got some criticism from the
teacher for being too quiet, and was informed by Miss Prism that not
participating will get her a sore palm in the next lesson. History turned
out to be another weak point for her, as she has learned only Culverian
history, (from the confederate angle). She went during the afternoon to the
library to find a basic history book to study from, but could not find
something to her liking.
When she came out of the library, she was told by a blonde from her class
that Miss Joans was looking for her. Janet went to see her and showed her
the carved boat. She was delighted to follow Miss Joans to the workshop,
where she was allowed to finish the boat and add a rower figure made from
pieces of straw and cloth. She wrapeed the boat in tissue paper, and was
waiting for the appropriate moment to go to Veronica's room. She did not
want the girls to notice her going there with her gift, and to think she
wants to be "the prefect's pet". She well knew that her southern temper will
eventually get her into a fight if she was teased.
Finally, not a lot of girls in the dorm. She still had 20 minutes before
prep, and quickly she went to knock on Miss Veronica's door, forgetting to
check herself in the mirror, and not noticing that her tie knot was once
more crooked. "I hope she will like this little gift..."
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From: Elspeth Elsvetta <elsvetta@xxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Tue Sep 28, 1999 7:32am
Subject: From Annalinde
  	
Hello Every one,

First of all let me tell you that I am quite well now. I had a severe but
short-lived dose of poisoning due to eating something to which I have a bad
allergy. I felt awful for a time but now I am much better.

My darling bunnies who crept out that night - please do not worry that
your actions had any part in my illness. I assure you they did not. You were
very naughty, but I believe Veronica has dealt with the outstanding ones now
(I have not read everything yet).

The good thing sbout punishment is that once it is done we can forget all
about your little crimes, so please don't think that I do not love you all
as before. Of course I do.

After being ill, my aunt unexpectedly arrived at school and asked
permission to take me on a short trip to Southern Altalia, which is where I
am now. I hope I shall have a chance to write and tell you a little about my
adventures here.

I shall be back quite soon. In the meantime, love to all of you from

Annalinde
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From: Malena Franklin <malena43@xxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Tue Sep 28, 1999 3:23am
Subject: To Miss Annalinde
  	
Dear Miss Annalinde

So glad for Your letter! A big burden fell off my shoulders with Your words.
I been hardly spanked by Miss Veronica and deserved it. I been writing 400
lines for her......and it was awful..hurt so both spanking and writing so
hard work but worst was my worries for You Miss Annalinde and fear my prank
caused Your illness. I apologize and promise to do better Miss.So glad for
Your words that You dont hold anything against me after this...I am so glad
for that...
Hoping to see You soon...and that You will be fully recovered.

Yours friendly

Malena Franklin
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From: Elspeth Elsvetta <elsvetta@xxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Tue Sep 28, 1999 10:51am
Subject: Annalinde Confesses
  	
Dear Elspeth,

I am glad Veronica
has punished those girls for me. I should not have liked them to be left too
long. Causing them to worry was not part of the punishment I had in mind.

Poor Malena. She is really a good girl and always so genuinely remorseful
when she does something wrong, but she does seem to get herself into
trouble. Georgina seems a nice girl. Alexis - well, I like her but this is
her second offence in a very short time. I think she may need some watching.

As for Emma - well, I don't know. I have to say she is a very attractive
brunette, but I think she could be troublesome. I am sure none of the others
is reall a bad girl. Emma, I just can't be sure about. I shall tell you a
secret. But this really *is* a secret - I was rather looking forward to
punishing Emma. Does that sound naughty of me? Well, it is true. There is
something fascinating about punishing a brunette almost as old as oneself -
older than Veronica. She is so tall. She could hold me helpless with one
hand. It is rather delicious being able to punish her - knowing she must
accept whatever I choose to do with her.

Aren't I dreadful. Of course I should never abuse my authority. Still I
fancy I shall have some legitimate opportunity to punish that rather
fascinating brunette before *too* long.

I must go now, but soon I shall tell you about my adventuees here.

Annalinde
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From: thorny <krstrob@xxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Tue Sep 28, 1999 11:10am
Subject: Lonely
  	
Sabrina looks out her window wishing that she had some friends. She
see's Rebecca and Thelma walking along the path outside. Sabrina checks
herself in the mirror and makes sure that her uniform is in perfect
order. Then she runs out the door, but halts immediately remember that
a lady never tears around. She goes out of her dormitory and catches up
with the two girls.

"Hello ladies, if you don't remember I am Sabrina 14 year old brunette,
can I walk with the two of you?"

"Of course you can" says Rebecca.

"Oh yes we are going to have tea." replies Thelma

With that the three girls lock arms and continue on ward for there
search of tea and friendship in a lonely place.

sabrina McCloud
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From: Malena Franklin <malena43@xxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Tue Sep 28, 1999 5:16am
Subject: Re: Lonely
  	
Hi Sabrina

Saw you walking around alone.....dont be.....come to me and other girls in
our dorm and read homeworks together.....smiles....I have problems
sitting......but I can lay on my stomach chatting.....and we can talk about
teadance that might come......or what You want...

Malena Franklin
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From: janet dolan <janetd33@xxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Tue Sep 28, 1999 1:38pm
Subject: Re: Lonely
  	
Dear Malena

I am so sorry to see you so sad. I am sitting on my bed not far from yours
and my heart goes to you.
Please let me come over and have a little chat together. I am new here and
feel so lonely too. We can talk about school, other girls, or any other
thing you want to talk about,,,well, except Altalian history, unless you
want to help me with this heavy subject *w*.

Please be my friend

Janet Dolan
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From: Malena Franklin <malena43@xxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Tue Sep 28, 1999 8:17am
Subject: Re: to Janet
  	
Dear Janet

Thanks for Your letter.I was feeling sorry for Sabrina that felt lonely but
touched for Your concern maybe we can chat all three
You I and Sabrina.......
Loves Your friendly concern so.......kind....
Malena
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From: Nicola - 3rd Year Avendale <skoolgirl@xxxxxx.xxxxxxxxx.xx.xxx>
Date: Tue Sep 28, 1999 3:34pm
Subject: lost bewildered and somewhat infactuated
  	
Nicola was slowly settling into school life although she had yet to make any real freinds of her own age she at least no longer was torn by the anguish of homesickness well at least not most of the time. Slowly she was bgining to find her way through the maze of corridors. Lessons where complex and she wished she had paid more attention in her previous school. As she wandered up the main staircase towards her dorm after tea Nicola was thinking how she would miss Miss Annalinde who had shown her kindness and understanding when bounding down the stairs towards her came a vision which made her heart leap a brunette the image of Carina Grant the movie star and thus her quest began. ............
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From: Nicola - 3rd Year Avendale <skoolgirl@s...>
Date: Tue Sep 28, 1999 3:38pm
Subject: image of perfection
  	
Nicola sort out Carrie Brinks and asked her who the brunette was her name sure in the knowledge that Carrie would know and sure enough came the reply she sort her name was Lynette Klaire and she was seventeen.

Nicola knew she just would have to meet her........
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From: Tanya <Tanya@c...>
Date: Tue Sep 28, 1999 5:29pm
Subject: Georgina's Diary
  	
From Tanya@c...



Dearest Diary,


I'm so glad last weekend is over. In the end, Miss Serelique decided that it would be best to cancel the gramophone party due to "the wilfully disbedient behaviour of certain young ladies". I wonder just who she could ne talking about !! I really do though feel very ashamed of my own behaviour and must seek to redeem myself in some way, especially in the eyes of Miss Veronica. The one thing I really hope is my mummies don't get to hear about my involvement in the "sneak-out" as if they did, I could almost certainly expect a secondary round of punishment when next I return chez de la Falaise.
Speaking of happier things, I had my first choir practice today with Miss Darnelle. She is extremely strict and pushes us really hard but she certainly knows how to get the best out of us girls. I must say that towards the end of the hour, we were making quite an impressive ensemble noise. It also gave me a chance to spend some time with Elena who, incidently, has the most divine and exquisite singing voice. She could quite easily become an extremely brilliant soloist in my humble opinion.
Anyway, must close now as it's lights out in a few minutes. I've decided that I perhaps won't try and sneak out tonight !!

Georgina de la Falaise
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From: Thelma Roberts <greenwellies@h...>
Date: Tue Sep 28, 1999 6:28pm
Subject: Lonely
  	
Thelma and Rebecca linked arms with Sabrina, their new 14 year old brunette
friend, and the three of them wandered past the Library into an alcove of
the dining room. There, they plugged in a large chrome electric kettle, the
first they had actually seen, and busied themselves locating tea, cups,
saucers, sugar and milk. Once the water was boiling in the kettle, Rebecca
poured it over the Orange Pekoe leaves at the bottom of a brown crockery
teapot.

They waited for it to steep, making small talk about their new school, when
suddenly a sturdy but pretty brunette, aged at least 16, appeared.

"What on earth are you girls doing? And one of you a brunette!" she
exclaimed.

"Er, who are you?" Thelma stammered.

"Cynthia Annabelle Terwillinger, if it's any of your beeswax. Now I suggest
instead of sitting around having a spot of tea on a school night, you all
get back to your rooms and get some sleep. There's a full day of classes
tomorrow and you'll need to be alert."

Sabrina, showing the spunk that most brunettes have as a character trait,
said "Are we not allowed even a cup of tea so we can get to know each other?
We're all so lonely!"

With that, Cynthia pulled herself erect and smiled. "I've been looking for
a girl to mentor, one who will gladly do my bidding -- including write any
lines I may have imposed on me. What's your name?"

"Sabrina, Miss Terwillinger. Sabrina."

"I'll keep you in mind for the position as my protege. Just remember, the
hours will be long and the work will be hard. I pride myself on being able
to make any girl obey me."

With this, the three lonely new students headed off to their rooms, while
Cynthia settled back to enjoy a piping hot cup of tea.
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From: <EmmaEilise@a...>
Date: Tue Sep 28, 1999 4:29pm
Subject: Emma's defiance
  	
While on her way to her room for the evening, Emma saw her new friend Malena
across the way and decided to catch up and say a quick goodnight. "Hello
Malena!" she yelled. "Ssshhh!" Malena warned, "some girls are starting to
begin their nightly rituals in preparation for their slumber.....it is quiet
time now, remember?" "Oh" shrugged Emma, "I forgot. There are just so
many rules to remember here! I really love it here and all, and I already
have some new friends.....but honestly, the prefects and mistresses can't
possibly expect me to remember everything all at once. And besides, the
rules are just in place to guide us Malena, I'm sure of that. I don't plan
on obeying every single rule, every single time...... how dreadfully boring
that would be!"

Malena was truly shocked. The idea of NOT obeying, or at least not trying
very hard to obey the rules was a new concept to her.... a concept that she
did not approve of at all. She wanted to be friends with Emma, and hoped
they could be....but she would be following the rules as best she could, or
at least trying very hard to!

Emma continued on, "For example, Malena....you were told to write 400 lines!!
Do you know how long that would take you?! And I was told to write 200.....
but I will not do it. Really, I don't see the point of writing lines after I
have already been punished. And that's another thing.... I know this is
embarassing for you, so please pardon me for asking this blunt question, but
did you have to bend over the desk to receive your punishment? Well, let me
tell you....I DID, and I am absolutely sure that made the spanking hurt all
the more. If, and I do mean IF...I am ever spanked again (although I do not
plan on it)... I will NOT bend over the desk. I will just tell Annaline, or
Veronica or whoever that I will stand (and be treated like a woman), not bend
over!!"

Emma realized that the more she babbled on, the larger Malena's eyes grew in
apparent disbelief, and so she decided to end the conversation and get off to
bed before the lights out signal. "Well, I'll stop babbling your ear off
for now Malena...I just wanted to say good night! Thank you for being my
friend! Maybe we can get together tomorrow afternoon for tea? Goodbye!"

And with that, Emma was gracefully strolling back to her room to get ready
for bed and write a quick note to her diary.
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From: Kadorienne <kadorian@b...>
Date: Tue Sep 28, 1999 10:34pm
Subject: Veronica's Secret Admirer
  	
Veronica accepted Janet's handiwork with delight and placed the little
boat on her desk where it could easily be seen. She hugged the younger
girl and thanked her and made her straighten her tie. Perhaps she should
have spanked the girl for letting her tie get crooked, but truth to
tell, Veronica was a little preoccupied. She asked Janet if there were
anything she needed help with.

"Altalian history," Janet said promptly.

Veronica laughed. "I've always had to swot on that subject too. Just
read your textbook over and over; that's all you can do. You know what
they say here: 'Swotting or swatting.' So, Miss Joans is going to let
you whittle in her class?"

"Yes, Miss Veronica. She seemed awful nice. A little fancy, though."

"Yes, she likes to be dramatic. Make sure you listen attentively to her,
because she, well, has a bit of a temper. She takes her subject very
seriously, and if you seem to disrespect art she'll get angry."

"I'll try to listen good, Miss Veronica."

"Good. Do you have any particular problems right now, Janet?"

"No, Miss Veronica."

"Then there's something I need you to do for me."

"What is it, Miss Veronica?" Janet asked, eager to serve her mentor.

"There's a thirteen-year-old blonde named Charlene. I need you to find
her and tell her I want to see her."

"Right away, Miss Veronica." Janet moved toward the door. Veronica
stopped the girl for a last quick hug, touched at the smile that spread
over her fellow Confederette's face at the affection. She smiled as
Janet left her room.

Then her face became serious again, and she sighed. Seating herself
behind her desk, she opened the drawer, took out the letter on pink
stationery she had received earlier and reread it.

"Dear Miss Veronica,

"I have yearned for you from afar. Paddle me until I swoon; I
will bear it
gladly for a sign of your favor. Kiss my forehead and I will never
wash my face
again.Tell me that my love is not in vain, or I shall die!

"All the love in the world,

"Charlene"


Veronica shook her head. These crushes were really getting out of hand.
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From: <MissJoans@b...>
Date: Tue Sep 28, 1999 10:20pm
Subject: Miss Joans to Janet
  	
Janet,

My darling, what excellent native talent you have! Such clever little whittlings.
I have never had a pupil whittle before, but you have clearly demonstrated that
whittling is one of the Lesser Arts. I will keep your knife locked in my cupboard
and you may use it in the studio, under my supervision. But you are not to let
any other girl hold it, do you understand? Such a tool can be very dangerous.

But my darling, you must not waste yourself on whittling! Oh, keep at it by all
means, but you could perhaps turn your talent to a more serious Art form.
Sculpture, perhaps. You are to begin making clay models in my class. If you
progress at that, you will learn to chisel statues out of stone. Stop protesting,
child, I am not going to take your blocks of wood away from you. Do you not wish
to discover if your talent is fit for a nobler form of Art? Of course you do.
Tomorrow you will spend the first part of Art class whittling -- oh, very well,
you fussy child, *carving* -- and the second part modelling with clay. You will
not be good at clay modelling at first, darling. But with practice, you may do
great things in clay.

It is important to learn these things, darling. Jinjur Quinbury, that impertinent
child, could be as Artist of merit one day, but she prefers to run around after
brunettes than serve her Art. She is lazy and thoughtless. I hope you will not
prove to be the same.

Yours in Art,

Miss Elizabeth Joans
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From: Malena Franklin <malena43@h...>
Date: Tue Sep 28, 1999 6:33pm
Subject: Re: Emma's defiance
  	
Dear diary

Still having so tender and sore bottom....so hard sitting still and reminds
me all time of my spanking and wrongdoing. I just talked to Emma and she
will not write her lines!!!!!! Gosh after being spanked as I was I never do
anything disobedient for long time....but she will probably be in trouble
soon. I dont think Miss veronica will accept more then 2 days deliverytime
for this lines. I saw Georgina
give her lines a couple of hours ago and I think Alexis writing hers..but
Emma !!!!!!??? i dont know how she dares.
And she asked me if I was spanked bending over desk ....yes I was and she
was too and she says next time she will stand....but I doubt that so hard
Miss veronica spanked me with that hairbrush noone can stand taking it..
Although I like Emma very much she is a nice but a bit disobedient
I tried to tell her she shouldnt be so...and I told her she better write her
lines or she would get in much more trouble with Miss Veronica.......I
rememeberd Miss Veronicas words that i was responsible for this girls
behaviour during week....and swallow i would be spanked if they
misbehaved...so i really tried to persuade
Emma to deliver her lines..i can only hope and pray she does......I really
dont want to be spanked again by Miss Veronica

Malena
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From: janet dolan <janetd33@xxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Wed Sep 29, 1999 5:37am
Subject: Re: Emma's defiance
  	
Janet ran like a hare towards the blondes dormitory. Just as she was about
to enter she remembered she was not allowed into the building proper. She
looked and was happy to see Alexis, the blonde she saw waiting outside
Veronica's room after the ungappy sneak out. She called her, and Alexis came
over smiling.

"Hi, I am Janet, and Miss Veronica sent me t'fetch a girl called charlene to
see her, could you please help me find her?" Alexis answered she will, and
invited Janet to sit down by the door. Janet sat looking around, and wished
she had thought of bringing her history book. Two blondes hurrying in looked
at her and she noticed a slightly older brunette standing by the door.

"Bye Sabrina" They said, "We are sorry you got into trouble because of us"
"It's not a problem" replied the brunette by the door. "Hello" she said
looking at Janet, "Are you walking back to the dorm? I'd lobe some company"
"I'd love it too" replied Janet "but please wait a few more minutes until
they find Charlene her". They started talking after wishing Rebecca and
Thelma good night, and Sabrina told Janet about their encounter with Cynthia
Terwillinger. Janet listened and finally said: " Sabrina, I am younger than
you, and new here, but believe me I know bullies when I see them, and what
you found is a prize specimen. Now, there is only one good way to fght a
bully, you got to talk to Miss Veronica".
"Oh no, she will spank me for going out". Janet looked amazed. "First
av'all" she said going back to her southern accent "I don't believe she will
do so 'cause she is a rightous girl and does not punish hrashly for things
which are not very naughty. And secondly, do u prefer becoming that
Terwillinger's slave just to avoid a slap bottom you deserve?"
At that moment Alexis came down with Charlene. The two brunettes, took their
leaves from their friends and went to the dorm with Charlene, who was trying
to find out from Janet how Veronica looked and sounded when she told her to
fetch her. Janet replied she looked just normal, trying to avoid gosiping
about her "big sister" as she called her in her mind.

They deposited Charlene by Veronica's door and went into their room. Janet
avoided Cynthia's Terwillinger gaze as she entered the room and went to her
bed and History book. Her Math and science work was done hours ago, and she
was happy to start swotting over her history.
Sudenly she saw Malena's sad face and decided history could wait a few more
minutes.
She went over to Malena's bed and sat beside her.
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From: janet dolan <janetd33@xxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Wed Sep 29, 1999 7:47am
Subject: Malena and Janet
  	
Janet sat down by Malena and asked shyly "Do you mind?" Malena looked up and
smiled "no, not at all".

Janet looked at the sad older girl and asked: "Are you sad because you were
spanked or because you feel you failed?" Malena looked at her wonderingly
"Failed? well, yes in a way, and I feel bad about getting the others in
trouble"
"But Miss Veronica has forgiven you now that she has punished you, didn't
she?" "Yes" replied Malena "But she still holds me responsible to the other
girls and she will spank me again if anyone of them is involved in any
mischief". Janet nodded and Malena told her about Emma's refusal to hand in
her lines, "What can I do?".
Janet sat deep in thought, finally saying "Well, you gotta put the fear of
Dea in her as they say where I come from... Why not get some girls to tell
her how Miss Veronica canes girls who do not obey her? She is so frightened
of spankings that she might believe it and do the lines outta fear"
Malena thought and said "Yes, you may be right Janet, you are bright"
Janet blushed and mumbled her thanks, happy to see Malena smile.

But then she whispered in Malena's ear "Let me tell you one more thing... I
grew up with a hunteress aunt, and I know that when you went to go somewhere
quietly, you do not walk on gravel like y'all girls did, you walk on the
grass"
Malena blushed and said "Well, if I ever think of of doing that again, which
I don't believe I will, I'll remember this hunting hint"
The girls laughed and Janet went back to her bed to dive in the depths of
Altelian history.
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From: Kadorienne <kadorian@xxxxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Wed Sep 29, 1999 11:27am
Subject: Veronica's Secret Admirer, Part II
  	
Veronica opened the door to a young blonde still in knee socks who was
trembling, her eyes wide as saucers and her face white as a sheet.
Veronica put on a serious face. "Hello, Charlene."

Charlene's pretty face fell. "Hello, Miss Veronica," she said, almost
inaudibly.

Veronica gestured for the blonde to sit down, then held up the pink
envelope. "You wrote this?" Charlene nodded mutely. Veronica handed it
to her. "I think you better hold on to it. Now, listen, Charlene. This
is very flattering, but I have to tell you that what you're feelin' for
me is not love."

Charlene's big blue eyes welled up with tears. "Oh, but it is, Miss
Veronica, I swear to you it is...."

Veronica held up a hand. "Let me say my piece. You've heard all the
blondes swooning and squealing over Elvira Presley and Kiki lia
Caerilinde, right? You don't think all those girls are seriously in love
with those two singers, do you? Love -- true love -- is a message from
Dea that two pettes belong together. What you've got for me is a crush,
which is very sweet of you, but it's not love. You're at the age where
you're just starting to notice brunettes, these feelings are new to you,
and you don't really understand them yet. It's not at all unusual for
young girls to get crushes on older girls, especially prefects. I don't
want to sound conceited, but several of the younger blondes here have
crushes on me. I can't very well go with all of them, can I?"

At this point Veronica had to stop, because Charlene was weeping
stormily. Veronica handed her a clean handkerchief. How on earth did
this happen? Ever since she became prefect, half the blonde bunnies
always decided they were in love with her. And a blonde who could become
enamoured so easily was not exactly the sort who would interest
Veronica. Annalinde, pretty and authoritative as she was, didn't seem to
have this trouble. Or maybe it was just more appropriate to have
brunette bunnies chasing a blonde prefect than the reverse. Charlene was
the second blonde to become sufficiently infatuated to throw aside
proper blonde modesty and approach her instead of waiting decorously to
be approached, as a blonde should.

Charlene wiped her eyes and caught her breath enough to speak. "Oh,
p-please, Miss Veronica, couldn't you give me a chance...."

"Charlene, I'm sorry, but it's just plain impossible...."

Charlene fixed her with enormous sky-colored eyes. "Are you in love with
someone else?"

In all her musings about the fair Elspeth, through all her attacks of
awkwardness when that demure blonde was present, Veronica had never
quite dared to use that word, even in the secret chambers of her own
mind. Hearing the word transfixed her like a bolt of lightning. Her gaze
moved past the weeping blonde before her and focused on an image in her
thoughts, of flaxen hair and grey eyes and delicate features. Veronica's
lips parted slightly, her eyes softened, and a gentle flush suffused her
face.

Young and naive as Charlene was, she knew well enough what that look
meant. Learning so decisively that she had no chance with the dashing
prefect made her own puppy-love passions shrivel inside her, leaving
only a feeling of sadness and humiliation at having been so forward.

She wiped her eyes again and stood up. The movement seemed to jolt
Veronica into remembering the blonde's presence. Charlene summoned what
dignity she could. "I suppose you're right, Miss Veronica. I'm sorry to
have acted so silly. I hope that we can forget it."

Still half-dazed, Veronica said, "Of course we can, honey. Are you all
right now?"

"Fine, thanks." Before Veronica could speak again, Charlene was out of
the room. She felt very tired and empty, and years older than when she
had entered it. A few days later, she would be transferring the stormy
infatuation she had felt for Veronica to a certain brunette movie
actress. But for the time Charlene was desolate indeed, and was only
glad she had had the sense to declare herself privately, not in front of
the whole school as Katie Webster had done before being taken ill.

Charlene was leaving her infatuation behind. Veronica, left alone in her
study, was just discovering hers.
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From: <EmmaEilise@xxx.xxx>
Date: Wed Sep 29, 1999 0:22pm
Subject: Re: Re: Emma's defiance
  	
Sitting propped up on her bed, Emma restlessly twirled a lock of shiny hair
around a long, slender finger. She was pondering whether or not to start
writing the punishment lines afterall. Although she had told Malena that she
would not...she couldn't help but wonder about her decision after hearing
some of the other girls warn that she may earn a caning for deliberately
disobeying. Emma didn't think that either Veronica or Annalinde would use a
cane on her...they were just too nice; not that she had any idea what a cane
felt like anyways, having just received her very first hand spanking almost
two days ago.

Speaking of spankings...looking back on it, really, it wasn't that bad at
all. Sure, it hurt a lot while Veronica was smacking her, and for a bit
afterwards too; but then the pain and throbbing went away. By the next
morning, Emma was feeling no ill effects of the punishment whatsoever. And
Emma was thoroughly convinced that the reason her bottom stung so badly while
she was being spanked is because of the position Veronica forced her to be
in.... surely if she was standing upright the pain wouldn't be nearly as bad
(and she'd have more of a chance of avoiding a direct hit from Veronica or
Annalinde's hand).

Well, her mind was made up...... she was not going to do the required lines
afterall. It had been almost 2 days since the initial punishment anyways,
and Emma was beginning to think that Veronica forgot all about assigning
them! And she hadn't heard from Annalinde either, so Emma assumed that she
didn't even know Emma had been punished in the first place.

Having decided, Emma let the single lock of hair she was twirling finally
fall, and got up to see if she could find her friends....
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From: Tanya <Tanya@xxxxxxxxxxxxxxx.xxxxxxxxx.xx.xxx>
Date: Wed Sep 29, 1999 4:29pm
Subject: Note to Malena from Georgina
  	
From Tanya@c...




Dearest Malena,

It was so kind of you to offer to carry my books today but I really feel there was absolutely no need for you to do so. I understand fully that Miss Veronica asked you to do so as part of your ponishment for our disobedience last Friday, but I really feel you've been punished quite enough already !!
For my part, I will be trying extra jolly hard this week to stay out of trouble so as not to risk you receiving extra punishment on my behalf. I'm sure Alexis will do the same. Emma, I'm not so sure about. She seems to be so resentful of any form of discipline and authority which, after all, is only in place for our own good so that we may become well-behaved and well-mannered young ladies. We'll really have to try and explain to her that any punishment she receives from the prefects or Mistresses is in the long term for her own benefit. I suppose one of the reasons she is a little stubborn is because she is simply not used to the same sort of discipline as we are. Having said all that, there really is something about her I really like but at the same time I can't quite put my finger on what it is. Perhaps it's that sense of danger she exudes. Do you think I'm being silly?
Malena, I hope you're beginning to recover a little from the last few days as I know it's been so very hard for you in particular. It was such a pity Miss Serelique decided to cancel the gramophone party but perhaps it was for the best as I don't think any of us would really been in the mood for singing and dancing last Sunday ! Perhaps we will be allowed to have it some other time.
Anyway Malena, I'll leave you now as I must dash for netball practice. Hope to see you later for a chat.

Your friend as ever with lots of hugs
Georgina
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From: <Kitten1776@xxx.xxx>
Date: Wed Sep 29, 1999 1:09pm
Subject: Alexis and Emma
  	
Alexis was sitting under her favorite tree reading a romance novel, when she
saw Emma. Alexis called her over.

"Hello, Alexis" Emma said as she sat down next to the blonde.

"Are you still sore from our little 'visit' with Miss Veronica?", Alexis
asked.

"No, not really. You?"

"A bit. She really knows how to use that hairbrush!", Alexis said.

"Hairbrush! Oh my!", Emma exclaimed. "Are you going to write all those
rotten little lines for her?"

"Well, I haven't started them yet..." Alexis mused, "And she hasn't said
anything about it since, so I'm hoping she forgot about it, because I really
don't feel like doing them. It's such a waste of time! I figure I'll see
how long I can get away without doing them."

"Well, I have no intentions of doing them at all!" Emma said with an edge to
her voice.

"Really? Hmmm..." Alexis looked at the beautiful brunette.
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From: <EmmaEilise@xxx.xxx>
Date: Wed Sep 29, 1999 1:56pm
Subject: Emma has questions....
  	
Emma had forgotten that Veronica had mentioned on that dreadful day that the
other girls would be getting the hairbrush....because it was her first
spanking, the prefect had opted to use her hand on Emma instead. Turning to
Alexis, Emma asked... "Alexis, do you think that the hairbrush hurts a lot
more than Veronica's hand did? Have you ever been spanked by Veronica with
her hand?" Emma continued on..."Do you think that Annalinde would spank as
hard as Veronica? Do you think that she would use a hairbrush? Do you think
Annalinde would make us bend over the desk too?...because I tell you, I will
NOT bend over for a spanking again...I think that's what made it hurt so
much!" I'm sorry to ask so many questions Alexis, but since I have decided
that I will not do my punishment lines, I have been on edge hoping not to be
discovered.
418
	

From: Kadorienne <kadorian@xxxxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Wed Sep 29, 1999 7:45pm
Subject: Veronica Remembers
  	
Veronica passed Malena in the hall and stopped her. "Hello, Malena. Do
you know if Alexis has finished her lines?"

Malena began to look worried. "I'll remind her, Miss Veronica. I'll make
sure she writes them!"

Veronica patted her shoulder. "You're one of Janet's roommates, aren't
you?" The younger brunette nodded. "Well, I hope the two of you are
becoming friends."

"I think we are.... Miss Veronica?"

"What is it?"

"I've tried and tried to make her, but... Emma won't write her lines. I
had other girls tell her how terrible your canings are and everything, I
tried to explain to her that it was for her own good. I think she just
doesn't believe that she'll really get punished!" Malena's face was
anxious.

"Settle down, honey. It was your blonde accomplices I made you
responsible for, remember? As a brunette it's your duty to give blondes
guidance. But I knew that Emma was trouble; I wouldn't have made you
responsible for a girl like her. I'm glad you tried to make her behave,
though. By the way, a while ago I saw you walking with Alexis, and she
was carrying her own books."

"I tried to carry them, but she wouldn't let me. She said she thought I
had been punished enough."

"Tell her I'll be the judge of that. And you just carry her books
regardless of what she says. Who's the brunette here, anyway?"

"Yes, Miss Veronica."

"Now just tell Emma I expect to see her in my room after the evening
study period, with her lines. Light a fire under Alexis while you're at
it. If I don't have those lines by the end of tomorrow, everyone's
getting paddled. It's amazing how many new girls think they don't have
to follow the rules, and at a school like this."

"Yes, Miss Veronica." Malena, a little less worried, went off to find
Emma and Alexis.
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From: <EmmaEilise@xxx.xxx>
Date: Wed Sep 29, 1999 4:23pm
Subject: Re: Veronica Remembers
  	
After the encounter with Malena, Emma was a bit less sure of herself, and a
lot more nervous. Malena had told her that Veronica wanted to see her after
study....and asked if Emma had finished the lines yet. Finished?....
Uh-oh.

Well, thought Emma, "I'll just have to let Veronica know that I feel that
writing lines for an incident that I was already punished does not really
seem fair to me. And if I am spanked again, well then surely it won't be as
painful when I am standing up. Also, by refusing the direction to write
lines... I think I have shown Veronica (and hopefully Annalinde too) that I
do not take orders well....

Hopefully they will take the hint and stop ordering me around...and just let
me be like my dear, sweet mummy at home.

Gracefully, Emma lifts an arm to Veronica's door and taps her long
fingernails against it. She waits to be allowed in.....
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From: <aaclinkinbeard@xxxxxxx.xxx>
Date: Thu Sep 30, 1999 0:33am
Subject: Ghosts in the Library...
  	
Lynette twirled the pen in her graceful fingers.
She had been in the library for hours now and
it was getting close to bedtime. As she was
packing away her papers she whistled softly
to herself only then noticing the cold chill that
hovered across the floor. Shivering, she
gathered her books and started walking back.
The cold seemed to seep into her shoes and
brush against her legs up to her thighs.

Lynette suddenly felt very uneasy and walked
a bit quicker down the stairs. When she turned
the corner of the building to head for her dorm
she was moving so fast she didn't notice the
delicate blond coming around the corner.
Lynette greeted Nicola with a shower of books
and papers in every direction! They both let out
cries in surprise and tumbled into the grass.
"Where did you come from!" Lynette exclaimed.
Nicola blinked cutely covered in Lynette's papers.

Lynette suddenly remembered her manners and
helped Nicola to her feet apologizing profusely.
" I am so sorry. I was in the library and..." Lynette
trailed off. No one would think much of a brunette
seeing ghosts in the library!
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From: Nicola - 3rd Year Avendale <skoolgirl@s...>
Date: Fri Oct 1, 1999 11:53am
Subject: Observations and "accidents"
  	
Nicola had laid awake most of the previous night, half listening to the contented breathing of her room mates, however unlike previous nights she was not racked with the pangs of homesickness, last night she thought only of Lynette. The day so far had been half remembered vague and surreal, Nicola never very bright with languages could never grasp why in French a chair was blonde and a table brunette , or was it the other way?. Free-time after tea had offered her the opportunity and careful she sort the object of her affection, to see Lynette. When it had happened, skulking across the quadrangle she turned the corner and woosh she fell crumpled in a heap besides Lynette. Dumb stuck Nicola could say nothing but smile coyly aware as her checks reddened as Lynette helped her to her feet, oh she even spoke, oh so sweetly so concerned so polite, the laddered stocking and grazed leg ignored by Nicola as she tried to avoid the eye of the devine brunette, embaressed Nicola could only fumble a reply and aware of her flushed checks ran away quickly. As Nicola sat on her bed in the dorm carerefuly removing the laddered stocking to bath her grazed leg Nicola scolded herself for being so foolish in running away like that, a golden opportunity squandered by her own silly actions.
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From: <jinjur@xxxxxxxxx.xxx>
Date: Fri Oct 1, 1999 2:56pm
Subject: Jinjur meets Cynthia
  	
Jinjur and Carrie were clasped in a close embrace, kissing passionately.
Jinjur's arms were around Carrie's neck, her fingers in Carrie's brown hair.
Carrie's arms were wrapped around Jinjur's waist, and the girls' mouths were
locked together. While such passionate kissing would have gotten them in trouble
had they been caught, just the same they were doing nothing exactly wrong.
To put it plainly, Carrie, despite a wealth of temptation, was following
Veronica's advice to behave like a gentilmaid, and was determined to continue
doing so.

It was this that made her suddenly break away from Jinjur and retreat several
feet. Jinjur, dazed from the embrace, at once took a step toward the brunette.
"Oh, Carrie," she murmured, holding her arms out to the girl.

"Don't! Jinjur, I'm sorry, but we mustn't."

Jinjur stopped, uncomprehending. "Why not?" she asked, her tone full of
disappointment. Both girls stood still, several feet apart, their breath coming
fast and short, gazing at each other hungrily.

"Because… oh, Jinjur, don't be offended, but -- you're so alluring -- if we keep on like this, I won't be able to help… trying to take a liberty."

Jinjur stared.

"Oh, please don't be angry. You know I respect you too much to ever do such a
thing. But -- you don't know the effect a girl like you has on a brunette. It's
best we stop for now."

Jinjur's face was hot. She looked at the ground. The fact was that at that
moment, what she wanted most was to be back in Carrie's arms, and she had been
rather hoping that Carrie would take a liberty or two. But she was trying to
convince everyone, Carrie especially, that she was a good and innocent blonde,
so she could not possibly tell Carrie that she didn't mind a few liberties. If
Carrie had just taken a few without talking about it, Jinjur would have had the
excuse of being swept off her feet.

All of her redheaded passions were making the blood beat in her temples, but
Jinjur had no choice. "All right," she said at last. "Perhaps I'd better go
back to the dormitory." With that, she turned and left, feeling irritated at
all the desires that had been roused in herself which now would have no more
outlet.

When she turned a corner, however, Jinjur saw something that interested her
very much. Two brunettes approached each other, glancing around furtively.
Jinjur quickly ducked behind a bush. When she peeked again, she identified
them. One was Melisande, the math swot. The other was Cynthia Terwillinger, a
brunette in whom Jinjur had been taking an interest from afar for some time.
Melisande was handing some papers to Cynthia, who took them quickly. Then both
girls left, walking in separate directions, looking very casual.

As luck would have it, Cynthia was heading in Jinjur's direction, so when she
was only a foot or two away, Jinjur stepped out from behind the bush, smiling
at the brunette knowingly. "Cynthia! I don't suppose that's your mathematics
homework there."

Cynthia scowled and put her hands on her hips, her standard intimidation pose.
"What are you doing, spying on people like that?"

"What are you doing, taking mysterious papers from mathematical geniuses?"

"If you know what's good for you, Jinjur, you'll forget you saw that."

Jinjur put a "considering" look on her face. "Oh, I might forget it. But you
know that cheating is wrong. I don't think my conscience could allow me to
forget it completely."

"It'll allow you to - or else!"

"Or else what?" Jinjur paused, pleased to see that Cynthia was at a loss once
her bluff was called. "Tell you what, Cynthia. You just let me spank you for
this little incident, and I won't feel any need to have Veronica or Miss
Maitland cane you for it."

Jinjur, it should be noted, was as fond of spanking girls as she was of being
spanked. In the past she had not infrequently caught another girl in some
misdeed and offered such a bargain. The girls were happy enough to take it;
a hand spanking from a young blonde was far easier than a paddling or caning
from a brunette prefect or a grown-up mistress, and Jinjur was too canny to
make the offer to any goody-goodies who might turn themselves in from guilt,
like that little Elena. But she had not had a chance to spank anyone yet this
year.

"Suppose I tell Miss Maitland what you just suggested?" Cynthia challenged.

"Then I'll tell her what you and Melisande have been up to, and I'll get
paddled and you'll get caned," Jinjur answered cheerfully. Enjoying being
punished certainly had its benefits. "So what's it going to be, Cynthia? The
cane from Maitland, or the hand from me?"

Cynthia scowled as she considered.
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From: Kadorienne <kadorian@xxxxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Fri Oct 1, 1999 3:36pm
Subject: Veronica to Janet
  	
Dear Janet,

There's no need to apologize for crying. It isn't as if you didn't have reason.
Try not to fret too much over letting me treat you from time to time. You said you
feel like I'm your big sister, so let me give you a few treats, like a big sister
would. You know, I'm an only child, and it's kind of fun to have a little sister.

You asked about the hot water bottles. Janet, I'm already tipping the maid to heat
mine, so I just told her I expected yours to be hot too. It isn't costing me any
more to get yours heated too. Well, I did give her an extra penny the first time I
told her, and I'll do so from time to time again, but I always did give her an
extra penny now and then, so it really isn't costing me anything extra. Well, not
much. Anyway, I couldn't let a fellow Confederette freeze to death in this frigid
climate!

Running is not against the rules, Janet, except inside buildings, and of course in
crowds. Cynthia was just trying to hornswoggle you. So you want me to spank you
for your crooked tie? Do you mind waiting till next week? My arm's about to fall
off, it's so tired from spanking bad girls. To be serious now, I told you that
your first couple of weeks, I'd just correct your uniform, without punishing you.
I figure new girls need a little time to learn. Which reminds me, on Saturday
before we go into Avenbridge, come to my room. I'm going to watch you practice
tying your tie. You're going to tie it ten times for me. After that, I think
you'll have the hang of it! And never fear, in another week I'll be as strict with
you over your uniform as I am with any girl. I'm not giving you any consideration
I wouldn't give any bunny as far as discipline goes.

I'm mighty obliged to you for wanting to help me with Cynthia, but you let me
worry about her. I've got plans for her, make no mistake. But to be really
effective, I have to wait for the right moment. Just calling her to my study and
paddling her like I do every other girl won't have quite the effect I want. I have
to discredit her. But I'll arrange that by and by.

Don't forget that on Saturday nights, the entire school gets to go to the cinema!
I hear that this week's movie is "The Mark of Zorra." It stars that dashing
brunette, Tyronia Power. "Zorra" is Spanish for fox.

Your "big sister",

Veronica Bellemont
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From: Ulalua Melenelia <openchar@xxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Fri Oct 1, 1999 4:37pm
Subject: Bully's Gambit
  	
Bully’s Gambit

A sullen Cynthia Terwillinger trudged toward Veronica Bellemont’s study,
fourth and final edition of her apology letter to Miss Poindexter clutched
in her hand. She had tried, unsuccessfully, to foist the letter off on
another, smaller pupil, but had not been quite successful in eluding
observation. La Bellemont seemed to have antennae everywhere, and Cynthia
was shrewd enough to realise she could not pull such a caper off undetected.
And detection would most certainly mean another uncomfortable interview
with Miss Veronica.

Cynthia was beginning to thnk all Culverians and other foreigners were
obstinate, thick-witted, insensitive and uncooperative. Why, just the other
day, a mere blonde had talked back to her (and a very junior blonde, at
that!), and that gutter-snipe, Janet Dolan had refused to write Cynthia’s
lines for her and had even kicked her! Cynthia decided she would have to
think of something really delicious to pin on Little Miss Janet for that
stunt. She would learn, as would they all, that a pette just didn’t mess
with Cynthia Annabelle Terwillinger!

The letter read as follows:

“Dear Miss Poindexter,

I am writing to apologise for observing you in the garden without your
consent or knowledge. It was a dishonourable and cowardly thing to do, and
I am sorry for it. I am asking you to chastise me, for my own moral
well-being, and I request that the punishment be of your choosing and that
it be severe.

“I promise that I will never again observe you or anyone else from
concealment.

“Sincerely,

“Cynthia Annabelle Terwillinger, brunette”

Cynthia had then written another, smaller note on a piece of foolscap, to be
cleverly inserted into the letter of apology so that only Miss Poindexter
would discover it. She would have to be very fast to be able to accomplish
such a slight of hand, but then, Cynthia was very accomplished at such
things.

The other note read:

“Dear Miss Poindexter,

I have become aware of your Affections for a certain Blonde here at
Avendale, as have other Persons at this school. If you do not wish your
Passion to pass into Public Knowledge (especially that of the Headmistress
and the delightful Creature whom you adore), I shall be expecting a few
Considerations from you, especially as regards the study of History.

“Please consider your decision Carefully,
“(signed) The Bearer of this Note”

Cynthia, of course, did not sign her name. As Cynthia saw it, if Veronica
decided to take the letter from her and deliver it herself, Mss Poindexter
might think Veronica originated the threat of exposure. And my! would not
the fur fly, then? What a scandal – a prefect blackmailing a mistress?
Cynthia smiled an unhealthy smile. Might La Bellemont be strapped? Might
the proud Miss Veronica be forced to bend over and lift her skirts and
petticoat for an appointment with the school cane? Cynthia imagined that
slender instrument of correction striking home on Veronica’s round bottom
and creamy thighs and licked her lips. Perhaps, even The Long Birch? And
Oh! how many lines might the Perfect Prefect have to take to wipe out such
great naughtiness? Might she even be sent packing, back to Culveria, in
deep disgrace? The possibilities were too delicious to contemplate. And
might not the Headmistress think that it were unfitting that a girl who
would commit such an act be given the office of prefect? And might that
office be then given to someone more worthy? Perhaps even Cynthia Annabelle
Terwillinger? The idea had merit!

So, with a step befitting a condemned prisoner, Cynthia approached Miss
Veronica’s study and knocked at the door.

“Who is there,” sang out Veronica.

“It is I, Cynthia Terwillinger,” the other announced.

“Come on in, Tewillinger,” invited Veronica.

Wordlessly, Cynthia proffered the letter. Veronica took it from her and
looked it over with a careful, critical eye. “Acceptable, Terwillinger -
barely. I just hope your handwriting improves a mite as you’re writing
those lines for me. I want those tomorrow, by the way.”

Cynthia’s face flushed. ‘Acceptable. Barely.’ Just who did this….yokel,
from the depths of an uncivilised place like Culveria, think she was. On
the other hand, Cynthia had a keen awareness of the prefect’s authority, so
she forced herself to smile – even to simper a little. “Oh, yess, Miss
Veronica. I shall have the lines for you tomorrow, without fail.”

“Good.” Veronica handed Cynthia the letter of apology and stood.

“Shall I take this to Miss Poindexter now,” Cynthia asked, still maintaining
her submissive attitude.

Veronica smiled. It was a thin, knife-edged smile, and it gave Veronica a
decidedly predatory appearance. Her eyes glittered. Why yes, indeed,”
Veronica replied, her smile widening. “And I’d sure be proud to accompany
you to her office.” Veronica gestured gallantly. “After you,
Terwillinger.”

Cynthia tried to control her dismay and responded with a smile of her own
that was as wide as it was false. “Oh…Miss Veronica… I do not wish to
impose upon you or take up your time. I-I know you must be very busy—“

Veronica grinned. “Oh, pshaw! Think nothin’ of it, Sugar. It’s always a
pleasure to assist my girls in any way I can.”

“Miss Veronica is too kind,” murmured Cynthia, trying to conceal her sour
tone. As they walked toward Miss Poindexter’s office, Cynthia palmed the
smaller note and surreptitiously placed it in the fold of the letter in such
a manner that it would not be discovered until the letter had been fully
opened.

They arrived, and Cynthia, as Veronica’s direction knocked on the door. At
first, there was no answer, but after the second set of knocks, a wan voce
came from within, “If you please, who is knocking?”

“It is I, Miss Poindexter, Veronica Bellemont. With me is Cynthia
Terwillinger. Cynthia must deliver something to you.”

“Please – one moment.” There was a soft rustling sound, then the door
slowly swung open. Miss Poindexter opened the door and made a gesture of
invitation. “Good day, girls. What can I do for you?”

Cynthia stepped forward. Miss Poindexter was not certain, but she thought
she recognised the fair brunette who had observed her in the garden as she
wrote and wept. “I have a letter to present to you, Miss Poindexter,” and
she carefully handed the document to the history mistress. Veronica stood
quietly to the side.

Miss Poindexter took the letter in her hands and unfolded it carefully. As
her eyes moved down the handwritten page, they fell upon the smaller note
that Cynthia had carefully inserted. Her eyes grew wide suddenly as the
colour drained from her face…
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From: <Elaryn@xxx.xxx>
Date: Fri Oct 1, 1999 9:56pm
Subject: Re: Annalinde in the South
  	
Dearest Miss Annalinde,

I have already posted your letter on the school noticeborad, as you
requested, so all the other girls here can read it.

I and the others have been praying constantly for your swift recovery. My
goodness, though, you *must* warn us and the Cook what it was that caused you
to become so very dreadfully ill so that no one will serve it to you by
mistake. Bad enough to have you fall ill, but 'twould be ever so much worse
to inadvertently make you ill by serving you food you could not tolerate.

You sound as if you have been having a splendid time (once you were feeling
better, that is), and we yearn to hear more about your travels in the South.

Take care of yourself, and come home safe to us,

Love,

Elena Dierrian
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From: janet dolan <janetd33@xxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Sat Oct 2, 1999 7:52am
Subject: Janet to her blonde mother
  	
Dear Mommy

I am now 2 weeks in Avendale and start to get used to the place. It is a
grand place and I love it here. It is a good school, and I hope that you are
happy for me eventhough I left you without a helping hand.
I am good in my studies except altalian history and I am swotting hard on
that. Math and science are just lovely and I am enjoying every minute. I am
even in the arts studio, mainly doing carving (Called whittling here) and
clay models. I have to admit that i did get spanked over my knife and you
were right I shouldn't have taken it. The prefect spanked me mommy, and
believe it or not she is from Georgia in the Confederacy. It wasn't too hard
mommy, compared to aunt Eudora but it did sting and I never want to
displease her again. she is such a nice, honest and good person. She taught
me a lot and takes good care of me. She taught me to tie my tie properly,
and is treating me this weekend when we go out.
Anyway, how are things back home? Are all the children behaving? Did aunt
Eudora accept the fact that I am gone? Please tell her that I will come home
for the summer holidays and work my butt off to help her and you around the
house. Please say hello to old Aunt Jemima who taught me to carve and tell
her the art teacher here really liked my work.
Mommy, I hope you will be able to send me some of the money you got for my
care. It is really hard being here with no money, and I do not intend to
accept favors for ever. I know you and especially aunt Eudora would want a
Dolan to accept favours all the time.
Please kiss everyone for me mommy...

Love

Janet
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From: Malena Franklin <malena43@xxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Sat Oct 2, 1999 5:46am
Subject: Re: Annalinde in the South
  	
Dear Miss Annalinde

I apologize for my stupid idea to try to sneak to town last week and
for me making other girls to follow. i been soundly spanked with a hairbrush
by Miss Veronia and I have written 400 lines. I am sorry for Your sake that
You had trouble catching me. I apologize and hope You soon will be back to
school. If You find it necessary to impose further punishment I will take
what You decide. I hope You accept my apology! i really liked teaevening
with You and have been feeling guilty for returning that kindness with my
action.
Hope I can show better attitude and gain Your respect again.
I hope You will be back soon recovered.

Malena Franklin
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From: Tanya <Tanya@xxxxxxxxxxxxxxx.xxxxxxxxx.xx.xxx>
Date: Sun Oct 3, 1999 5:34am
Subject: Thank you Miss Veronica
  	
Georgina de la Falaise Tanya@c...



Dear Miss Veronica,


I just wanted to write you and thank you so much for giving up such a lot of your free time yesterday afternoon to escourt us to Avenbridge. I think I can speak on behalf of all the other girls when I say you made the trip so enjoyable and informative. We were all still talking about it this morning at breakfast ! I do hope we were all sufficiently well behaved and that the good name of Avendale is still intact !!

Respectfully Yours
Georgina
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From: Tanya <Tanya@xxxxxxxxxxxxxxx.xxxxxxxxx.xx.xxx>
Date: Sun Oct 3, 1999 5:34am
Subject: Letter Home To Mummies
  	
Tanya@c...



October 3rd, 1954



Dearest Mummies,


I do hope I find you borh in good health and heart. It's Sunday morning here and I'm taking advantage of a few moments of free time to pen you some of my news. First thing to say is I'm settling in well here and am beginning to feel very much at home amongst a very friendly group of fellow pupils and Mistresses. As you warned me dearest Mummies, the discipline is very strict so in one way, it's really a home from home. But as you so rightly say Brunette Mummy, discipline and the teaching of obedience is the perfect and correct nourishment for a young lady's heart, mind and soul be she blonde or brunette.
Yesterday, our brunette prefect Miss Veronica Bellemont, very kindly managed to find the time to escourt a few of us girls in to the beautiful town of Avenbridge so that we may partake of a little shopping and sightseeing. Amongst other things, I wanted to find a card to send to Auntie Katrina who, as you know, has been a little poorly recently. Well dear Mummies, we all had the most wonderfully enjoyable afternoon imaginable. As we were venturing outside school premises, we had to wear our maroon school beret (straw boaters for the older girls) and our white gloves. I must say, we did all look jolly smart as we set off on the half-mile walk in to town. As we made our way, Miss Veronica told us a little about the history of the town and how the ancient bridge, which divides the two halves of the town, gave Avenbridge its' name.
The town itself has such a lovely ambience dearest Mummies and a delightful variety of different shops, teashops, soda fountains and places of entertainment. We went first of all to the greetings card shop which I had heard so much about from some of the other girls. It didn't take me long to find the most perfect card to send Auntie Katrina. I do so hope it cheers her a little ! As we were exiting, some of us were talking and laughing a little too high-spiritedly and Miss Veronica had to remind us that if we carried on behaving in such a way, she would cancel our planned trip to the cinema later that afternoon and instead, return to school where each of us would be invited to visit her in her study for some much-needed correction and discipline. Well, as you can both imagine, on hearing such a warning, we quickly quietened down ! As Miss Veronica said, we should remember , at all times, that while outside the school premises, we were representing the good name of Avendale and so should thus behave with the appropriate etiquette and decorum.
After the girls had done all the shopping they required, Miss Veronica took us on a small guided tour pointing out, amongst other places, the largest cinema in town called The Light Theatre and a most impressive-looking Art-Neo soda fountain which went by the name of Delmontes'. At about half past three, our Brunette prefect asked us if we would like to experience a real treat. Not surprisingly, we all answered unanimously in the affirmative and were led to a wonderful old-world teashop called The Copper Kettle. I can honestly report to you dearest Mummies, that here I experienced what jolly well has to be the very finest cream tea it has ever been my pleasure to sample. Perhaps when next you come to Avendale, you could bring my three sisters and we could all go there for the culinary experience of a lifetime !
Miss Veronica then showed us, but didn't take us in to, Maria's Soda Fountain. which, she said, was not generally approved of by the school. Our tour concluded by passing Poppy's Cafe and the Golden Lion Inn both of which, Miss Veronica pointed out, were strictly out of bounds to Avendale girls.
Our final treat was to see a film at the Gaumont, the smaller of the two cinemas in Avenbridge. The title of the film was "Brunettes in Trouble", and was the story of a group of young Brunettes who, whilst on holiday together, got involved in the most fantastic adventures including a treasure hunt and the strange disappearance of a large sum of money. It was all jolly entertaining and I think we could have all quite happily sat through it again but Miss Veronica reminded us that we should be making our way back to the school as she had told Miss Maitland we would be back no later than eight-thirty.
It really was the most wonderful afternoon and it was so kind of Miss Veronica to give up so much of her free time to escourt us.
I should really close now as I've got an awful lot of study to complete before the start of another school week. Please send lots of hugs and kisses to Clarissa, Amanda and Rachel and say hello to all the maids for me. I miss you all very much.

Your Loving Daughter
Georgina
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From: janet dolan <janetd33@h...>
Date: Sun Oct 3, 1999 7:01am
Subject: Saturday outing
  	
Janet woke up early on Sunday morning and sat upright in her bed. Eventhough
it was a free day, she could not set herself free of her old habits.
Veronica was right surmising she was used to waking up with the chickens,
and even on Sunday she was expected to get the other 4 younger children in
her family washed and dressed for the Sunday services. She looked around and
smiled, everyone still asleep, no baths to run, and the world is hers alone.
She looked out of the window to see a glorious day, and could not stop the
urgency she felt to go out.

She rose quietly, quickly did her toilet, removed her nightgown, put on her
vest, blouse and skirt remembering Veronica's hint, put on her socks and
shoes, and stood before the mirror to tie her tie. She got a perfect result
in her eyes, though Veronica would have probably found something to say
about it. She smiled remembering the practice she got the day before in
Veronica's room. She had tied and untied her tie 10 times, losing her
patience once in the process and earning a slapped thigh for her trouble,
but her technique improved so much that you could not compare it to her knot
of 2 days before.

She quietly went out of the room taking her history book with her. She knew
exactly where she wanted to be. A small wooden bench among thick bushes,
where she noticed 2 birds she didn't know nesting. She sat there watching
them from time to time and reading her book. She felt happy, and in peace
with herself, a feeling she didnot experience for a long time.

She was watching the birds, who seemed to be restless. "Must be preparing to
their trip to the south" thought Janet and shivered thinking of the soon
coming winter. She then thought about Miss Veronica and the outing they had
yesterday to Avenbridge. She had so much fun walking around, laughing with
the other girls, wandering into shops and looking at some little objets
d'arts she had never seen before. Whenever saked if she needed anything she
was careful to politely reply in the negative, but when she saw a small
whittling tool in a store she couldn't resist the urge and asked the price.
Alas, however low, it was more than the 2/6 she had left from her trip here.

In the teashop, she sat studying the menu trying to find the cheapest cake
when Veronica gently took the menu from her saying "Sugar, until you know
what is good here, why don't you let me order for us both? You must trust my
gourmet palate" Janet smiled remembering the good tea and the sweet pastry
which almost reminded her of her mother's baking.

Upon returning to Avendale Veronica see,ed to be preoccupied with some
thoughts, did not laugh with the girls and seemed lost in thought. Janet
walked close to her, trying to figure out what was troubling her "older
sister". When they reached the dorm after seeing all the blondes to their
dorm, Janet looked at Veronica and asked quietly "What is troubling you Miss
Veronica? Is it this affair with Terwillinger?". Veronica put her arm around
her thin shoulders. "Yes honey, I think she is into something much worse
than I thought before, and I have to figure out how to deal with it". "Can I
help in any way?" Veronica laughed with her silvery voice. "You are such a
good girl Janet, but really, this is something way beyond your powers. I am
waiting for Annalinde to come back and help me". Seeing Janet's disappointed
face, Veronica hugged her and said "Don't worry honey, if I think of
anything you can help me with, I will ask for your help. Aren't we fellow
confederettes?" With that she pulled something out of her blazer pocket and
gave it to Janet. Janet looked at the small parcel and saw the little tool
she wanted. She looked amazed at her mentor who seeing her happy face
laughed saying "No one could have missed your yearning for this little toy.
Please accept it as my present".

"I am so happy to have such good friends" she thought. Today she would study
history most of the day and in the afternoon go wandering in the garden with
her new friend Malena and perhaps other girls. "Life is good here".

OLd Liza chimed the half hour. Janet picked up her book and rose. Time for
breakfast and seeing her friends.
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From: Malena Franklin <malena43@h...>
Date: Sun Oct 3, 1999 8:55am
Subject: Sunday promenade with Janet
  	
Sunday......
I woke up and for first day for several days my bottom felt more normal. All
angry marks had now faded and I was feeling better. I had not been allowed
to join Avenbridge and excursion with Miss Veronica.
I had instead been assigned to helping cleaning library with Miss
Serelique.But today I had free day and Janet came and we had a lovely
sunday. We walked around in school garden and sat talking. Both of us liked
school and even though I been disobedient and spanked I found school so good
and found both prefects and teachers fair. We chatted and decided to help
each other especially against this bully girl that had been pestering
several of us bunnies. Maybe we could do her a prank and let her taste her
own medicine....Janet and I laughed and had many ideas and we decided to see
if some other girls in our dorm would join us.....maybe we should teach Miss
Bully a little lesson...
Glue in her shoes was one good idea.......locking her in some cellararea of
school another......lots of ideas was flowing.....and we decided to see if
more girls wanted to join in our little scheme..
All day went and I found Janet to be a real nice girland so good having her
besides me together with other friends here.
A school like this is really not only school its also a place for making
friends for life......

Malena
463
	

From: Kadorienne <kadorian@b...>
Date: Sun Oct 3, 1999 4:30pm
Subject: Veronica the poet
  	
To the inhabitants of Avendale School for Young Ladies, Veronica
Bellemont appeared to be the most confident and self-assured of
brunettes. No bully could intimidate her, no crawly critter rob her of
her composure, no mischief put her at a loss. Girls of all ages went to
Veronica with problems of all kinds, ranging from spiders on their
bedroom ceilings to their paths in life, because Veronica always knew
what to do.

Due to all this, those pupils who knew of Veronica's infatuation with
Elspeth Elsvetta were following her behavior toward that young blonde
with much surprise and amusement. It was most entertaining to see the
confident prefect reduced to trembling jelly by the affections to which
all brunettes were susceptible, even the immaculate Veronica Bellemont.
The pupils who knew were, for the most part, those who had seen the two
together, and had observed Veronica's face pale, her voice grow choked,
her hands tremble, her eyes follow the object of her adoration as if
nothing else in the world existed. Yet Veronica fondly believed that no
one had been able to detect her reaction to the fair Elspeth.

The fact was that Veronica's reverence for blondes was, thus far, purely
theoretical. The pure essence of blonde virtue was a vital part of her
conception of the world, but in matters of romance Veronica was utterly
innocent. She felt a chivalrous respect for all blondes, but no one
blonde had drawn her -- until now. And Veronica had no idea what to do
about it.

Now that Charlene's pointed question had made the nature of her feelings
clear to Veronica, she knew that she had to do something. What, she had
no idea.

She daydreamed endlessly. It was a pity, she thought, that they did not
live in Arcadia, where blondes were regularly imperiled by
fire-breathing dragons. Then she could slay one and rescue Elspeth and
all would be well. But what was she to do here in Quirinelle at
Avendale? Brunettes generally carried blonde's books for them, or
escorted them to the cinema. When Veronica attempted to offer to carry
Elspeth's books, she found her mind blank of what to say, and could not
speak. The simple phrase "May I carry your books?" was always
temporarily removed from her stock of sentences. And the cinema seemed
entirely too mundane for a blonde whose beauty was as aetherial as that
of an angel and whose rarefied nature was demonstrated by the books of
Eastern poetry she read.

It was this last that finally gave Veronica an idea. She would write a
poem to Elspeth, and that would make an impression on the blonde's
sublime soul. Veronica spent several hours in a secluded corner of the
library -- she would have been disturbed in her own study -- hammering
out lines. As the hours passed, the pile of crumpled attempts in the
nearby wastebasket grew, along with Veronica's despair. What had ever
possessed her to believe that she could write a poem fit for such divine
eyes to read?

In desperation, she went to the shelf and opened a volume of the great
Amazonian poetess Sappho at random, hoping for inspiration.



She is more than a heroine
she is a goddess in my eyes ---
the woman who is allowed
to sit beside you --- she

who listens intimately
to the sweet murmur of
your voice, the enticing
laughter that makes my own

heart beat fast. If I meet
you suddenly, I can't
speak --- my tongue is broken;
a thin flame runs under

my skin; seeing nothing,
hearing only my own ears
drumming, I drip with sweat;
trembling shakes my body

and I turn paler than
dry grass. At such times
death isn't far from me



Veronica cast the book away and laid her head on her arms. Her own
secret emotions had been perfectly captured by a woman in a faraway
land. There was no possibility of her ever coming near such expression.
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From: Tanya <Tanya@c...>
Date: Sun Oct 3, 1999 4:34pm
Subject: Georgina to Malena
  	
Tanya@c...


Note left by Georgina on Malena's bed

Dearest Malena,

I couldn't find you this afternoon but I just wanted to say that we all missed your smiling face and generous spirit during our trip to Avenbridge yesterday. The next time we are allowed to go will be even more enjoyable for your presence. Hope to see you later.

Your friend with love
Georgina
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From: <EmmaEilise@a...>
Date: Sun Oct 3, 1999 2:13pm
Subject: Re: Re: lines for Veronica/Annalinde
  	
Emma sat on her bed weeping. Just to think of that terrible turn of events
made her cry freely. She had gone to *Miss* Veronica's room with every
intention of making the prefect see that writing lines was not deserved...but
instead she left the room not only having to do 400 lines, but also having
gotten the worst spanking she could possibly imagine! Veronica had paddled
her little bottom so hard Emma couldn't even bear to sit down...and that is
exactly what Veronica made her do before she was allowed to leave!

How had everything gone so terribly wrong??? And now all the girls probably
wouldn't even want to be friends with her, because she obviously must be a
"naughty young lady" to be paddled so hard by a prefect. This was just
terrible!!

And the absolute, very worst was that in all her stubbornness Emma couldn't
even remember the stupid lines she had decided she was going to write! Now
it was time to present herself to Miss Veronica again, and she had finally
decided that she would obey the punishment and write the lines and she
couldn't even do it! And although Emma's bottom was still stinging from the
terrible paddling, she knew that Miss Veronica would be doing it all over
again tonight.

Wallowing in misery and visibly weeping....Emma gracefully made her way to
Veronica's study empty-handed.

Knock, Knock, Knock.....
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From: <aaclinkinbeard@h...>
Date: Sun Oct 3, 1999 9:12pm
Subject: Letter to Mama
  	
Dear Mama,

Your little brunette has found an angel! I was escaping the
dreaded library of doom and this angel of pure and sweet
divinity flew into me! She did not even speak a word, but
why would an angel speak lowly mortal words when they
sing songs of enchantment and light. Oh, and if she would
sing it would have made the brightest of days!
Mama, I am in love with her. I must find this vision of beauty.

I have searched everywhere for my little angel. I even went
to the brunette prefect's room this afternoon to see if she
knew of her! Sadly she did not, so my search continues.
Oh, Mama... I will find my little angel and ...
Oh, I do not know what I will do then?
Surely she will know what to do?

Love,

Lynette
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From: Kadorienne <kadorian@b...>
Date: Sun Oct 3, 1999 10:24pm
Subject: Re: lines for Veronica/Annalinde
  	
Emma entered the prefect's room trembling. Veronica looked at her patiently. "Are
your lines finished?" she asked, sounding as if she already knew the answer.

A few tears trickled down Emma's cheeks. "M-miss Veronica... I do want to write
them, I've decided to obey, but... I can't remember the lines!"

Veronica watched compassionately. "Why didn't you ask Malena or one of the other
girls who was punished with you?"

Emma's eyes widened. "I... I didn't think of that."

"Sit down at my desk," the prefect ordered. "There's some blank sheets there.
Take one and write: 'I must be in bed by lights out,... stay in bed after lights
out... and never
leave the school grounds... without permission.' Write that another three hundred
and ninety-nine times. But first."

Emma shivered. The moment she dreaded had arrived.

"You seem to have had a change of heart, Emma. Because of that, tonight I am only
going to spank you with my hand. But I will spank you every night until your
lines are finished, and if I see another show of defiance like the last one,
you'll be getting the paddle again. Is that clear?" Emma nodded anxiously. "Good.
Now bend over the desk. If I get any nonsense about hesitating or standing up
before you're given permission, I'll get the paddle out after all."

Emma wanted to protest that she couldn't possibly have written the lines since
she had forgotten what the line was, but she was too afraid of getting the paddle
if she did. The idea of another paddling on her sore derriere was unbearable. A
hand spanking was bad enough. She bent over the desk. Veronica stood beside her
and began to act on her long-held theory that girls listened better when they
were in position to be punished.

"Emma, sneaking out of school in the middle of the night is dangerous. Not only
could you have been hurt or run into some unsavory characters, but even if none
of that happened, your reputation would have been damaged. Decent girls don't run
around town in the middle of the night. What would people have thought of you?"

"What do you care?" Emma retorted sullenly, and was rewarded with the first slap
to her derriere.

"I care a great deal, Emma. I care about all the girls at Avendale, and so do the
other prefects and mistresses. That is why we discipline you. You might be
willing to risk endangering your reputation or yourself for some foolish whim,
but we care about you too much to allow that. Are you beginning to understand me?
If we didn't care, we'd let you remain uneducated, irresponsible, and weak. We'd
let you destroy your life out of immaturity. But we do care. We discipline you
because you matter to us. Is that clear?"

"Yes, Miss Veronica." Emma's eyes were wide. The lesson might need to be learned
several more times before truly being integrated into her stubborn mind, but the
fact was that she did understand, at least at that moment.

"You look like something's on your mind. What is it?"

Emma felt ridiculous, talking while she was bent over the desk with her skirt up,
but she didn't dare stand. "I was thinking... that all the girls probably think
I'm naughty because you -- you paddled me so hard, and none of them will want to
be friends with me anymore."

Veronica moved a little more behind Emma so that she couldn't see her smile. If a
firm paddling from Veronica Bellemont made a girl a social outcast, there would
scarcely be a girl in school who wasn't one! But she would use Emma's concerns,
if that would make the girl behave, until the girl developed enough of a moral
sense to behave of her own accord.

"Well, Emma, try to take your punishments with a stiff upper lip from now on.
You're right, the girls won't respect someone who acts like a baby over getting
spanked. After all, we all get spanked sometimes here."

"Even you?" Emma exclaimed.

"Of course, even me. But if you try to behave from now on, the other girls will
notice and will decide that your naughtiness was just because you didn't
understand Avendale ways. Now remember, don't get up until I give you
permission."

Veronica began spanking Emma. Emma pressed her lips together, trying not to make
too much noise as tears rolled down her cheeks. She couldn't keep quiet; Veronica
was spanking firmly, and her derriere was still very sore. But still, this
spanking was nothing like the long, hard paddling she'd received the previous
day.

Veronica stopped after a time; this spanking hadn't been as long as the paddling,
either. Emma sniffled quietly, holding position over the desk, her bottom
tingling. She remembered how much it had hurt the previous day and she didn't
want another paddling like that one again, ever.

"Very good," said Veronica. "You may stand up."

Emma straightened, and Veronica was ready with a clean handkerchief to wipe her
eyes. Emma yielded gratefully to the gentle attention. "You'll get those lines
written now, won't you, honey?"

Emma nodded unhappily. "May I ask you something?" she asked tentatively.

"Of course."

"Promise you won't get mad? Because I couldn't stand any more spanking, truly."

"Then ask respectfully," Veronica directed.

"Miss Veronica, I would just like to know... what good does writing all those
lines do? They're no use to you or me or anybody. So why do you make us write
them?"

Veronica smiled a little. "Do you think you'll enjoy writing the same sentence
four hundred times?" Emma shook her head vigorously. "What if you had to write
those four hundred lines every time you sneaked off school grounds. Do you think
you would sneak off in that case?"

"But couldn't you make me do something more useful?"

"Writing lines is good exercise. It forces you to sit still for a long time even
though your task is tedious. With this training, you'll be able to get a lot of
work done when you're an adult, because you will have practiced working hard at
something that bored you." Seeing that Emma was not enthusiastic about acquiring
this kind of stamina, Veronica added, "This will allow you to achieve anything
you want to when you grow up. You will be able to enter any profession and become
as good at it as you wish, because your years of being disciplined will have
given you self-discipline."

Emma nodded slowly. Again, Veronica had the feeling that Emma had not truly
accepted the need for discipline in her life, but at least she had a faint
glimmering of understanding about why it was important.

Veronica hugged the girl. "You took that spanking much better, and I know you
must have been sore. And I'm proud of you for realizing that you have to write
your lines. I hope you'll be a good girl from now on, because I truly hope I
won't have to give you another hard paddling. But I will if you need it,
understand?"

Emma nodded tearfully and left the prefect's study with her line to write,
feeling vastly relieved that she had not been paddled again. She went to her
room, stretched out lying on her stomach on her bed, and began to write her
lines.
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From: <EmmaEilise@a...>
Date: Sun Oct 3, 1999 6:48pm
Subject: Emma's feeling sorry....
  	
Tears dripped slowly down Emma's cheeks and fell one or two at a time onto
the bedcover. The harder she tried to stop, the more she cried, until
finally she had to get up and fetch the hankie her mommie had given her.
While she was standing, she took a moment and rubbed her very sore bottom
with her hands. Even though it was only a hand spanking this time, Emma
still had not recovered from the severe paddling the night before; afterall
this was only the third time in her entire life that her tender bottom had
been punished.

She kept thinking about the words that Miss Veronica had said tonight about
caring for her, and needing to punish her because she (and the school) cared.
That thought had never entered her mind before tonight....Emma thought they
were merely trying to control her. Being allowed to do pretty much as she
pleased throughout her entire life up until now, Emma did not take kindly to
being controlled by anyone. Besides that, she had a stubborn streak a mile
wide, and occasionally a serious case of bad judgement.

There were so many things Emma still didn't understand... It had seemed
like the other girls had all gotten a spanking or two (or maybe more) at home
before they came to Avendale...were they spanked at home because their
mommies cared about them? If so, did the fact that Emma never received a
spanking for any misdeed, no matter how great, mean that Emma's single mommy
didn't care about her? These thoughts brought fresh, new tears to Emma's
eyes. And to make it worse, if Miss Veronica said she did care.... Emma had
a terrible way of showing gratitude by saying such awful things and acting so
badly during the dreadful paddling. Emma wondered if Miss Veronica would
ever forgive her for that.

Well, the best way to start was to try to be the good girl that Veronica said
she could be.... and she would do that by sitting down (painfully) and
writing those lines.

Emma fetched her quill, tenderly lowered herself onto the chair and began to
write....
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From: janet dolan <janetd33@xxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Mon Oct 4, 1999 9:51am
Subject: Janet to Malena
  	
Dear Malena

I really enjoyed our little trep in the garden on Sunday. I am sure we will
be the best friends, and will never intentionally get each pther involved in
any mischief.
Therefore, I have reconsidered our conversation on Sunday. I think I
understood that Miss Veronica is trying to catch Cynthia redhanded as we say
in Culveria, so she can get her red bottomed as well. I think that playing
any tricks on her will achieve the exact opposite. She will be the just one,
and us, the culprits standing in line outside Miss Veronica's room, getting
"our tail feathers warmed" as she says, and writing punishment assignments.
No dear priend. The right way to go about it is by being model girls,
staying out of this no good girl's way, and whenever she approaches anyone
of us, tell Miss Veronica right away.
So dear Malena, I implore you, don't get involved in any more trouble and do
as I suggest.
Thank you for your suggestion of help in History. I will come over to you
tonight with all the difficult questions I have. I really felt miserable in
class today sitting there unable to reply. Miss Poindexter warned me she
will strap me if I am not ready to the next class. I really don't want that
to happen since I have art immediately afterwards. With a strapped palm I'll
be as good as useless in art, and will probably get another dose from Miss
Joans.
I will be glad to return your favour in kind by helping you in math and
science if you need it.

Real bunnies have tails to protect their rear ends. We have to bear it, I
guess, and understand it is for our own good.

I hope ot see you cheerful tonight.

Your friend

Janet Dolan
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From: Nicola - 3rd Year Avendale <skoolgirl@xxxxxx.xxxxxxxxx.xx.xxx>
Date: Mon Oct 4, 1999 10:58am
Subject: letter to Murial
  	
Murial

gosh so much has happened things have gone all topsy turvy but at least I no longer feel quiet so homesick, not that I don't miss you of course. Theres a totaly dashing brunette here who well shes wonderful, just looking at her makes me feel happy . Your never guess that the other day I just had to see her when I bumped into her and fell in a heap besides her. Oh she was so kind and gallant and although I hurt my leg and laddered my stockings I wish it would happen again just to be near wonderful Lynette. Lessons are very hard although thankfully I have avoided punishment (so far) although the teachers are by and large very nice. There is a awful bully although I think some of the girls intend to fix her good and proper has anybody fixed that awful Hilary Tempest yet, it makes me so cross thinking what she did too me and getting me expelled for it was really too much.
Any way love to you and all the girls

Nikki
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From: Nicola - 3rd Year Avendale <skoolgirl@s...>
Date: Mon Oct 4, 1999 11:24am
Subject: letter to nanny
  	
Dearest Nanny


I hope you are well and that your rheumatisim isn't palying you up in the damp weather were having, gosh how I miss you so much and our cosy teas in the nursery. I fear that my guardian will be awfully cross with me as I have had to ask her to send me some more stockings I just wear a pair and they ladder and you know how slovenly my Guardian thinks that is, although I'm not sure if one gets punished here at school, although somehow I expect so they are awfully strict about uniform and things. All the girls bar one seem a jolly nice bunch and well you were so right nanny when you use to tell me that one day a dashing brunette would make my heart go aflutter, oh nanny i just don't know what too do she's seventeen and oh so wonderful she make me feel all funny and happy and sad and confused. Sorry to go on so I wish I could see you and explain everything until I can please keep yourself well and warm in the cold Autumn nights

all my love

Nikki
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From: Nicola - 3rd Year Avendale <skoolgirl@xxxxxx.xxxxxxxxx.xx.xxx>
Date: Mon Oct 4, 1999 11:32am
Subject: Letter home
  	
Dear Aunt Sarah


thank you for your kind letter, you will be pleased to know that as you told me I have applied myself to my lessons. I have made a few friend here although they all seem jolly nice. I can not wait to see you and everyone again and the thought of getting my first real Evening dress is so exciting, although I must confess that I desperately need some new stockings, no matter how careful I try to take them off they always ladder is it possible that I'm doing something wrong ?

respectfully yours

Nicola
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From: Malena Franklin <malena43@xxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Mon Oct 4, 1999 5:20am
Subject: Re: Georgina to Malena
  	
Dear Georgina

So glad for Your note. I was not allowed to follow You as I had to help Miss
Serelique with cleaning work in library.
But Im so glad You missed me and I love to join next time.
Janet and I have also talked about doing something....about this girl that
pester us..ill tell you about it when we meet.Maybe we can come up with some
medicine for this girl........

Hugs from Your friend

Malena
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From: Tanya <Tanya@xxxxxxxxxxxxxxx.xxxxxxxxx.xx.xxx>
Date: Mon Oct 4, 1999 3:26pm
Subject: Note from Georgina to Nikki
  	
Georgina de la Falaise Tanya@c...

Dear Nikki,

Just a note to say I've seen you in and around the school but have not properly introduced myself. I too am only recently arrived here at Avendale (three weeks ago to be precise), and I was wondering whether we might perhaps meet up for a chat and whatnot. Do you like music at all? I play the piano and sing a little bit and only last week auditioned to join Miss Darnelle's school choir. Luckily, I was accepted and attended my first practice on Tuesday last. It really was an awful lot of fun ! If you felt at all interested, why don't you ask Miss Darnelle if you may audition. She's terribly kind and patient and I'm sure she would find a place for you.
I must say, I really do miss not having Miss Annalinde here at the moment. I hope she's making a good recovery and will be soon back amongst us. Did you see her letter to Elena on the noticeboard? It really does sound as though she's having a jolly beneficial convalescence period with her auntie in the south. I'm so looking forward to hearing more about it all when she returns to us.

Lots of Love
Georgina de la Falaise
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From: Tanya <Tanya@xxxxxxxxxxxxxxx.xxxxxxxxx.xx.xxx>
Date: Mon Oct 4, 1999 3:26pm
Subject: Note from Georgina to Nikki
  	
Georgina de la Falaise Tanya@c...

Dear Nikki,

Just a note to say I've seen you in and around the school but have not properly introduced myself. I too am only recently arrived here at Avendale (three weeks ago to be precise), and I was wondering whether we might perhaps meet up for a chat and whatnot. Do you like music at all? I play the piano and sing a little bit and only last week auditioned to join Miss Darnelle's school choir. Luckily, I was accepted and attended my first practice on Tuesday last. It really was an awful lot of fun ! If you felt at all interested, why don't you ask Miss Darnelle if you may audition. She's terribly kind and patient and I'm sure she would find a place for you.
I must say, I really do miss not having Miss Annalinde here at the moment. I hope she's making a good recovery and will be soon back amongst us. Did you see her letter to Elena on the noticeboard? It really does sound as though she's having a jolly beneficial convalescence period with her auntie in the south. I'm so looking forward to hearing more about it all when she returns to us.

Lots of Love
Georgina de la Falaise
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From: janet dolan <janetd33@xxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Mon Oct 4, 1999 4:13pm
Subject: Janet to Veronica
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From: Nicola - 3rd Year Avendale <skoolgirl@xxxxxx.xxxxxxxxx.xx.xxx>
Date: Mon Oct 4, 1999 4:23pm
Subject: Re: Nikki to Georgina
  	
Georgina

hello well afraid muic not really my thng although I admire those that can. You are so rght about the loss od Miss Annalinde she was so very kind too me and is really a thoroughly good egg the sort that one should aspire to become. It must be jolly exciting visiting all those exotic lands in the far south although I fear I would be too frightened to do so myself although they do say that travel is very educational. So tell me Georgina what do you know about Lynette you know the devine brunette gosh shes so wonderful I think I may be in love........
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From: janet dolan <janetd33@xxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Mon Oct 4, 1999 4:45pm
Subject: Janet to Veronica
  	
Dear Miss Veronica

I want to thank you again for the wonderful present you gave me on Sunday. I
really love it and will try to use it tomorrow in art class. That is of
course if I am not strapped in history for failing. In case I am strapped on
the palm, I am afraid it will be too sore for precise work in art class. Am
I allowed to ask for a punishment on my bottom instead of my palm Miss
Veronica?

Miss Veronica, I am so sorry you are feeling bad about Cynthia and I wish I
could help. I am trying to convince other girls not to get in trouble with
her, but she does cause a lot of upheaval in the dorm. Apparently she tried
to blackmail a lot of girls and some of them are very upset with her.

Miss Veronica, I have something else to tell you. It concerns a naughty
thing I did climbing a tree to look at a bird. When I did it I noticed
Terwillinger down there, together with another girl who gave her some papers
and then that blonde called Jinger appeared from behind a bush and
confronted her. I stayed there quiet as a mouse (I really know how to hide)
until Terwillinger went with Jinger.

Miss Veronica, I was scared to tell you because you have told me I take to
many liberties because I have good field experience. I thought not to tell,
but when i see so many girls get in trouble over this no good girl, I know I
must let you know about it. I know you will spank me and will be right to do
so, but it is worth it.

Miss Veronica, I am really worried about her. She has a black heart, like
old aunt Jemima would have said. She will hurt a lot of people. Please make
sure you stop her.

I am waiting for you to call me to your study Miss Veronica. I took special
efforts to knot my tie properly. I know I have enough coming from you
without looking disarrayed. I will then tell you what the 3 girls have done
and said.

With respect

Janet Dolan
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From: <aaclinkinbeard@xxxxxxx.xxx>
Date: Mon Oct 4, 1999 9:08pm
Subject: Poetry with Miss Veronica
  	
The morning sunshine beamed through the windows
of the library imparting an ethereal state about the
ladies as they studied. The fine tables burned
passionately with a rich amber glow, no doubt
wrought with the ancient care and talent of women
long ago. Lynette watched as Miss Veronica
caressed the book of Saphro's poems lovingly.
Miss Veronica was on a quest for love,
there was no doubt in that!

Lynette paused before Miss Veronica on her way out.
"Miss Veronica. What a surprise! I did not know you
enjoyed poetry?" Lynette paused a moment to let the
roses fade to normal in Miss Veronica's cheeks.
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From: Kadorienne <kadorian@xxxxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Tue Oct 5, 1999 1:38am
Subject: Veronica's evening
  	
As soon as Janet entered Veronica's study -- with a very neatly fastened
tie -- she said, "I've got to tell you what Jinjur said to Cynthia--"

"Stop." Veronica held up a hand. Janet did stop, looking surprised. "Sit
down. Now, Janet, I know you didn't spy on purpose, but eavesdropping is
not something a gentilmaid does. And listening to what eavesdroppers
learn isn't, either. I know you want to help me with Cynthia, and I do
appreciate it, but I don't want you getting on her bad side. She might
hurt you, and I'd feel just awful. I've already decided exactly what I'm
going to do about her, but just punishing her won't be enough. I've got
to stop her from getting away with bullying the other girls. And to do
that, I have to wait for the right opportunity."

"I wish you'd let me help, Miss Veronica," Janet said earnestly. "I
wouldn't care if she beat me up a hundred times if it helped you."

Veronica smiled and clapped Janet's shoulder, brunette to brunette.
"Thank you, honey. But *I* would care. And I don't need any help, just
the right moment."

"But I can tell you're worryin' about her somethin' fierce."

Veronica stared at the girl for a moment. The fact was that she had been
"mooning" over Elspeth a great deal lately. She had flattered herself
that no one had noticed, and yet.... First that Lynnette had grinned at
her so knowingly when she was rereading Sappho for inspiration, and now
this child had observed her distraction and put it down to fretting over
that bully.

"Not really," Veronica said at last. "Prefects always have things to
worry about. I hope you won't make me worry that you're going to get
yourself in hot water with that Terwillinger."

Janet hesitated. "Do I gotta tell you if someone just talked about doing
somethin', but didn't do it?"

"Do what?"

"Well, some of the girls were talkin' about playin' a prank of some kind
on Cynthia. I told 'em we shouldn't."

"I'm glad you did. Please discourage these girls. Cynthia will never
relinquish the grudge, even if I paddle them all within an inch of their
lives, and I'll have to protect them from her forever. How many times do
I have to tell you that I'll take care of Cynthia? When I get the
chance, you'll see. You've got to learn to trust your big sister. Now,
about her and Jinjur." Janet sat up straighter. "I don't want you to
tell me what you heard. I'm just going to ask you three questions.
First: do you know who the other girl was?"

"She was a brunette, an older girl, tall and slim. Jinjur said she was a
mathematical genius."

Veronica nodded, turning this over. It appeared Cynthia had found some
way to blackmail Melisande into doing her math homework for her.
Veronica would tend to that. "All right. Second question: were Cynthia
and Jinjur plotting to do mischief to some other girl?" Janet shook her
head. "Third question: did it seem... well... do you think Cynthia was
going to be taking some liberties with Jinjur?"

Janet had to bite her lip not to laugh as she shook her head. She
thought it was quite the other way round!

"Thank you. Now, don't tell me or anyone else whatever you overhead.
Eavesdropping's bad enough without gossiping about it, hear?" Janet
nodded. "But I'm proud of you for telling me what you did. Now, come
over my knee, little sister."

Janet obeyed promptly. The fact was, Veronica did not really think Janet
deserved a spanking, but the girl was so convinced that she needed one
that Veronica had little choice. "You won't eavesdrop anymore, will you,
Janet?"

"No, Miss Veronica."

"And you'll keep out of that no-count bully's way?" Whenever Veronica
talked to Janet, she found Confederate expressions she never used
seeping into her speech, including some her mothers would not have
considered fit talk for a Bellemont.

"Yes, Miss Veronica."

"Good." Veronica began to spank Janet, very firmly, since the girl
believed she needed it. Janet scarcely made a sound or a wriggle.

"Your tie is perfect tonight," Veronica said as she smacked the younger
girl. "Good thing, too. Because you've been here long enough for me to
spank you for your uniform's being unkempt."

"Yes, Miss Veronica."

"But even though I won't let you tell me the details of what you
overheard," Veronica said, still spanking, "I will use what little you
did tell me. Just between us, I predict that Cynthia's math grades will
be declining soon." And I had better clip her claws soon, Veronica
thought.

"All right, get up." Janet obeyed, and Veronica hugged the girl and
pulled her to sit on her lap. "I'm proud of you, Janet. You're trying to
help me, and you took your spanking like a brunette." Janet smiled at
the praise. "Now let's see, wasn't there something else?"

"I asked you if it was all right for me to ask the mistresses to spank
my bottom 'stead of my hands."

"Oh, yes. Well, if a mistress tells you to put out your hand to be
smacked, you do it, understand? Once you've put your hand out like she
says, *then* you say, 'Please, miss?' *If* she gives you permission to
speak, you politely explain that you have art class and ask if she would
be kind enough to spank your derriere instead." Veronica smiled. "I have
to warn you, this can be dangerous. I think most of the mistresses will
be obliging, but maybe with a little twist. They might give your
derriere twice as many strokes as they would have to your hand. Or they
might whip your hand that time, but give it to your derriere in the
future." Veronica shook her head slightly. "Personally, I don't believe
in hand spanking. Dea gave our derrieres all that padding for a reason."

Janet laughed. Veronica grinned at her. A knock sounded at the door.
Veronica said, "Janet, I'd love to visit with you some more, but my
right hand has another appointment. Run along, and remember what I
said."

Janet skipped out and a pale, subdued Emma entered. She held out the
lines she had completed. "I'll have the rest written tomorrow, Miss
Veronica, I promise."

"I'm glad. I'm very proud of you. You're being a much better girl
already, Emma."

At this Emma's eyes filled with tears. "Oh, Miss Veronica!"

Veronica went over to the girl and hugged her. "What is it, honey?"

"Oh, Miss Veronica, I'm so sorry! You spanked me because you cared about
me, and I called you such awful names, and behaved so dreadfully.... Can
you ever forgive me?"

Veronica hugged her again. "Of course I can, honey. That's part of what
punishment is for: so people can forgive you. And so you can forgive
yourself." Emma blinked; this angle clearly had not occurred to her.
"Once you've been punished for something, it's over. You start fresh."

Emma sniffled. "I suppose all the other girls think I'm a spoiled baby."

Veronica smiled. "Emma, most of the girls at Avendale were properly
disciplined before they came here, but not all. You're not the first
girl who couldn't take her punishments with a stiff upper lip and first,
or who didn't understand why they're good for you. The girls will know
you just needed to adapt, like a few others needed to."

"M-miss Veronica... you said you punish me because you care about me....
My mother never punished me...." Emma couldn't bring herself to say
more. Nor did she need to. Veronica clasped her arm firmly.

"Emma, maybe she just didn't realize that you needed it. I'm sure she
was just trying to be kind to you. But, well, when you were five,
wouldn't you have liked to eat nothing but candy and ice cream, and
never to eat your vegetables? But would it have been kind of your mother
to let you do that?" Emma nodded slowly. "Good. Now bend over the desk."

Emma obeyed, and Veronica stood behind her. "Emma, you'll find that if
girls seem to recognize that they did something wrong, or if they
confess to me, I'm much easier on them. So tonight you're just getting a
light spanking. But don't let it spoil you. If you're naughty again, I
won't hesitate to give you the paddle again, hear?" Emma nodded.

Veronica spanked Emma, rather gently, but Emma's derriere was sore
enough that she felt it. After that, Veronica forwent her custom of
making her victim sit on her sore behind; instead she hugged Emma and
sent her back to her room to finish her lines.

After that, she curled up with E. Nesbit's *The Railway Children* for
some much-needed relaxation.
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From: Tanya <Tanya@xxxxxxxxxxxxxxx.xxxxxxxxx.xx.xxx>
Date: Tue Oct 5, 1999 3:51am
Subject: Georgina to Malena
  	
Georgina de la Falaise Tanya@c...




Dearest Malena,

Thank you so much for your note. This whole problem regarding that beastly bully Cynthia Terwillinger has been playing on my mind these last two or three days. It's very difficult to know quite what to do. My first instinct, like yours, was to think up some cunning way of ensuring she gets her just desserts but on reflection, I feel this is a dangerous approach as if we are found out, there is a very high risk we shall once again be severely punished and get our "tail feathers warmed" as Miss Veronica might so elegantly put it. We don't really want to be red-bottomed again so soon after our last dose of the paddle.
My feeling is that Miss Veronica is most probably extremely aware of the situation with Cynthia and will deal with her at the most appropriate time and in a most appropriate way. Our Brunette prefect is, I think, very clever and knowing and will almost certainly catch Cynthia out when she least expects it. In the meantime, I think we just have to sit back and be as patient as possible and, of course, have faith in the wonderful and divine Miss V.

Your loving friend with hugs,
Georgina
483
	

From: <aaclinkinbeard@h...>
Date: Tue Oct 5, 1999 4:58am
Subject: oh no......
  	
Lynette stood in front of the mirror horrified. "This is so wrong!"
she declared! Sighing softly she put her hand where her
beautiful long hair use to be. "Meanness and jealousy,
that is all there is too it!" she decided. Why else would that
psycho-with-scissors have chopped off all her hair?

" Eight inches is not a trim!" she said to the girl in the mirror.
In truth the hairstyle was not bad, if you went for the short
look, but it was drastic from the soft luxurious locks she
went in with. Lynette leaned over to the mirror and applied
a nice reassuring red to her lips. " I suppose this will have
to do until it grows out!"

On the way out she checked the message board for postings
. There was a younger brunette standing there quietly looking
the messages over. Lynette gave her a cheerful smile and
introduced herself. She did not really know much about Janet
, but something in her eyes made her feel better. It was almost
like having an instant sister. Perhaps it was that she missed her
own little brunette sister Ester. Without thinking much about it,
Lynette asked Janet if she was headed to dinner now and
if she would like to go with her...
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From: Nicola - 3rd Year Avendale <skoolgirl@xxxxxx.xxxxxxxxx.xx.xxx>
Date: Tue Oct 5, 1999 11:54am
Subject: opportunity
  	
Nikki had watched in stuned awe as Lynette had entered the refectory for afternoon tea, Lynettes new hairstyle setting off her beautiful face and lush
ruby lips she so longed to be kissed by. Nicola toyed absently with her hair curling it around her fingers wishing that it was Lynettes hand caressing her blonde hair. She pushed the scarcely touched sandwich away and waited anxiously for grace and dismisal a plan formulating as she waited. At last they were dimissed and seizing the opportunity she boldly strode upto Lynette and said

"Gosh your new hairstyle really suits you"

Flushing scarlet at her own impudence and forwardness she awaited her fate....
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From: Kadorienne <kadorian@xxxxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Wed Oct 6, 1999 1:10am
Subject: Veronica Frees a Blackmail Victim
  	
It was not difficult for Veronica to guess that Melisande must have some
guilty secret. What else could have induced her to do Cynthia
Terwillinger's mathematics homework for her? It was blackmail, no doubt
about it. It just went to show that being naughty was impractical as
well as wrong from a purely idealistic standpoint. If Melisande and
Cynthia's other victims had behaved themselves, Cynthia would have no
power over them.

Veronica had decided to observe Melisande and see if she couldn't
discover what mischief she had been up to. If she could discover it and
punish the girl, Cynthia would no longer have anything to threaten her
with. Accordingly, at dinnertime Veronica made her way to a table where
several of the older brunettes were sitting. As luck would have it,
there was an empty seat beside Melisande. Veronica took it. The other
girls stood up to show their respect for a prefect, or for the prefect's
right arm, and Veronica promptly waved them back down.

She had intended to draw Melisande into conversation and see if she
could subtly draw out a clue as to the girl's secret. As it turned out,
no such subterfuge was needed. As Melisande leaned a little closer to
Veronica in reaching for the salt, Veronica's nostrils flared.

"Excuse me," said Veronica, and taking a lock of Melisande's wavy hair,
she held it close to her face. The scent was unmistakable. She looked at
the usually well-behaved Melisande in shock. "Melisande, have you been
smoking?"

The brunette's eyes widened and she paled. All conversation at the table
stopped, and everyone looked at Melisande in silent sympathy. They knew
there would be no reprieve for her.

"Yes, Miss Veronica," Melisande said at last, in a low voice.

Veronica shook her head. "You know that's a serious offence. It calls
for more strokes of the cane than a prefect can give without special
permission. After dinner, Melisande, go and report yourself to Miss
Maitland."

Melisande nodded, her appetite gone. Being instructed to report yourself
did not imply any choice of any kind. The prefect who instructed a girl
to do so would later consult the mistress to make sure the report had
been made. Melisande had no choice. Within an hour, she would be going
to the headmistress for the cane.

Veronica felt very cheerful. She had given a naughty girl the
opportunity to at once cleanse her soul of bad behavior and escape the
clutches of Cynthia Terwillinger. Cynthia, by extension, would be just a
little bit less powerful.

Now all the prefect had to do was wait for the opportunity to put
Cynthia in her place once and for all. And the opportunity would not be
long in coming.
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From: <aaclinkinbeard@h...>
Date: Wed Oct 6, 1999 9:49am
Subject: Meeting Her Angel
  	
" Oh, why thank you...." Lynette said not realizing whom it
was speaking to her. Then she stopped and *looked*
Unable to breath she whispered "Please don't leave."
Lynette was so scared her little angel would runway....
or that she was just hallucinating...

Lynette touched her angel's arm softly making sure she
was solid. She held her angel's hand and they walked
out onto the grass away from the school building and
under a lush tree. Lynette looked at her again, scarcely
able to believe her eyes. " I thought I had dreamt you."
She whispered softly " What is your name?"
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From: Malena Franklin <malena43@xxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Wed Oct 6, 1999 3:16am
Subject: To Miss Serelique, Miss Maitland
  	
Best Miss Serelique, Miss Maitland

When will next IRC-lesson be? I please wish we could have another in spite
of some technical problems so educational and fruitful.
I enjoyed it so.
Please announce if something planned?
Will there be midterms reportcards? I think that could be good guidance for
us girls.
Please forgive me for asking.....but its for my own good....

Yours respectfully

Malena Franklin
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From: janet dolan <janetd33@xxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Wed Oct 6, 1999 2:15pm
Subject: Re: oh no......
  	
Dear Lynette

I really enjoyed our little chat when we went to dinner together. I guess
you noticed I was a little preoccupied, but I think you would have
understood had you known I was to report to Miss Veronica for a spanking
that evening. Eventhough I am well accustomed to punishment, and that she
had spanked me with her hand, her right arm is a strong one and I did feel
it very well.
I am very happy to know more girls as time goes on and really appreciate
your friendship.

Janet Dolan
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From: Tanya <Tanya@xxxxxxxxxxxxxxx.xxxxxxxxx.xx.xxx>
Date: Wed Oct 6, 1999 2:38pm
Subject: Georgina's Diary
  	
Georgina de la Falaise Tanya@c...



Dearest Diary,

It's turned jolly cold here at Avendale these last two days. I think I shall have to write home to my mummies and ask if they could possibly send an extra pair of warming bedsocks as my poor feet were so cold last night !
What would of course be fun would be to organise an ever such a small midnight feast for all of us in the junior Blonde dorm. When we went in to town last weekend, I took it upon myself to stock up on a few basic essentials necessary for this type of affair. When Miss Veronica was showing some of the other girls round the old clock tower, I quickly nipped in to the grocers' and managed to acquire some biscuits, sweets and chocolate bars. Fortunately, I rejoined the main party without anyone noticing that I had departed for a few short moments. The dilemma is whether to try and have "the feast" this week or to wait a while as it's not all that long ago that we got punished for trying to sneak off the premises. If I leave it too long, I just jolly well know I'll end up eating all the provisions myself or just sharing them with a few of my closer friends. Anyway, I'll sleep on that one !
At choir practice yesterday, two of the more senior girls Claire Greene and Annabelle Salastina, who had been continually giggling throughout the hour, were called out to the front by Miss Darnelle after having been warned twice and each awarded two strokes of the senior girls' strap. Gosh, Miss Darnelle really knows how to use that piece of leather as she had both girls in tears by the time each of their hands had been punished. In addition, she also gave them both one hudred and fifty lines to write. I felt quite sorry for them because although I haven't yet received a hand strapping here at Avendale, it's a punishment my three sisters and I often receive at home from Blonde and Brunette mummy for such offences as poor table manners, not washing one's hands before a meal and for being generally slovenly. You wouldn't necessarily think so, but oh how that strap can jolly well sting !!
Neither Miss Annalinde nor Katie Webster have yet returned to school. I do hope they are both recovering well from their ailments and will be back amongst us soon. Even though I only met Katie briefly when I first arrived, I do feel we could become really good friends what with being the same age and having similar interests. It goes without saying that we are all desperately missing Miss Annalinde's calming influence on the junior blonde dorm. All the girls are always talking about her and it has become quite obvious how missed she has become.
Anyway, dearest diary, must close as if I don't finish my Maths homework for tomorrow, I'm going to be reminded of just how much the junior girls' strap can sting !!
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From: janet dolan <janetd33@xxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Wed Oct 6, 1999 2:44pm
Subject: Janet's evening
  	
Janet went out of Veronica's room and was a little confused. She wanted her
mentor to know about all the things she has learned, but on the other hand
really appreciated Veronica's sense of honour and honesty.

she once more made a resolution to be like her as much as possible. Her
bottom was a little tender. Veronica has spanked her over her knee and with
her hand only, but the she still felt the sting. She felt happy and in peace
with herself, in spite of the discomfort in her derriere as Miss Veronica
called it, because she was now absolved of her evasdropping sin.

She went to her bed and took her history book. The dorm was noisy as most of
the girls were there, and Janet decided to go to a quiet spot to read. She
had to memorize all the empresses names, or get in trouble. She would try to
ask for a bottom spanking but was afraid her request would be denied. She
really like art and want to get on Miss Joans wrong side. Walking to a quiet
corner in the building lobby she saw Elena and waved to her.

Elena came in and sat beside her. "What are you reading Janet?" "I have to
memorize the empress list for tomorrow, or I will be strapped". "But that's
so easy" laughed Elena. "For you" said Janet "I only learned about our
presidents. I hope I memorized the list well, could you examine me please?"

Elena, as usual friendly and ready to help smiled and took the book. Janet
stood and started to recite the list. She made only one small mistake,
mispronouncing Empress Melisande's name. Then Elena spent another 30 minutes
asking her a few questions about the Empresses and telling Janet a few more
things about them.

Suddenly Janet froze. She heard a familiar step, Terwillinger coming to the
dorm. "Quick Elena, go. If she thinks you are my friend she will pick on you
too" Janet moved swiftly to another chair and buried her face in her book.
Terwillinger entered the building, and as she was reaching the stairs paying
no attention to Elena who was going out, she noticed Janet. Terwillinger
changed direction and went to Janet, looming above the thin younger girl
like a shadow of doom.

"Don't forget my warning you little rat, or I will get you kicked back home,
to your hunting lessons" She said smiling a wicked smile. "You know honey,
that knife of yours may disappear and do some damage around here. Then the
owner will get the long birch and will be shipped home to the swamp". Janet
looked at her with disbelief. Terwillinger looked at her and said "Well, if
you help me out with some work, I might forget this idea. Let me know your
decision tomorrow at breakfast, and don't even think about going to this
prefect friend of yours, or I will get her in trouble too". She turned on
her heel and went up the stairs.

Janet looked in her book and seeing nothing, her eyes full with tears. All
her fears have come back like a giant wave covering her and smothering her
feeling of self assurance. She thought about going to the studio and hiding
the knife but knew she would have tro break open Miss Joans' drawer for
that. "This is what she wants me to do this no good black souled witch" she
thought.

"Only one thing to do, go to Miss Veronica. Maybe I'll wait till tomorrow
morning before breakfast, she looked so tired".

Janet went to her room, to sleep a fitful slumber, interrupted by nighmares
of Terwillinger aiming her own knife at her.
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From: Nicola - 3rd Year Avendale <skoolgirl@xxxxxx.xxxxxxxxx.xx.xxx>
Date: Wed Oct 6, 1999 3:55pm
Subject: dreams do come true
  	
Nikkis heart leaped with cartwheels of joy as Lynette gently took her hand
and led her towards the gardens. As they stood below the gentle shade of a
mighty willow time stood still, the distant autumn sunlight seemed warmer,
Nikki believed she may faint with anticipation and after Lynette spoke to
her Nikki could only whisper her reply through trembling lips..

Nicola ........but please call me Nikki

as she spoke the word she clasped Lynettes hand tighter....
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From: Kadorienne <kadorian@xxxxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Wed Oct 6, 1999 5:01pm
Subject: Veronica and Cynthia
  	
Cynthia swaggered into the Pupil's Common Room and marched straight to
the most comfortable seat, one upholstered in soft dark green material,
right next to the fireplace, currently occupied by a Charlene. "Blondie,
when a prefect enters the room, you stand up and offer her your seat,"
she ordered.

All the girls turned and looked at her. The blonde's eyes widened.
"There aren't any prefects in here," she said, her voice shaking a
little at being addressed so.

"Maybe not, but I will be one soon, just wait and see. And then you'd
better make sure you act respectful, or you'll be sorry. Now get out of
my seat, Blondie."

Charlene slowly rose and gave Cynthia her seat. She wished some older
brunettes were around -- even Joan and Suzanne wouldn't have acted like
this, or stood for this -- but of course there weren't. Cynthia wouldn't
have tried this if that had been the case.

Jinjur spoke up, smiling as if about to burst into laughter. "Why are
you so sure you're going to be a prefect, Cindy dear? Did Miss Maitland
tell you so?"

Cynthia eyed Jinjur warily, warningly. "Not yet. But it's only a matter
of time." She looked at Charlene, who was standing before her
uncertainly. "Go get me a cup of tea, Blondie."

Charlene poured a cup and handed it to the older girl.

"Annalinde and Veronica never talk to anyone like that," one of the
young brunettes said, trying to be brave.

Cynthia stood up and advanced on the girl. "Is that so? Well, you're all
just going to have to treat me with more respect than you do your
present prefects."

The brunette flushed, unable to back down. "We'll see about that when
you *are* a prefect."

The room seemed to grow even quieter. All the girls had been watching
Cynthia breathlessly, for her reputation had travelled. But now somehow
they were even more focused on her and her words. Conscious of her
audience, she drew herself up. "I sugggest you all do what I say from
now on, and hop to it, because if you don't, I'll tan your hides like
you won't believe."

"I don't think so."

The voice wasn't very loud, but its tone carried authority. Cynthia
whirled to see Veronica Bellemont standing in the doorway. The other
girls had all seen her a moment ago and had been breathlessly awaiting
what would follow.

Veronica felt almost preternaturally serene. She had been waiting for
the right moment, a moment when she would have an excuse to punish
Cynthia in front of as large an audience as possible. She'd never be
able to intimidate anyone so well after they'd seen her being whaled.

"Cynthia, here at Avendale only prefects and mistresses have the right
to 'tan hides' as you put it. And since I am a prefect, I see a hide
that could use some tanning right now. Bend over the table, please."

Cynthia's eyes bulged. "Can't we go up to your study?"

"One extra stroke for hesitating. Over the table, Terwillinger."

Cynthia looked around. The faces of the girls were eager. More girls
were coming in, too, as if a signal of some sort had been broadcast.
Melisande was coming in, looking very severe; she had gotten caned for
smoking that day. Janet also entered, her eyes warm as she gazed at her
"big sister".

Veronica lifted Cynthia's skirt, but not her petticoat. Glancing around,
she saw that one of the young brunettes had her books strapped together
with a leather belt. "May I borrow that, please?" Veronica asked. The
girl unfastened it and proffered it with alacrity.

"Now, Cynthia," Veronica said sternly, "if you're really prefect
material, you'll prove it by taking this strapping with a stiff upper
lip." She lifted her arm and struck. Cynthia flinched and moaned, and
all the girls seemed to sigh.

Veronica gave Cynthia a really hard strapping. The girl needed it, and
besides, Veronica was angry. This bully had threatened her own adopted
little sister! Cynthia tried to keep quiet, but the blows were too hard
and fast, and soon she was wailing aloud. It was a good thrashing, and
none of the spectators envied Cynthia.

When Cynthia had stopped wailing and was instead whimpering quietly,
Veronica handed the belt back to its owner. "Now, Cynthia, wouldn't you
like to write five hundred lines for me?"

"What?" Cynthia exclaimed in outrage.

"Oh, would you prefer a thousand?"

Cynthia tried to sound meek. "Oh, no, Miss Veronica, five hundred would
do nicely. I'd be delighted to do those for you."

"Mmm hmm. Tell you what. The next couple of evenings, I'm going to spend
evening study period in the library. You can go there with me so I can
watch you do your lines. Won't that be cozy? You may stand up now."

Cynthia stood up slowly, her face as red as her derriere doubtless was.
She looked at the gloating faces around her and saw only one way to save
face. "Thank you very much for disciplining me, Miss Veronica. I know I
needed it." She looked around. "I hope all of y'all will forgive me."

Veronica didn't put much stock in Cynthia's sincerity, and she was sure
the "y'all" was a dig, but instead she said, "And Cynthia, I notice you
have an awful lot of free time on your hands. It's making you... glum. I
think you'd better join the cricket team. I'll take you to try out
tomorrow." Veronica was trying to think of ways to put Cynthia under
more supervision. If some of her time and energy was taken up with
sports, she wouldn't have as much of either for causing mischief.
Veronica put a friendly arm around Cynthia's shoulders. "You took that
thrashing pretty well, Cynthia. I hope I won't have to give you another
one. But I'd hate to see you ruin your chances of becoming a prefect by
some silly little mistake, so I'll just keep an extra close watch on
you, all right?"

Veronica was being sly, of course. Everyone but Cynthia knew there was
no way she would ever be made a prefect. But now Cynthia had been
humiliated in front of everyone, and Veronica had given her a way to
save face: to go along with the pretense that she wanted to be good and
was glad to accept Veronica's help in the matter.

"You're too kind, Miss Veronica," Cynthia murmured. She was feeling
warmed inside from the strapping she had received, and Veronica's
companionable arm around her felt unaccountably pleasant. Cynthia had
received very few demonstrations of friendship in her life, and scarcely
knew what they were.

But now she was trapped! She was going to have to write all those
blasted lines herself, and that barbaric Culverian was going to make her
join the stupid cricket team! Now she was going to have to force herself
to be completely good and sappy sweet to everybody for a while, until
the Perfect Prefect was convinced she had reformed and left her alone.
She wouldn't do a single thing that was even slightly naughty until
Veronica's vigilance was relaxed, she promised herself. She set herself
to the game at once. Little Charlene had resumed her seat by the fire.
When Veronica released her and sat down, Cynthia poured some tea -- a
pot and several cups were always kept on the table during the afternoons
and evenings -- and gave it to Charlene. She tried to think of something
gallant to say, but all she could come up with was, "Lemon?"

Charlene declined the lemon. Next Cynthia brought Veronica a cup and sat
on the floor next to her, listening to her conversation with Janet and
the other brunettes, rarely saying anything. But even though for most of
the afternoon she was quite consciously playing a game of being good,
there were a few minutes here and there when Veronica made an effort to
include her in the talk, and Cynthia forgot that she was only pretending
and felt as if she actually belonged with these well-behaved,
namby-pamby, goody-goody, happy, confident girls.

Which was exactly what Veronica had hoped to achieve.
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From: <aaclinkinbeard@xxxxxxx.xxx>
Date: Thu Oct 7, 1999 0:05am
Subject: Angel of sunshine...
  	
Lynette sung softly as she made ready for bed. She had
met her angel this afternoon. Her name was Nikki.
Half-dreaming she bathed... her mind envisioning Nikki's
sweet form emerging from the ocean under pale moonlight.
Her wet hair caressing her divine shoulders. Lynette
blushed.... these thoughts were not appropriate for Nikki.
She was an angel of purity! Oh, but the way she walked!

That angel conjured strong feelings of devotion and adoration
mixed with a tempest of desire. Lynette wanted to know
everything about Nikki, her family, her hobbies everything!
Most of all she wanted to touch that golden hair that moved
like spun sunshine.

Sleep came easy for Lynette that night. She knew she would
see Nikki in the morning. Perhaps Nikki would allow Lynette
to carry her books to class? Lynette felt so shy and so bold.
She was truly enchanted by this sweet girl.
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From: <AnnalindeC@xxx.xxx>
Date: Thu Oct 7, 1999 4:13am
Subject: Annalinde Home Again!
  	
Hello, everyone!

Here I am again after my travels with my aunt! It is lovely to be here
again and see all the golden leaves of our Avendale autumn, though I confess
it feels quite chilly after the south. It was Autumn there too, but a warm,
sunny Autumn - though apparently it gets cold once the winter really sets in
there.

I hope every one has been good while I was away. I have missed you, though
I confess my unexpected holiday was truly delightful. I've lots of schoolwork
to catch up with now, though!

If any of you want to come and see me, please do - oh, and to Georgina and
Malena, Alexis and Emma. Please don't worry at all about that little incident
just before I left. It is all over now, and Miss Veronica tells me that Emma
is getting *so* much better. Do come to my study if any of you have any
problems.

And now I *must* get on with all that piled-up schoolwork. That is the
trouble with these unexpected vacations in the middle of term. I shouldn't
have missed it for anything, though.

Annalinde
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From: Rebecca Fleming <becky_fleming@xxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Thu Oct 7, 1999 9:26am
Subject: Rebecca Fleming Arrives (brunette, 16)
  	
"So this is the fabulous 'Avendale School For Young
Ladies', huh?" 16-year-old brunette Rebecca Fleming
said to no one in particular. "It doesn't look all
that great to ME!"

It had been a very long journey and Becky was tired
and cranky. She was not at all happy about being sent
to this strange new school called Avendale.

She had been perfectly content attending the local
school in her town. But her aunt had gotten tired of
Becky's increasing unruliness and had located this
school in faraway Quirinelle.

Life had been rough for young Becky. Both her mothers
had been killed in an airplane accident when she was
11. Her aunt took her in to avoid having Becky sent
to an orphanage.

Aunt Theodora was heiress to a large estate, and
chairwoman of a number of philantrophic organizations.
These took up so much of her time that she had little
to spare for a growing girl.

Most of Becky's care was delegated to a series of
nannies and governesses. None of these workers stayed
longer than six months. They all left in frustration,
telling her aunt that Rebecca was undisciplined and
unmanageable.

At first, Aunt Theodora did not authorise the use of
corporal punishment. At the pleading of Governess No.
5, she finally gave in. Becky was given an occasional
spanking or paddling. However, she only changed her
behavior slightly. Governess No. 5 finally quit in
frustraton.

The last straw occurred that winter. Becky had
taken to climbing out of her bedroom window while the
rest of the house was asleep. She was running wild
with a very bad crowd. One night the police brought
her home after catching her drinking with some of her
teenage friends.

Aunt Theodora was at wit's end. Becky's grades, which
had once been very good, had recently slipped to C's
and D's. This drinking episode was the last straw.
When asked just what did she think she was doing,
Becky's response was, "I don't CARE!"

The prospectus for Avendale had stated that strict
discipline and corporal punishment was used to control
the girls' behaviour. It was this feature, along with
Avendale's prestigious reputation, that caused Mrs
Fleming to apply for Rebecca's admission.

From Becky's point of view, however, she had been sent
to prison. She stood at the entrance to the school,
her suitcases at her feet, feeling very angry and
very, very, alone.

Finally, she picked up her suitcases and went to look
for her dormitory. She wondered if the girls here
were stuck up little princesses, or decent people.
She supposed she would find out soon.





=====
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From: <Kitten1776@xxx.xxx>
Date: Thu Oct 7, 1999 7:49am
Subject: Re: Annalinde Home Again!
  	
Miss Annalinde,

It is so very good to see you home again and looking so well! We have missed
you dreadfully!

We have so enjoyed the letters you sent us telling us about all the wonderful
sights and foods and everything you experienced!

I won't keep you now, as I am sure you are busy with all your unpacking and
catching up on your schoolwork. I just wanted to say Welcome Back!

Respectfully,

Alexis Harrington
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From: <Elaryn@xxx.xxx>
Date: Thu Oct 7, 1999 9:27am
Subject: Cynthia's Decision
  	
Cynthia’s Decision

Cynthia regarded Jinjur Quinbury for a long moment. Jinjur, for her part, smiled pertly and gently clapped one of her hands against the other, pantomiming a spanking, then grinned and pretended to swing a cane. Cynthia’s scowl deepened.

“Oh, and I just though of one other thing that might help you to decide,” said Jinjur in a light voice. “Canings from Mistresses are always noted in the Punishment Book. ‘The Ultimate Sanction,’ you know. Mummies do tend to learn of them.” Jinjur watched the brunette shifting from foot to foot, her brows knitted. She had to admit she enjoyed this little display of power, however small it might be. Here was a brunette, larger and stronger than she, yet helpless before her, her future in Jinjur’s little hands.

Cynthia exhaled explosively. “Very well, you little demon, but I warn you—“

“Tut, tut, madame! ‘Little demon,’ am I? That will earn you extra strokes. Remember: we must submit ourselves to chastening to be cleansed of our iniquity.” The words Jinjur spoke were ancient wisdom, of course and the basis of a Solemn Truth of life, but Jinjur uttered them with a smile, and her green eyes twinkled mischievously.

Cynthia almost smiled for a moment, so enticing was Jinjur’s expression. “When?”

“’Do not put off a spanking tomorrow when you can spank today,’” paraphrased Jinjur, enjoying this situation more and more.

“Where?”

Jinjur put a dainty finger to her lips. “Follow me. I know a nice, private place where we are unlikely to be discovered.” So saying, Jinjur held out her hand to Cynthia, who hesitated for a brief moment, then clasped the proffered hand in hers.

The appointed place was indeed secluded. It was out-of-doors and included a large, moss-covered rock and was surrounded by shrubbery. Jinjur seated herself ever so daintily upon the rock and beckoned to Cynthia. “Come across my knee, Cynthia.” She patted her lap in invitation. With a sour look, Cynthia came across Jinjur’s knee and settled herself. Jinjur took her time preparing the penitente before her, carefully drawing aside skirt, then petticoat, to reveal a white-knicker-clad derriere that filled the white cotton garment most charmingly. Cynthia was not slender, but she had a nice shape. Jinjur draped her left arm around Cynthia’s waist, raised her right arm and struck, bringing her hand flat and firm across Cynthia’s bottom.

Cynthia suppressed a surprised yelp; blonde though she was, Jinjur was a healthy young lady. The first smack stung more than Cynthia had anticipated. Perhaps, she thought, this will be more than just a ‘dolly spanking.’ Jinjur continued that spanking, paying almost loving attention to Cynthia’s thighs, where she could still faintly discern the traces from where Veronica had switched her. “Oh, my! It does look as if someone was a naughty girl,” remarked Jinjur gleefully. “I shall spank you there, just to help you remember the previous lesson.” Jinjur then laid careful, deliberate smacks over the traces, and Cynthia really did yelp and flailed her feet helplessly.

“Oh! That hurt, you--- ”

Jinjur tsked, and said in mock-serious tones, “There seems to be a spirit of rebellion within you, Cynthia. We will have to beat it out.”

“I have changed my mind,” the young bully cried in distress. She wriggled like a hooked fish, trying to flop her way off Jinjur’s lap.

Jinjur held her fast, marvelling at her own new-found strength. “No matter how hard you wiggle, you naughty child, I can still find your bottom,” she declared gaily, with good-hearted mirth in her voice. “You must need this very, very badly, else you would not squirm so.” Jinjur aimed a volley of smacks on the seat, feeling the force of the blows reverberate through her own body.

It was a long, leisurely spanking, and Jinjur enjoyed every smack, every cry and every wriggle her victime made. Cynthia was, by turns, angry, plaintive and finally, limp and unresisting across Jinjur’s lap. When Jinjur finally finished, her arm was very tired, almost aching from exertion, and Cynthia’s thighs were very red. Jinjur could only imagine what her bottom looked like! Carefully, delicately, she slipped one hand inside Cynthia’s knickers. Yes, she was very warm there, wasn’t she? Jinjur nipped with small, sharp fingernails on Cynthia’s inner thigh, drawing from Cynthia a distressed squeal. Jinjur felt herself almost swooning with delight. She held Cynthia on her lap for several, delightful minutes, feeling the brunette’s heat and savoring her submission. Finally, Jinjur declared, “There! That was utterly delightful. Ever so much better than the cane from dear Miss Maitland, ne c’est pas? You may stand.” She released her hold from the larger girl’s waist.

Despite her sore seat, Cynthia had to agree. “I suppose so,” she murmured as she stood. She noted a sense of quiet and peacefulness within herself, the like of which she had not felt since Veronica had switched her that day. Jinjur was smiling up at her from her seated position, and the twinkle in her green eyes seemed fanned to a passionate flame. Something melted inside Cynthia suddenly, and she stooped and lifted the blonde into her arms and kissed her soft mouth. Jinjur lifted her arms and twined them about Cynthia’s neck, returning the kiss with ardor. Cynthia’s sturdy form felt hot against hers – hot and solid and comforting, and never before had Jinjur seen such an expression in Cynthia’s eyes before – warm, loving and loved, peaceful and content.

“You see – a little spanking does a pette a world of good,” declared Jinjur with an impish smile.

The girls held each other for a long moment before separating. Cynthia’s head was spinning with sensations. Her heart and mind felt full and content. Her breath came is short gasps, and her face was flushed. Jinjur was excited, too, and very, very pleased with herself. Take one bully, she thought, add a good spanking and a kiss or two, and all is well again. Jinjur Quinbury’s Secret Recipe for Bully Control!
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From: <EmmaEilise@a...>
Date: Thu Oct 7, 1999 9:42am
Subject: Re: Annalinde Home Again!
  	
Hello Miss Annalinde!

I missed you terribly!! I am so glad you are back now to take care of us.
Miss Annalinde, I must confess...I behaved simply disgraceful while you were
gone. I'm sure Miss Veronica told you of all the times she had to discipline
me...and unfortunately, there will be one more night of punishment for me. I
have written almost all of my lines but there are still 50 to go...and my
hand is dreadfully tired. I have decided to accept punishment (I am hoping
that Veronica goes easy on me again like last night) and finish the lines
tomorrow.

I wish you were here last week Annalinde....I bet you would not have spanked
me nearly as hard as Veronica did...or forced me to write 400 lines either!
While I realize now that Veronica was just correcting me for my own good
because she cares about me (and I am greatful for that)...I still think she
was very harsh on my tender bottom. Anyways....I digress.... Welcome
back!

Love,
Emma
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From: <Lexi@t...>
Date: Thu Oct 7, 1999 2:08pm
Subject: Alessandra's Arrival
  	
Alessandra Kirrin had thoroughly enjoyed the long journey to Avendale.
Her few travels in the past had been limited to rather short distances.
Since her blonde mother's death many years before, Alessandra had had a
very loving, if rather restrictive upbringing by her brunette mother in
their sparsely inhabited hometown in Culveria. However, Alessandra was
growing up, and her brunette mother had felt that it was high time that
she be properly educated in her blonde mother's native land of Quirinelle.
So strong were her brunette mother's wishes that Alessandra was actually
allowed to make the long trek to Quirinelle all alone, as her brunette
mother was much too busy to travel at this time. Although she was only
twelve years old, Alessandra felt very grown up, traveling off to school
quite on her own. However, once she found herself on the steps of Avendale,
Alessandra suddenly felt very small, and very scared. She was not so grown
up after all-- she was just a little blonde, miles away from home in a
strange place.
The large wooden front door suddenly appeared to be very forbidding.
Looking up at it, Alessandra decided to walk about the grounds a bit to
build up her courage before entering the school building. Grasping her
valise tightly, she walked quickly down the stairs and across the grass,
towards a large oak. Alessandra set her valise down and sat beneath the
oak's broad canopy. She gazed about her in wonder for some time. She had
always loved gardens, and Avendale had a splendid one. She especially loved
the trees. They all seemed to have such different personalities.
After a time, Alessandra reached into her valise and pulled out a
leather-bound notebook and a pen. She opened the notebook and began to
write, looking up every so often at a willow directly across from her.
"A tall, slim tree, its branches raised like graceful arms to the sky.
The higher limbs sway gently, independently of one another, yet also in a
kind of overall order and harmony.
The thin, wavy, white upper branches appear almost black against the
blue sky. The fluttering leaves sparkle as they dance amid the sun's rays."
A shadow fell across Alessandra's notebook. She looked up to see an
older brunette in the school's uniform and wearing a badge towering over her.
Alessandra instantly sensed an air of self-assurance and command about this
girl. She guessed that this brunette must be a prefect.
Alessandra shoved her notebook into her valise and jumped up quickly.
She smoothed her hair and skirt anxiously, as she remembered, too late, that
her letter of acceptance to Avendale had specifically directed her to report
to the Headmistress' office promptly upon her arrival.
The prefect smiled warmly at Alessandra. "Well, hello. My name is
Veronica, and I am a prefect here at Avendale. What might be your name?"
Alessandra looked up at the older girl and began nervously. "I'm Lexi--
uh, well, I mean-" She stopped and took a deep breath. "My name is
Alessandra Kirrin. I'm twelve years old, and I'm very new here."
"Well, I'm very glad to make your acquaintance. But why are you out here
all by yourself? And you haven't unpacked yet, I see."
Alessandra flushed guiltily. "No, Miss Veronica. I-- well, you see, I
was supposed to report to the Headmistress, but I was feeling sort of… of sad,
so I thought I would come and sit out here in the garden. I was brought up in
the country, you see. The garden reminds me of home."
Veronica put an arm comfortingly around the small blonde's shoulders.
"It's all right to feel a bit homesick. Most of the girls feel that way at
first. Don't worry, it will pass."
"Thank you for understanding, Miss Veronica." Alessandra's grateful
smile illuminated her entire face. It was as if a switch had been flipped.
Veronica could not help giving her a big smile in return, as she noted that
this new little girl was really quite adorable when she smiled.
"You are very welcome, Alessandra. However, in the future, please
remember that disobedience is against the rules at Avendale. You should
not have gone into the garden if you were directed to report to the
Headmistress' office."
Alessandra ducked her head in shame. "Yes, Miss Veronica," she said
meekly. "I am very sorry."
"You may go and tell the headmistress so, then," said Veronica, guiding
the younger girl back towards the school. "I believe she has been expecting
you for sometime. You must explain your tardiness to her."
Alessandra gulped. She had been so looking forward to beginning school--
what a shame to start off on the wrong note with the Headmistress by
tardiness! "Is the Headmistress very stern?" she faltered.
Veronica replied, "She is rather strict when correcting girls' faults;
but when you have been at Avendale longer, I know you will find that she is
very kind and just." She took Alessandra's hand, and led her inside.
Alessandra knew that she would be very happy at Avendale, at least once
she got settled in. As for the present, she hoped that the Headmistress would
not be too cross with her for her tardiness…
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From: Nicola - 3rd Year Avendale <skoolgirl@s...>
Date: Thu Oct 7, 1999 4:01pm
Subject: confusion and anticipation
  	
Nicola awoke anxious the darkness of the night still hanging over the dorm, she had dreamt of Lynette, imagined her sweet ruby lips kissing hers, toying with her beautiful hair, touching her soft skin. Nicola could wait no longer she rose silently as her dorm chums slept the dreams of contented souls. Carefully she opened the heavy wooden door and stole along the passage to the brunettes dorm, heart pounding, lost in recklessness she opened the door looking for her prey. Like the barn owl of the night she swooped on the object of her desire, stealing a gentle kiss off Lynettes check, she longed too stay, to snuggle beside her but reluctantly she sped away.
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From: Tanya <Tanya@c...>
Date: Thu Oct 7, 1999 4:24pm
Subject: Welcome back Miss Annalinde
  	
Georgina de la Falaise Tanya@c...



Dear Miss Annalinde,

Just a short note to welcome you back to Avendale. This morning when I awoke and surveyed the day outside, I noticed that Dea had sent the most beautiful blue sky and I felt convinced something good was going to happen. It goes without saying that we've all missed you tremendously and hope you have now completely recovered.
I'm pleased to report that since the events of just prior to your leaving, we've all made an extra effort to behave as young ladies should and generally stay out of trouble. Last Saturday, Miss Veronica very kindly escourted a number of us in to Avenbridge for a little shopping and a cinema visit. We truly had the most enjoyable afternoon and only wished you could have joined us.
Miss Annalinde, I must tell you there's a real excitement in and around our dorm this evening knowing that you are back with us safe and sound.

Respectfully yours,
Georgina
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From: <EmmaEilise@a...>
Date: Thu Oct 7, 1999 0:42pm
Subject: Re: Rebecca Fleming Arrives (brunette, 16)
  	
Emma strolled along, not caring about the lines still to write, or the
homework to do, or the time passing by. She was content, if only for a few
minutes, to be out enjoying the warm sun on this crisp, autumn day. Movement
up ahead jolted her out of her temporary daydream, and Emma noticed for the
first time a new girl walking toward her. More and more new girls were
arriving daily! This one was different though. For starters, she wasn't
wearing that perma-smile that most of the other girls that came to Avendale
for the first time wore. In fact, she did not look happy *at all* to be
here. Emma could relate to that feeling too....she didn't really jump for
joy to find out she was being transferred to yet *another* new school either.
Also, this girl seemed a lot like Emma, both having brunette hair like
Emma's and being around the same age as well.

Emma sauntered up and introduced herself. "Hi, I'm Emma." "I'm Rebecca" an
unhappy voice mumbled back. "I don't mean to be nosy, but is something wrong
? I mean, you don't seem to want to be here at all. When I first came, I was
the same way...I was kind of forced to be here. And I'm still not sure I
like it....the girls are wicked nice, and even the prefects too I suppose,
but the rules are SO strict here! I'm sorry...I always babble on so..."
"That's ok." replied Rebecca, "Actually, I DON'T want to be here, but don't
really have a choice."

The two girls walked toward the front doors, chatting the entire way. They
had a lot in common right from the start. Aside from being the same age and
hair color, they both had very similiar attitudes and temperments. They also
both admitted to causing an occasional amount of trouble for fun, and hating
to be told what to do... Yes, Emma decided, they were going to be good
friends....
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From: <AnnalindeC@a...>
Date: Thu Oct 7, 1999 2:07pm
Subject: To Emma
  	
Dear Emma,

Thank you for your kind welcome. I should certainly have punished you if I
hadn't fallen ill just at that moment, and I don't at all know that I should
have been any gentler than Miss Veronica. However, I think you know now that
I should have done it because I care for you, just as Miss Veronica does.

I am very glad to find you so much improved in your understanding of things
- you know, I was a touch worried about you before I left, but I think you
will settle in very nicely.

Do come and see me if you ever want help or anything. Being a brunette you
are really Miss Veronica's bunny, but brunettes sometimes come to me.

With love,

Annalinde
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From: <AnnalindeC@a...>
Date: Thu Oct 7, 1999 2:07pm
Subject: Hello Alexis and Georgina
  	
Hello my blonde bunnies. How nice of you to greet me. I am so glad you had
such an enjoyable visit to Avenbridge - it is a darling little town, isn't
it? I can still remember my first visit there when I was even younger than
you are. A party of us bunnies (yes, I was one then) were taken in by an
*adorable* brunette senior called Angela Myrtle.

Oh I had *such* a crush on Angela in my first year. She has left the school
now and she is at Milchford and has published a book of poems which are
considered very good by the critics. I often wonder if I shall meet her when
I go up to Milchers.

I am so glad you are excited I am back. Did you ever have that gramophone
meeting? Or shall we organise it now?

Love to you both,

Annalinde
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From: <elaryn@a...>
Date: Thu Oct 7, 1999 6:08pm
Subject: Annalinde Returns At Last!
  	
Elena Dierrian was beside herself with delight. Miss Annalinde Chelverton had returned to Avendale after a brief illness and a vacation. Now, she thought, if only my dear friend, Katie Webster would return, all would be perfect.

She sat down at her little writing desk and began,

"My Dearest Miss Annalinde,"

She stared at the paper for long while before crumpling it up and tossing it in the wastebasket. No, that would never do, Elena decided. Little fool, she is not ‘your’ Miss Annalinde. And calling her ‘Dearest’ is far too forward. What *were* you thinking?

“Dear Miss Annalinde,” would have to do, though to Elena’s mind, it seemed to lack a certain affectionate tone. Oh, dear! I want to show her I care for her, but I do not want to be overly familiar, and yet, I do want to be a *little* familiar, because she is so very dear and sweet and seems to care so very much for me and knows my heart better than I do.

Elena thought back to the time she had requested a caning for being out of bed after lights-out and for having contradictory thoughts. Dear, dear Miss Annalinde seemed to know exactly what was in her heart and administered a single, perfect stroke with her prefect’s cane that burned like fire, yet restored her inner balance so wonderfully. Surely that must be what the older girls refer to as “having a rapport” with senior girl or Mistress! I wonder, she thought if one girl can be en rapport with another but the other girl does not feel that way about the first girl? No, she decided, that would go against the Golden Order. If rapport existed, *surely* both girls must feel it. Did it ever happen that one girl loved another, but the other did not know?

She continued with, “I am ever so glad you are returned to Avendale, at last. I have missed you so much, and I know the other girls have missed you, too. Avendale is sunnier for your presence.” Elena smiled with pleasure; ‘The world is sunnier for your presence.’ was a compliment her brunette Mummy used to her blonde Mummy, and Elena remembered that her blonde Mummy always blushed and smiled with pleasure when she heard it.

“I have tried hard to be a good girl and obey the rules and study hard.” Fool, she chided herself, what *else* would you have done? Would you have misbehaved and shamed your school and your family simply because Miss Annalinde were not present? After more consideration, she let the phrase stand and continued with, “Please, when you are able and have time, I should like to hear all about your travels. I thank Dea for bringing you safely back home to Avendale,

“Love,

“Elena Dierrian”

There – all done! Elena then took several minutes to decorate the note with carefully hand-drawn flowers. She then added a postscript, “In Autumn, the flowers in the Garden do not bloom. These blossoms do not smell as sweet at the ones in the Garden, but mayhap will bloom longer for you.”

She carefully folded the note and made her way quickly to Miss Annalinde’s study to deliver the note.
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From: Kadorienne <kadorian@b...>
Date: Thu Oct 7, 1999 6:52pm
Subject: Veronica to Annalinde
  	
Dear Annalinde,

Welcome back! I'm glad you enjoyed your vacation, but I'm glad you're
back; my right arm was getting awfully sore.

Emma's behavior and attitude are much improved. Still, she may need some
more adjustment in time; do you know she was never spanked before coming
to Avendale? I had to give her a thorough paddling, but I also lectured
her about how we discipline girls because we care about them, and she
seems to understand that now.

But listen, I'm sorry to have to share unpleasant news so soon after
your return, but as one prefect to another I absolutely must warn you
about Cynthia Terwillinger. Keep an eye on her, because she is a bully
of the first rank. Never mind how I know, but she caught one of the
other girls in some mischief and blackmailed her into doing some of her
homework for her! But I took care of that, and I won't give her victim's
name because I don't want to stain her reputation now that she's been
punished.

Last night I strapped Cynthia in front of a whole room full of girls. I
don't generally do that, as you know, but I know she's been bullying a
lot of girls, and if they've seen her get a good thrashing, they won't
be so easily intimidated by her. Afterwards, I tried to make Cynthia
feel like part of the school, tried to draw her into the camaraderie. I
think I did make a little bit of an impression on her, but I also think
it's going to take a lot more to truly reform her, bless her heart. So
please, help me keep an eye on her. Ah... if you notice any blondes
keeping company with her, perhaps you could have a word with them. I'm
certain Cynthia wouldn't be above, well, taking a liberty or two, if a
blonde were imprudent enough to allow it.

All the girls are so glad you're back. You don't know how missed you
were! Oh, I got some candies for your supply this weekend; I escorted a
lot of the younger girls into Avenbridge on Saturday.

Look at this little wooden boat! My fellow Confederette, Janet Dolan,
carved it for me. Isn't it good? Miss Joans got all excited when she saw
it and declared that she had talent and is teaching her to sculpt. Young
Janet's certainly full of potential, isn't she? Smart as a whip, too --
do you know she's here on a scholarship? Oh, I know her grammar isn't
good, but I'm sure that by the end of the year she be speaking much more
nicely.

(Annalinde smiles indulgently at Veronica's bragging over her young
protegee)

Well, I suppose I'd better let you get back to your schoolwork. Let me
know if you need anything, as always, and we're all so glad to have you
back!

Sincerely,

Veronica Bellemont
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From: <EmmaEilise@a...>
Date: Thu Oct 7, 1999 5:04pm
Subject: Re: To Emma
  	
Emma mindlessly picks up one lock of long, shiny hair and begins to twirl, as
she often does when she is deep in thought. Rolling through her mind are the
events that happened at Avendale since last week when she arrived. Over and
over again her mind strays back to thoughts of the humiliating spankings she
has endured this week. Now that the stinging and throbbing feelings have left
her bottom, the spankings seem like a fuzzy memory. It's still almost hard
to believe that they even happened.

The problem with this is that now Emma has only written 350 lines, and just
does not feel like writing the other 50. Emma realizes that they were due
tonight; and also that Miss Veronica will come looking for them soon if she
does not turn them in. But frankly, Emma feels like she has done more than
enough writing for her punishment.....and honestly, another 50 lines won't
mean the difference between learning the lesson or not learning the lesson.

Still, Emma is feeling a bit uneasy about her open defiance yet again. She
wants to please Miss Veronica, but at the same time needs to feel like she
has control over the situation (by not writing the lines). She wants to be
good, but can't resist the temptation of doing what she wants to do instead
of what she is told to do.

Emma suddenly thinks..."Maybe Miss Annalinde can help!" Maybe she will talk
to Miss Veronica and tell her to forget about those last lines. Maybe she
will tell Miss Veronica I have done enough. Even though she is not Emma's
prefect, Emma can't help but feel some kind of connection to her
somehow...and maybe Annalinde shares that feeling as well.

With a renewed feeling of ease, Emma gracefully saunters over to Annalindes
room and knocks confidently three times.

Knock, knock, knock......
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From: <aaclinkinbeard@h...>
Date: Fri Oct 8, 1999 2:15am
Subject: First Kiss
  	
Lynette had slept very peacefully in her bed that night. She
did not notice Nikki stealing in or the kiss but instead dream
t it. You can imagine she was surprised to notice Nikki's lip
color on her cheek when she washed before breakfast.

Lynette's mind raced all day. When tea time came around
she had a plan. Through out tea Lynette gave Nikki subtle
looks. She could see Nikki growing anxious with each smile
they shared. She though Nikki would let the cat-out-of-the-bag
when she asked her how she slept last night! When they were
dismissed Lynette calmly took her hand and suggested they
go for a walk in the garden.

Once they were out of sight Lynette gently caressed Nikki's
cheek. She spoke of a theft last night in her dorm room;
someone had broken in and tried to take something very
rare and valuable. The thief had tried to take what was only
to be given. Lynette traced her fingers across Nikki's petal
soft lips. She asked Nikki if she knew what this was? Nikki
blushed deeply and looked away. Lynette took Nikki's cheek
in her fingers softly and looking deeply in her eyes whispered
softly "I am going to give you what you were looking for now."
With that she gently brought their lips together and gave her first kiss.
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From: Tanya <Tanya@xxxxxxxxxxxxxxx.xxxxxxxxx.xx.xxx>
Date: Fri Oct 8, 1999 6:57am
Subject: Georgina to Miss Annalinde
  	
From Georgina ds la Falaise Tanya@c...


Dear Miss Annalinde,

Thank you so much for your note. I saw you this morning briefly from the upstairs window overlooking the courtyard but couldn't attract your attention despite some frantic waving on my part. I must say you do look much refreshed after your break in the far south with your auntie. I can't wait to hear more about it when you have some free time.
Unfortunately, we were not able to have the gramophone party after all. Miss Serelique felt that after the events of two weekends ago, we should not be allowed to have such a treat. Do you think it's too soon to ask whether we may be allowed to reschedule it for the near future? I do so hope we can as I know all the girls were so looking forward to it and I do feel in a large way responsible for it not having taken place because of my hare-brained involvement in the "sneak-out" Once again, I apologise for that.

Respectfully Yours
Georgina.
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From: Delores Maybridge <MissMaybridge@a...>
Date: Fri Oct 8, 1954 2:46pm
Subject: Technical Points
  	
Girls,

I see with my *all-seeing-eye* that some girls have set their
preference to "WebOnly/No elektrapost" which means that messages from the
list do not go to their postboxes, but they read them on the web. Or do
*not* read them on the web.

From now onwards, if anyone wants to have their setting as
"WebOnly/NoEmail" or indeed "Daily Digest" they are to apply to myself or
the headmistress, and permission will only be granted under special
circumstances.

So, will the girls who have recently changed their settings to
this, please change it *back* to receiving ordinary elektrapost messages
from the list, or it will be assumed that they no longer want to
participate in Avendale.

I have said before, and I shall say again, this list is for players
*only*. Non-contributors will be removed.

Delores Maybridge (Miss)
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From: thorny <krstrob@s...>
Date: Fri Oct 8, 1999 3:54pm
Subject: Dearest Mummies
  	
Dearest Mummies:

How are the two of you doing? I miss you with all of my heart. I do
not fell that I fit in here. I do not fell smart enough to be here.
Mummies I want to come home to you so bad. I promise that if you let me
come home I will do so well in public school. I will not get into any
touble I promise. I miss our nights of sitting around the fire and
reading great novels to one another. I miss listening to Blonde mummy
play the piano. I miss everything about being at home. Please, mummies
let me come home and I will become the best girl in the whole world.

Your Daughter,

Sabrina McCloud

Sabrina flods the letter and puts it into an envlope. Then she lies on
her bed and cries herself to sleep
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From: Malena Franklin <malena43@h...>
Date: Fri Oct 8, 1999 8:58am
Subject: visit to Miss Annalinde
  	
Friday afternoon

A very shaky me decides to go and see Miss Annalinde and welcome her
back. I walk over to blondes dorm and knock quietly on Miss Annalindes door.
I have butterflies in my stomach but keep myself certain this is what I
shall do.
I open and walks in and says how glad I am Miss Annalinde is back and that I
am sorry for my behaviour before her departure and that I was so glad for
Your letter telling me it was all over.
I feel so happy we have two so fair prefects....My respect and admiration is
real genuine.....thinks with so admiration of Miss Veronicas way of dealing
with Cynthia...such a good example of leadership and Miss Annalinde Your so
trustfully way of taking me up again after my shameful prank letting it be
over and done with...
I give You a welcome rose and wish I can prove to be a better girl and know
You better....

Malena Franklin
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From: <aaclinkinbeard@h...>
Date: Fri Oct 8, 1999 4:22pm
Subject: Lynette worries about Sabrina
  	
Lynette walked into the brunette dorm room very happy.
Today was a day like no other. As she walked over to
her bed at the end of the room, she passed by Sabrina
McCloud's bed close to hers. Lynette thought she heard
soft weeping sounds? Surprised and quite concerned
she sat on the Sabrina's bed. Gently she put her hand
on her back and rubbed it softly. Quietly she whispered
"Do you want to talk?" Lynette felt ashamed of not noticing
how Sabrina felt before now. She could hear her brunette
mother's admonishments about being so selfish. She
should have realized how lonely it would be for a girl
so much younger. "Please... don't cry. Talk to me?"
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From: <fateful@g...>
Date: Fri Oct 8, 1999 4:26pm
Subject: Caitlen's Arrival
  	
Caitlen Ramsey Ash stood just outside of the main door of the Avendale
School for Girls taking in it's sweeping architecture and beutiful
landscape. 'Perhaps this wont be so bad after all,' she thought. It was
always a challenge starting at a new school, particularly mid-semester, but
her mummies had been insistant that she be withdrawn from her former school
after that scandal with Miss Alcott and Miss Arlington... no, it was better
not to think of that now. Caitlen shook her head softly, chiding herself
for the momentary lapse in her near fearless countenace, she was, after all
fifteen years old, hardly a child anymore, not that she had ever really been
your average child. Fearless and strongly independant she prided herself on
never needing anyone, a major flaw in most other people she had met, no,
Caitlen felt secure in the fact that there was nothing she couldn't get
through on her own, including this. Straightening her posture, head held
high she marched through the imposing front door of the school determinedly,
then paused once inside, realizing she hadn't the slightest idea in which
direction she would find the headmistress. "Ah, well," she spoke softly to
herself moving off in an unknown direction, "I suppose I'll just wander
around until I find it, I'm bound to run into someone..."
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From: <Carriebink@a...>
Date: Fri Oct 8, 1999 0:39pm
Subject: Carrie doesn't quite bump into Sabrina
  	
Carrie Binks was challenging the land-speed record along the science corridor
when she nearly ran into a brunette. She pulled up sharply, remembering her
first encounter with Miss Veronica. She did *try* to walk along the
corridors, but all her instincts were against it.

The girl she had almost collided with did not utter a single "road hog" or
"watch where you're going". In fact she did not seem to see Carrie at all,
which made Carrie look at her all the more closely. It was Sabrina, and her
eyes were red and puffy as if she had been crying.

"Hello Sabrina," said Carrie. "Haven't seen you for ages." She knew that
"are you all right?" is often the last thing you want to hear when you
aren't, so she didn't say it.

"Hello," said Sabrina without much animation.

That was the trouble with *not* saying "are you all right?"

"I say," said Carrie, "I know it's none of my business, but you don't look
as carefree as you used to."

"I don't feel carefree," said Sabrina.

"Why not?"

"I don't think I fit in here. I'm not smart enough. I'm not like the
others."

"That's silly. I remember your contribution to Miss Serelique's debate. I
thought it was topping. I couldn't have done as well myself. Also I think you
have dramatic talent. I mean, look at the way you carry yourself. You always
impress."

"Do I?"

"I think so. You know I think now there are a few more brunettes about we
should try to get some more of us together. Miss Veronica was always helpful
about anything like that. Is there anything you would like us to do?'

Sabrina considered...
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From: <AnnalindeC@a...>
Date: Fri Oct 8, 1999 0:40pm
Subject: Annalinde to Veronica
  	
Dear Veronica,

It is so nice to be back. I am glad Emma seems so much better now. I was
wondering if she would be a troublesome type, but now she just seems to be
high-spirited but a nice girl.

Thank you for warning me about Cynthia Terwilliger. She always seemed very
upright and well-behaved to me, which just shows you can't always tell. I
shall certainly keep an eye on her.

You know, that *is* a fine piece of carving. Janet certainly has talent -
and she must be fairly hot intellectually too, to have won a scholarship in
the first place. I don't doubt her grammar will quickly improve as she must
have a fast mind.

Thank you for helping with my share of things while I was away - I'll do
the same for you one day!

Sincerely,

Annalinde Chelverton
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From: <AnnalindeC@a...>
Date: Fri Oct 8, 1999 0:41pm
Subject: To Elaryn
  	
My sweet little Elaryn.

Thank you for your most charming note of welcome. You know the flowers were
still blooming in the South when I was there, but I wonder if any were as
lovely as the ones you have drawn for me. "The flowers of the heart are
sweeter than those of the soil". Ulalua Miralenhela said that hundreds of
years ago, but like everything she said, it is always true.

Soon we must meet and I shall tell you more about my travels.

-- Annalinde Chelverton
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From: Rebecca Fleming <becky_fleming@y...>
Date: Thu Oct 7, 1999 7:17pm
Subject: Becky's first friend (Emma)
  	
"Emma," said Becky to the girl who has just befriended
her, "Tell me about those 'rules' that are so
all-fired important here, will you?"

"Oh..the rules. Well, there are a lot of them," said
Emma. "Your uniform has to be in order, or you will
be punished. You can't go out of bounds. Swearing is
completely against the rules. You must call the
mistresses "Miss" and stand when they enter or leave
the room..."

Becky listens, nodding. "I guess I can remember to do
those things."

"Well, you will be punished if you don't," says Emma,
recalling some of her own punishments.

"Like...what do they do to you?" asks Becky.

"Lines, spanking, strapping, caning, and for really
terrible misbehaviour...the birch," replies Emma.
"The mistresses _and_ the prefects can punish you."

"That's only if you get CAUGHT, though," says Becky.
"I won't get CAUGHT."

She sizes Emma up, then decides the other girl looks
trustworthy. She looks around to make sure no one
else is within earshot, then whispers, "Hey Emma...do
you smoke? Because I have a pack of cigarettes hidden
here in my suitcase!"





=====
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From: <fateful@g...>
Date: Fri Oct 8, 1999 6:20pm
Subject: Caitlen's Arrival...Continued
  	
After wandering the halls for a few minutes Caiten began to feel familiar with the seemingly deserted school. Losing herself in the impatience and excitement associated with a new place she began to twirl, a bag in each hand lending her balance as she flew through the halls, becoming increasingly dizzy and amused, soft trinkles of laughter follwing her whirlwind throughout the old school halls. Finally in a fit of laughter and dizziness she loses her balance and thumps against a nearby door, listening to the resounding echo of her impact fill the halls, greatly increasing the magnitude of her laughter so that she can hardly hear the word "Enter" ringing our from behind the door. Quieting herself she stands and takes stock of her location, noticing for the first time the bold letters reading "Headmistrss" on the door before her. the fact that she has managed to find her way to the Headmistress after all nearly sets her into a renewed frenzy of giggles, but she stiffles that urge and instead straightens her garments and carefully opens the door...
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From: thorny <krstrob@s...>
Date: Fri Oct 8, 1999 9:41pm
Subject: Lynette Talks To Sabrina
  	
"Oh my I am so embarrassed, it is terribly wrong for a Brunette to cry.
Here I am carrying on like a helpless Blonde. I did not think that any
one was in here." Sabrina swipes at her tears looking most embarrassed
and feeling very dopey in deed.

"It is quite all right Sabrina. All Brunettes let there guard down once
in awhile. Even Brunettes are only human once in awhile. It shows what
a sensitive heart you have." Lynette continued to rub the younger girls
back oh so gently.

Sabrina tears began to dry up and she began to feel a might bit better.

Sabrina McCloud
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From: thorny <krstrob@s...>
Date: Fri Oct 8, 1999 9:50pm
Subject: Carrie Not Bumping into Sabrina
  	
Sabrina thinks for a few moments on what could be done to help her. She
knows that Carrie is in a hurry to be somewhere so she doesn't want to
take up her time. "Maybe you and i could get together over tea and
talk." I have many poems I would like to read to the girls." I was
thinking that we could put together a little poetry reading we could
have tea and such. "Do you think that the Head Mistress would allow us
to do that?"

Carrie looks happy with the suggestion. "Certainly, that is a splendid
idea. I must rush off right know, I am so very sorry. However, I will
get together with you and we will discuses your plan."

With those words Sabrina brightens up and Carrie scurries off.

Sabrina McCloud
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From: ashleigh butler <ashleeigh_99@y...>
Date: Fri Oct 8, 1999 10:03pm
Subject: Re: Ashleighs first day
  	
Ashleigh Butler walked into the main hall of Avendale.
She felt very nervous. One first impression it felt
kind of cold, and it was way to quite for Ashleighs
taste. She had a sudden urge to sing out as loudly as
possible, since she loves to sing, and see how her
voice echoed thru the halls. But, she decided not
too. She reached in her pocket and took out a few
hair pins and pinned her long blonde hair up in a bun
and continued down the hall to the offices of the
headmistress. She got to the door and stopped. She
felt a big knot in her stomach. She finally got up
her courage and tapped softly on the door.


=====
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From: Tracey Austin <tracey_m_austin@h...>
Date: Fri Oct 8, 1999 11:24pm
Subject: Tracey Arrives At Avendale
  	
The taxicab slows to a halt in front of Avendale School, disgorging its
passenger, 14-year-old Tracey Marie Austin. The driver hands her two
valises and drives away, leaving the girl staring at the front gate of the
school.

"Well, here I am...my first boarding school," Tracey says out loud.
Summoning all her courage, she picks up her valises and walks inside. Her
mothers wanted to accompany her but Tracey insisted she wanted to come
alone. She wasn't a baby.

Brunette mother had given her a lengthy list of instructions, which Tracey
promptly lost. Blonde mother had simply fussed over her to the point where
Tracey lost her temper and said, "Mother! Pleeeaaaseeeee!"

Tracey Marie Austin, a brunette, is a typical early teenage girl: she is
fanciful, impulsive, giggly, sometimes prone to moodiness, and would rather
run and skip than sit down with some dusty, boring school book. She loves
to read, but wants the books to be those of her choosing: adventure and
romance books are her top choices.

She is not a bad girl. She does not try to be naughty on purpose. But her
natural impulsive nature sometimes makes her act without thinking or
reflecting on the consequences of her actions, and gets her into some
scrapes at home and school.

She is bright but sometimes unmotivated to work to her potential, because
she cannot see the forest for the trees. She wants to enjoy TODAY, not
worry about the distant future.

She is sometimes bold and brash, although she likes to look pretty and fuss
with things like hair and lipstick. She makes friends easily due to her
open and friendly personality. She never holds grudges and accepts most
everyone at face value.

She has not been subject to harsh discipline in her life, as her mothers did
not often spank her. Her previous school did not use corporal punishment.
She has heard that this school is strict, but she doesn't think such
punishments will happen to her.

Tracey walks through the gates into the school. It's so BIG, she thinks.
She toured it several months prior with her mothers, but has quite forgotten
where things are. Suddenly she wishes she HAD let her mothers come with
her.

"Go to the Headmistress' office when you arrive," brunette Mother had told
her. But where was it???

Tracey spots several girls at the end of the corridor, talking together.
She approaches them and says, "Hi, I'm Tracey. I'm new here. Uh...could
you tell me where the Headmistress' office is?"

The other girls look her up and down, sizing her up. Finally one points to
the other end of the hallway. "Over there."

"Thanks," says Tracey, picking up her valises and heading in tht direction.
She pauses in front of the door. It's closed, with no window to peek
through. Her heart starts pounding. What it the Headmistress is really
mean? But she's _supposed_ to check in, right? She knocks once, and
nothing happens. Just as she's about to knock a second time, she glances
down and sees a big splotch on the front of her dress -- from the candy bar
she'd eaten during the journey over here!

She fumbles for her handkerchief and wipes frantically at the stain,
Suddenly the door opens.

"Hello," says an impeccably dressed woman, her hair in a neat bun. "What
may I do for you, young lady?"

Tracey stops in mid-wipe and stammers, "Uh..I...I..hello..I'm Tracey.."
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From: Nicola - 3rd Year Avendale <skoolgirl@xxxxxx.xxxxxxxxx.xx.xxx>
Date: Sat Oct 9, 1999 9:55am
Subject: on meeting Caiten
  	
Nikkis heart bounded with joy as she recalled the events of the previous afternoon, oh she had been so afraid so afraid that Lynette thought her forward, brash, loose as her guardian would say, she believed Lynette knew her crime and was ready to confess all and throw herself at Lynettes mercy, she knew she would accept her punishment just to be near her love; relief had flooded over Nikki like the cool rain of a barmy August evening and then untold joy as Lynette had kissed her. Oh the joy as she laid on her bed finishing her geography assignment and thought of the free afternoon which she hoped she could spend with Lynette. Lost in a happy thought Nikki had been jolted back to sensibility by the crashing sound of the door flying open and a new girl entering, Nikki sat up hastily pulling down her maroon gymslip to cover her exposed stockings , looking up she said

Hello my names Nicola .........
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From: Tanya <Tanya@c...>
Date: Sat Oct 9, 1999 11:09am
Subject: Georgina's Confession to Miss Veronica
  	
Georgina de la Falaise Tanya@c...



October 9th, 1954


Dear Miss Veronica,


I knocked on your door a little earlier but to no avail. I've therefore decided to write you this note which, under the circs, is probably a better idea as I get so nervous and tongue-tied when I have something to confess.
Last Saturday, when you so kindly escourted some of us younger girls in to Avenbridge, I commited what can only be described as a wilfully disobedient act. While you were showing some of the other girls around the old clock tower, I sneaked off for a few moments in to the grocers' to purchase some biscuits, sweets and chocolates to be used for a midnight feast in the junior blonde dorm later during the past week. I had no intention of doing this before we left for Avenbridge, but it was something I decided to do on a whim. I really don't know what comes over me sometimes. The word "impulsive" springs to mind for some reason !
Since our trip, my actions have begun to weigh very heavily on my conscience to the point where I now feel I betrayed your trust and kindness. Miss Veronica, I do rather feel as though I'm carrying around with me a lead weight of guilt which I know can only be discarded by making this confession to you. If this counts for anything at all, none of the sweets or biscuits have been consumed and are still residing in my bedside table locker where they await confiscation.
I do feel very sorry for what I have done and am, of course, willing to accept the consequences of my actions..

Respectfully Yours,
Georgina
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From: janet dolan <janetd33@h...>
Date: Sat Oct 9, 1999 2:37pm
Subject: Janet forgets
  	
Janet sat on her bed contemplating her day. It started well enough with math
and sciences. She was happy in her class participating in the lesson and
answering correctly, gaining smiles from her teachers.
She was pretty happy about witnessing Cynthia's punishment by Veronica,
though she was not yet convinced that this would transform her.

Then came history. Janet started to feel confused the moment she saw Miss
Poindexter, and noticed she was not in a good mood. As she feared, she was
the first to be called up and asked to recite the Empresses list. Ellena
smiled at her confidently, and Janet succeeded to finish the list without
mistake. The problem arised when Miss Poindexter asked her something about
Empress Georgina the second, and Janet mentioned the Culverian revolution,
which was not exactly what the teacher wanted. When confronted with the
Altalian point of view, Janet stammerred and decided that the best way out
of her predicament was to admit she have not read that chapter yet.

The reaction was not what she had expected. "Janet, I know you are trying
hard, but I will not lower academic standards just because you are new here.
Come out child". Janet stepped from behind her desk and came over to the
teacher who took a strap out of her drawer. "Left palm Janet!".
Janet put out her left palm, and remembering Veronica's advice said "Please
Miss?". The teacher looked at her impatiently and said: "What is it girl?".
"Please Miss, I have art as my next class and a strapped palm will make me
useless there. May I please have it on my derierre?".
"Very well girl, but since your palm is undressed, I will have to double
your punishment".
"Thank you Miss".
"Bend over the chair girl".
Janet bent over the chair which left her standing with her backside towards
the class. She felt her skirt and pettycoat being lifted clear from her
bottom, which was exposed covered in her white knickers. Her thin thighs
were on full view. The teacher raised her strap and let it fall hard 4 times
across Janet's beknickered derierre. The last stroke hit where her bottom
met her thighs but Janet did not move a muscle or let out a sound. The
teacher looked at her appreciatively and let her rise. Janet went back to
her seat, her bottom throbbing.

When she got out of art class, holding a small clay model of the Culverian
eagle, she felt some belligerence was rising in her. "Why should I be
strapped for admitting the truth? Is it my fault I went to school in
Culveria?" She considred this and told herself she was not ready for class,
and the punishment was well deserved, but still felt bad. She decided to run
back to the dorm to let some of her frustration out, and to see if her
"older sister" might have some advice to her.
"Maybe I will give her the eagle" She thought..

Janet arrived running to the dorm and knocked on Veronica's door, once more
forgetting to adjust het tie which was nor perfectly centered and not
noticing that her blouse was not well tucked in her skirt.
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From: <aaclinkinbeard@h...>
Date: Sat Oct 9, 1999 3:01pm
Subject: Request for Miss Annalinde
  	
Lynette desperately needed to stretch her legs out. She
also wanted a reason to see Nikki again. Finally, she
got up the courage to go see Miss Annalinde. She
straightened her clothes, knocked on the door, and
waited for permission to come in.

Lynette didn't know the rules about going off the grounds
and felt Miss Annalinde would be the one to ask.
"Miss Annalinde, would it be possible for me to escort
some of the girls the theater this afternoon? I have not
said anything to any of the girls yet because I don't know
if it would be allowable. I was thinking of asking Nicola
Bradford, Sabrina McCloud, Elspeth Elsvetta, and Carrie
Veleda-Binks. May I also invite the new girls Caitlen
Ramsey Ash, Rebecca Fleming, Ashleigh Butler, Tracey
Austin?" Lynette wanted to ask something else but hesitated
a moment not wanting Miss Annalinde to think she was
asking her out. "Miss Annalinde?" Lynette blushed softly.
" I know you probably have lots of makeup work to do, but
I know the girls would love for you to come along as well!"
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From: Dorothea Maitland <headmistress@a...>
Date: Sat Oct 9, 1954 3:44pm
Subject: New Girls
  	
"Enter," called Miss Maitland in answer to the knock on her door.

Ashleigh entered nervously.

"Do sit down, dear. I am very pleased to welcome you to Avendale. What is
your name please?"

"Ashleigh. Ashleigh Butler - miss."

"Yes, of course. You must think it rather remiss of me not to know, but
the fact is I am expecting another new girl too. . ."

At that moment there came a giggle followe by a crash at the door.

"Enter," called Miss Maitland unperturbed.

Another new girl steps quietly in - rather flushed and bright-eyed.

"Caitlen Ramsey Ash, I take it," said the headmistress.

"Yes, Miss."

"We have a curious custom here, Ramsey Ash. We knock at doors with our
hands. Ramming them with other parts of the body is reserved for cases of
dire emergency."

"Yes miss.It was an accident."

"Did any one conduct you here?"

"No, miss, I found it myself."

"So this fit of hilarity was purely a solitary affair?"

"Yes, miss. I do sometimes get the giggles all by myself."

"Well, have a care, giggles in the wrong place can lead to tears. But
enough of that. You are new and nervous - both of you. You will soon get
used to the school and its ways. Off you go and meet some of the other
girls. But - reasonably quietly if you please."
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From: <AnnalindeC@a...>
Date: Sat Oct 9, 1999 1:00pm
Subject: Malena and Lynette
  	
Annalinde smiled as Malena presented her the rose.

"You are a very sweet girl, Malena. You know, I think you should cultivate
your friendship with Elena. She will help you to be the sort of girl you want
to be. I am sure we shall get to know each other much better as time goes on."

There was a knock at the door.

"Goodbye Elena. Let the new girl in, will you?"

Elena ushered in Lynette who proceeded to tell Annalinde her plan for
taking some of the new girls into town.

"That seems a very nice idea," said Annalinde. "I should love to come - and
indeed it is probably best that a prefect be present. How are you getting on
with Nicola - I noticed that you seem to be friends."

Lynette coloured deeply - "Oh, she is a very nice girl, Miss Annalinde."

Annalinde laughed kindly. "Yes, I believe she is. And pretty too."

"Oh, Miss Annalinde - "

"I can see you admire her. Control your blushes or it will be all over the
school."

"It isn't wrong to - admire her, Miss Annalinde?"

"Of course not - provided you are both good girls."

"I always try to be good and Nikki is the *epitome* of goodness."

"I am sure you both are. And we shall go ahead with the outing, shall we?"

"Oh, *yes*, Miss Annalinde."
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From: ashleigh butler <ashleeigh_99@y...>
Date: Sat Oct 9, 1999 6:35pm
Subject: Re: Ashleigh and Caitlen leaving the office
  	
Ashleigh stood up very quickly and gave a little
nervous nod toward Miss Maitland, and said "yes miss,
thank you" and walked out. Once outside the door she
began to talk to Caitlen. "Hi I'm Ashleigh. Nice to
meet you. I am so glad I am not the only one who is
new around here. I was so scared. What happened to
you outside the door? Sounded like you were thrown
into the door. Did you trip? haha. So what do you
think about this place so far? Have you met anyone
else. I think I see some other girls around the
corner. I am anxious to meet the others.



=====
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From: Tracey Austin <tracey_m_austin@h...>
Date: Sat Oct 9, 1999 7:56pm
Subject: Tracey and Miss Maitland
  	
Tracey stares up at the woman she guesses must be the Headmistress, acutely
aware of her splotched dress. She feels eight years old, not fourteen.

"Hello," says an impeccably dressed woman, her hair in a neat bun.
"What may I do for you, young lady?"

Tracey stammers, "Uh..I...I..hello..I'm Tracey.."

"Tracey?" the woman's eyebrows arch. "Do you have a surname, young lady?"

"Uhhh...y..yes..Miss....Austin...Tracey Austin," Tracey stammers, flushing
pink.

"Ah, Miss Austin. We were expecting you. Come inside. I am Miss Maitland,
the Headmistress."

Tracey follows her, nearly stumbling over her own feet. She looks around in
awe at the regal appointments of the Headmistress' study.

Miss Maitland smiles slightly to herself, thinking this girl acts very
blonde for a brunette.

When she turns to face Tracey, there is no hint of a smile on her face.
"Young lady, you seem to have a bit of a mess on your dress. Why is that,
please?"

"Oh..um.." Tracey's hands fly to her bodice, hiding the splotch. "A
little..accident, Miss.."

Miss Maitland sits behind her massive desk, her hands forming a steeple, at
which Tracey fixes her gaze. The Headmistress begins to speak...
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From: <fateful@g...>
Date: Sat Oct 9, 1999 11:04pm
Subject: RE: Ashleigh & Caitlen leaving the office
  	
Caitlen practically leapt from the headmistresses office after managing a polite nod and 'thank you.' Once outside she turned to Ashleigh, still supressing a slight case of the giggles, listening as Ashleigh rattled through what seemed like 20 questions. "Nice to meet you too, I just got here and haven't met anyone else yet. The door? Oh, I was twirling," at this she demonstrates, her skirts puffing up a little higher than one might think was decent, were one thinking, which Caitlen certainly wasn't, "one gets a little dizzy, you know." "How old are you, I'm fifteen."
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From: <aaclinkinbeard@h...>
Date: Sun Oct 10, 1999 2:15am
Subject: Invitations to the theater.
  	
Lynette politely thanked Miss Annalinde and quickly
went to invite Nikki to the theater. On the way to the blond
dorm she went past Miss Maitland's Office. Sure enough
there was two of the new girls chatting outside!

Lynette introduced herself to Caitlen and Ashleigh asking
how their trip was and where they were from. Sense they
were both bunnies, Lynette offered to give them a little tour
of the school after they had unpacked and seen their
respective prefects. While showing them to their dorms,
Lynette invited them to go to the theater with the other girls.
As luck would have it, they happened to pass Carrie, Rebecca
, and Sabrina en route. Lynette politely introduced everyone
and suggested the other three girls go to the theater with
them that afternoon also.

After she had left the girls at their dorms she went looking for
Nikki. Lynette felt so nervous about asking her to go to the
theater. Inviting the other girls was easy enough, but inviting
Nikki was something else. Lynette had a hard time finding Nikki.
She finally found Nikki in the library frowning over her math book.
Elspeth was trying to help her, but they both looked very flustered!

Lynette came up quietly and stood behind Nikki's chair. Nikki
looked up at here as she peeked over her shoulder. " Looks
like you are having trouble." She whispered. Nikki looked up
at Lynette almost in tears. "I just can't understand math!" She
said. Lynette assured her that it was not impossible and after
explaining a few of the problems Nikki had begun to grasp the
basic concepts. Lynette spoke quietly to Elspeth while Nikki
finished her work. When they were done and on the way out,
Lynette invited them both to the theater that afternoon. Lynette
brushed Nikki's hand softly when she left to go search out Tracey.
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From: Rebecca Fleming <becky_fleming@xxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Sat Oct 9, 1999 7:56pm
Subject: Smoking all alone
  	
Becky waits for Emma's response to her offer to share
a cigarette. The other girl stands stock still, then
says brightly, "Oh gosh, Rebecca...I nearly forgot..I
have to go see the history mistress. Catch you later,
okay?"

"All right, Emma," says Becky, wondering if the
appointment really exists. She watches the other girl
run off.

Boy, do I *need* a cigarette, she thinks. She checks
to ensure the coast is clear and digs out the hidden
pack, tucked into a pair of rolled socks.

Ducking behind a nearby building, she again surveys
the area and sees no one is around. She fishes her
lighter out of her pocket and lights the cigarette and
inhales deeply.

"Much better," she thinks to herself, as the calming
nicotine fills her lungs and she blows smoke rings out
into the clear sky...




=====
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From: ashleigh butler <ashleeigh_99@xxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Sun Oct 10, 1999 7:50am
Subject: Re: RE: Ashleigh & Caitlen
  	
You seem very hyper Caitlen said. But hey If you can
have fun in a place like this you can have fun
anywhere. Ashleigh smiles. Besides, I cant say
anything I wanted to sing in the hall, can you imagine
the uproar that might have caused. haha. Im 16.



I
> was twirling," at this she demonstrates, her skirts
> puffing up a little higher than one might think was
> decent, were one thinking, which Caitlen certainly
> wasn't, "one gets a little dizzy, you know." "How
> old are you, I'm fifteen."


=====
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From: <leslie7@xxxxxxx.xxx>
Date: Sun Oct 10, 1999 10:19am
Subject: An Arrival
  	
It was a glorious autumn day and Miss Leslie Jones thoroughly was enjoying
the train ride on the back line from Marylebone to Avendale, just letting the
sun-dappled leaves enrapture all her thoughts as she embarked back to her own
school days in Culveria while imagining what it would be like returning to
teaching at Avendale. She had been back in Culveria for such a long time and
recognized that she must be especially alert to nuances of behavior she had grown
so much less accustomed to encountering.
Yes it would be wonderful having the time to explore literature--modern
writing -- with these girls, but she recalled how they might test a new mistress.
All very well to conjure up visions of Franzine Kafka or Marcelline Proust but Miss
Jones well remembered how in her student days she went right along with her
roomies as they shortsheeted the head girl's bed!
And yes she knew there were Culveriennes at Avendale but she did know they
were not from the northern realms as was she, the beautiful countryside most
lovely now in the autumn when she was leaving to travel to Avendale. But Miss Leslie
Jones was proud of her education, her degrees, and her experience in the world
of affairs--and she looked forward to the chance to be outdoors more, why she
had been quite the seam bowler when she played on her school side those years
ago--yes, cricket would surely be a way to lighten her mind for what she faced.
She did begin to wonder what her first encounter in person with the headmistress
would be like. Would she be given clear class teaching and games assignments?
Where did mistresses live at Avendale? Would Miss Maitland advise her of the tricks
she might face as a new mistress in a land she had been away from for so long?
Well, she knew they still made the girls do lines when they were naughty...oh
she hoped they wouldn't feel they had to test her, for Miss Jones had learned
to be strong during her years in ministries and public offices. She remembered
the mistress who first gave her a thousand lines, yes, any girl silly enough to challenge
Miss Leslie Jones would find a strong redheaded brunette fully able to deal with
the foolish young lady...
She arrived at the station and took a moment to freshen in the ladies loo. Her
cream blouse still looked smart, and she thought her navy skirt and green blazer
suited the day and the flashes of her red locks. The neatly-gartered seamed stockings lent her
just that touch of school authority as she found a conveyance to take her to the school, and
on this bright shiny afternoon, strode in and knocked crisply on the office door...
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From: <fateful@xxxxxxxxx.xxx>
Date: Sun Oct 10, 1999 11:23am
Subject: Caitlen meets Lynette, Carrie, Rebecca & Sabrina / Invitations to the theater
  	
Caitlen smiled and greeted Lynette, glad to have run into someone who knew their way around the school, she had been wondering how she'd find the brunette dorm. After she had recounted briefly her trip and accepting the generous offer of a tour & the trip to the theater, she querried Lynette on her age, how long she had been at Avendale, what she thought of thwe school, and any advice she might have. After finding her room within the brunette dorm she unpacked before heading off in search of her prefect, and once again some of the girls she had so briefly met.
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From: Nicola - 3rd Year Avendale <skoolgirl@s...>
Date: Sun Oct 10, 1999 11:19am
Subject: frustartion, enlightenment and more frustration
  	
As she sat in the library frustrated by the complexity of equalatral triangles and pythagoriases theory, Elspeth's coaching however well meant failing to clear the haze from Nikki's mind, she had almost cried out with joy at Lynettes gentle touch and soothing words. The thought of her stupidity in the eyes of her beloved was almost too much as she struggled to contain a out burst of emotion. Nikki had found it hard to concentrate as Lynette had sat beside her and cleared the mist from Nikkis mind making what was once impossible understandable. As Nikki finished her labours Lynette had spoke with Elspeth arousing mild jealousy within Nikki which quickly vanished at Lynettes offer. As they had left the library the briefest touch of Lynettes hand on hers had caused her heart to leap and spur her towards the dorm too prepare herself for the excursion.

As Nikki quickly prepared herself disaster struck as she lifted her hem to adjust her seams a ladder developed from the clasp of her white suspender down to below her knee. Nikki searched frantically through her dresser aware deep in her heart her search was in vain, she knew she had no respectable stockings left. In her last letter her guardian had curtly told her too be more careful with things and pointedly omitted too send the requested replacements, finishing her letter with a suggestion that if she could not exercise more care then she would have to revert to knee socks as at her previous school. Nikki was heart broken she knew she could not possible leave school grounds improperly dressed and throwing herself on her bed buried her sobbing face in a pillow................
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From: <aaclinkinbeard@xxxxxxx.xxx>
Date: Sun Oct 10, 1999 0:41pm
Subject: Lynette finds Rebecca
  	
Lynette was still out looking for Tracey when she smelled
something. Curious she walked around the corner and
found Rebecca Fleming smoking! Lynette watched the
young16-year-old brunette as she quickly put down her
cigarette. "What are you doing?" Lynette inquired. She
waited a moment while Rebecca considered the gravity
of her situation.

Lynette could look away from some things her friends did,
but smoking was not one of them. Lynette was so disappointed.
" Rebecca, you know better then to smoke. How could you
do such a thing? Smoking is one of the worst things to be
caught at!" Lynette was so disappointed in Rebecca. " We
were all going to go to the theater, but now you did this. If you
didn't want to go then you could have said no. I wanted to
welcome you and be such good friends, now you have done
this. Don't you know you will have to report to Miss Veronica
now?" Lynette watched as Rebecca grew pale. "Please don't
do this again Rebecca."

Lynette left the brunette standing there. Despite being so
disappointed she hoped she and Rebecca could be good
friends. Lynette still had to find Tracey! Where could she be?
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From: Tracey Austin <tracey_m_austin@xxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Sun Oct 10, 1999 1:52pm
Subject: Still in the Headmistress' study
  	
Tracey is still in the Headmistress' office, listening to a very long and
very dull litany of rules and regulations. Unfortunately, it is taking a
VERY long time. Too bad for the 14-year-old; if Miss Maitland doesn't
dismiss her in time, she will miss the outing to the theater that some of
the girls are organising.

Her mind wandering, she gazes out the Headmistress' window and sees girls
assembling in excited little gaggles and knows something is happening, but
doesn't know exactly what. She wishes she could join the girls and make
some friends at Avendale.

541
	

From: <EmmaEilise@xxx.xxx>
Date: Sun Oct 10, 1999 10:05am
Subject: Re: Still in the Headmistress' study
  	
Emma wanders outside to find Rebecca. She is feeling very badly that she
never responded to Rebecca's earlier invitation...but she has been working on
a sneaky little sceme of her own. She wonders silently if Rebecca would be
interested... Emma is jolted back to reality when she opens the outer door
and notices a pluthera of new faces standing just outside the door. "Wow!
There are a lot of opportunities for new friends arriving each day!!" Emma
strolls gracefully over to a group of new girls chatting by the tree. "Hi!
I'm Emma".....
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From: <aaclinkinbeard@xxxxxxx.xxx>
Date: Sun Oct 10, 1999 2:24pm
Subject: Lynette worries...
  	
As Lynette was putting on her hat and gloves when she
noticed quite a few of the other girls were already outside.
Lynette smiled thinking about how beautiful Nikki would
be. She looked out the window and noticed she wasn't
there. Maybe she should go see how Nikki was doing?
Yes, she knew this was silly, but she wanted to see her again.

Lynette checked her impulses and waited outside with
the other girls. When Ashleigh Butler arrived she ask
her if she would check on Nicola because they were
ready about ready to go. The picture "It Came From
Outer Space" started in about an hour.
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From: <fateful@xxxxxxxxx.xxx>
Date: Sun Oct 10, 1999 3:26pm
Subject: Caitlen prepares
  	
After wandering the halls for a little while, getting acustomed to her new surroundings Caitlen went back to her room and prepared for the evenings outing. Looking at herself inn the mirror she carefully scrutinized the new uniform that would soon seem like a second skin. sure that nothing was amiss she left the dorms and walked the grounds before running into the group of girls outside. Caitlen paused a moment, seeing the large group of unfamiliar faces and gathered her courage, then walked briskly into the center of the group, greeting those girls she new already and introducing herself to those she did not.
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From: janet dolan <janetd33@xxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Sun Oct 10, 1999 4:05pm
Subject: Janet to Malena
  	
Dear Malena

I couldn't help noticing that you seem sad and distracted. Is it something
on your consience again? Did you do anything naughty? If you did, why don't
you tell someone like myself or, even better, Miss Veronica? I am sure she
will punish you, but you will feel better.

Please tell me waht is wrong, maybe I can help.

Waht about a "jolly old" trip in the garden today? Let's walk around or go
running. It always helps me. In my town there was an old dark brunette
called Aunt Jemima. She taught me to whittle and always said that little
girls "had to run the devils out of them". Whenever I was frustrated with my
carving in the beginning, she would send me running to the river and back.
It sure helped...

So let's put on our running shoes and go out...

Your friend

Janet
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From: Georgina de la Falaise <Tanya@xxxxxxxxxxxxxxx.xxxxxxxxx.xx.xxx>
Date: Mon Oct 11, 1999 3:12am
Subject: A Welcome to Miss Jones
  	
Georgina de la Falaise Tanya@c...




Dear Miss Jones,

I happened to be in the headmistress' secretary's office yesterday afternoon and saw you exiting. Like the inquisitive young thing that I am, I asked Miss Silverwood who you were and was told you had just arrived as a new mistress here at Avendale.
I really just wanted to extend to you the warmest of welcomes on behalf of all of us girls and hope that your stay here will be a long and happy one. I myself have only been here just a month so know that things can be a little confusing at first, even for a mistress !! I must admit to having felt a little lost at first but everyone was so kind and welcoming and it didn't take long before I felt very much at home. One of the more difficult things is trying to find ones' way around but after two or three days one begins to get used to where things are and if you do happen to get lost, someone is always more than happy to point you in the right direction !

Respectfully Yours
Georgina de la Falaise
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From: <leslie7@xxxxxxx.xxx>
Date: Mon Oct 11, 1999 9:42am
Subject: Miss Jones to Georgina
  	
My Dear Georgina,

I wanted to thank you for your kindness in welcoming me as you did.
Avendale does seem such a delightful place and I do look forward to
becoming better acquainted with everyone. You have helped make my first
impressions quite positive.

Sincerely,

Leslie Jones (Miss)
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From: m. j. <mj46@xxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Mon Oct 11, 1999 11:26am
Subject: Re: Technical Points
  	
Dear Miss Maybridge:

I am asking permission to withdraw my attendance from the Avendale School.
It is with a heavy heart that I do so, as I so looked forward to attending
and participating. However, time constraints prevent me from pursuing this.

Thank you very much for accecpting me into the school. Perhaps, in the
future, I shall apply again when I can more fully devote myself.

Sincerely,
Michelle Johnson
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From: Rebecca Fleming <becky_fleming@xxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Sun Oct 10, 1999 1:37pm
Subject: Reporting to Miss Veronica
  	
"Report to Miss Veronica? Who's Miss Veronica?"
Becky asked the girl who had just caught her smoking
behind a tree, Lynette Something.

"She's the brunette prefect, that's who," said
Lynette, thinking how dumb this "bunny" was.

"Why do I have to _report_ to her? Why should I want
to turn _myself_ in? Are YOU going to report me?"
asked Becky.

"Because...if you don't....it will be much worse for
you," said Lynette. "I shouldn't have to report you.
You have to report YOURSELF."

Strange rules at this school, thought Becky. So she's
a prefect. That means she's just a girl like me.
What's she going to do? It's not like she's a teacher
or the Headmistress.

"Fine, fine, I'll find her and report to her..." said
Becky, thinking all this prefect will do is say don't
smoke again. She hid the rest of the cigarettes back
in her suitcase.

It took some doing, but finally she found Miss
Veronica's room.

She knocked on the door and waited.



=====
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From: <Kitten1776@xxx.xxx>
Date: Mon Oct 11, 1999 8:53am
Subject: Request for Miss Maitland
  	
Miss Maitland,

Would it be possible to have an updated School List posted soon? We've had
so many new arrivals over the past three weeks, and an updated list will help
us ever so much!

Thank you for your attention to this request.

Sincerely,

Alexis Harrington
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From: <Kitten1776@xxx.xxx>
Date: Mon Oct 11, 1999 8:59am
Subject: Another Welcome to Miss Jones
  	
Dear Miss Jones,

Georgina has informed me of your arrival, and I wanted to be among the first
to say Welcome! Everyone is ever so kind and friendly here. I do hope you
will enjoy teaching us! What courses will you be teaching? Will you also be
moderating any after-class activities?

If I can help you in any way -- help decorate your classroom or anything else
-- please let me know!

Sincerely,

Alexis Harrington
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From: <Elaryn@xxx.xxx>
Date: Mon Oct 11, 1999 10:01am
Subject: Welcome, Miss Jones
  	
Desar Miss Jones,

I wanted to write you a little note to welcome you to Avendale. My name is
Elena Dierrian. I am blonde and twelve years old. I hail from the far
eastern lands in Amazonia.

I can hardly wait to meet you. I already know that if you were selected to
be a Mistress here at Avendale, you must be very clever and wise. I have
heard you teach literature. If I am correct, I am very much looking forward
to having lessons with you, as I love to read. Books are windows to
creation, don't you think, Miss? They show us the soul of the authoress, as
well as the world without.

If there is anything I might do to assist you, Miss Jones, please do not fail
to call upon me.

Welcome, welcome!

-Elena Dierrian
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From: Malena Franklin <malena43@xxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Mon Oct 11, 1999 8:38am
Subject: Re: Janet to Malena
  	
Ohhhhhh I love janet....she is so sensual and feels so quickly if someone
down...and like me feeling guilty...I loved her asking me on walk in garden
and joined her.....and it was so good walking and talking with
someone....and be able to lift burden from my shoulders......I felt so bad
about my revengeplans against Cynthia and...swallow felt so much admiration
for Miss Veronica.....and now I already acted wrong......I took things in my
hands before Miss Veronica....I glued Cynthias winter shoes with
specialglue....and now I regret myself so.....seeing Cynthia so fair dealt
by Miss Veronica.....and I....swallow did it my way....I talk to janet and
she tells me to go to Miss Veronica and confess....I know thats the only
fair way but I fear so what Miss Veronica will say.....and do.....lies on
bed regretting my stupid act.....and finally decides to swallow......clean
my heart and walks to Miss Veronicas door and knock.....

malena
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From: Nicola - 3rd Year Avendale <skoolgirl@xxxxxx.xxxxxxxxx.xx.xxx>
Date: Mon Oct 11, 1999 4:44pm
Subject: worrying behaviour
  	
Nikki had barely slept , she had for-gone supper and had stayed resolutely in the dorm crying on her bed. Her room mates had put it down too one of her silly moods and left her alone. Now it was morning and although surrounded by the sound of humanity at peace she felt quiet alone. She hated her guardian, the way she had spanked her over the scullery table when she had been naughty, how she missed her own sweet blonde mother and kind brunette mother, they would never had caused her such anguish. Her mean guardian for the sake of a few shillings had caused her too miss probably the most important thing in her life her outing with Lynette. Nikki could not face lessons she certainly could not face Lynette what could she do ?

In a rash inspiration the solution to her dilemma struck her. Anxious not to waste any time she hurriedly dressed and crept out of the dorm and down the corridor. Pausing briefly to listen for potential pursuers she stole down the stairs and along towards the door. Nikkis heart raced as the heavy door creaked open on its heavy ornate hinges and at last she was free. Moving at a less than ladylike manor she sped along the gravel path through the side gate and was truly free walking along the road towards town.............
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From: Dorothea Maitland <headmistress@a...>
Date: Mon Oct 11, 1954 5:19pm
Subject: Re: Request for Miss Maitland
  	
Dear Alexis,

With both illness and absence rife among our staff it has been difficult
to keep up with all but the basics. We hope to have a refreshed school list
soon (we do not use "updated" which is an anachronism).

In the meantime I think it would be helpful if all girls would head or
"tail" thir postings with name, age and sex. This will help every one to
keep track of who is who. Mistresses need only use name and sex, wherefore
I am,

Dorothea Maitland (blonde)
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From: <AnnalindeC@a...>
Date: Mon Oct 11, 1999 3:09pm
Subject: Annalinde meets Miss Jones
  	
Annalinde Chelverton, 16, blonde

"Hello, Miss Jones. My name is Annalinde Chelverton. I am a prefect and am in
charge of the younger blondes dorm. I have been here since I was twelve, so I
suppose I know my way about the place. If I can help you in any way please
ask me.

"You have a study with an adjoining bedroom - like mine only considerably
bigger! I'll take you there. Sorry you didn't find Miss Maitland. She has not
been well these last few days, but I am sure she will see you soon. Veronica
Bellemont is a brunette prefect and another old Avendale hand. You'll meet
her soon, I'm sure.

"If you have any trouble keeping the girls in line at first, do call on
either of us."

Miss Jones sat down and crossed her *chic* stockinged legs. The young
blonde prefect could not help her eyes being drawn to the above-the-knee area
so elegantly revealed by this rather sumptuos brunette mistress.

"Does something interest you, child?" asked Miss Jones.

Annlinde felt herself flush warmly, partly at being called "child" - she
was nearly seventeen and a much-respected prefect - and partly . . .

"No, miss."

Miss Jones smiled a curious smile. "Thank you for your offer of help. I may
well take you up on it, though I assure you I am capable of maintaining
discipline myself. Perhaps I should give you a sample."

"Me, Miss?" said Annlinde, feeling rather strange.
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From: <EmmaEilise@a...>
Date: Mon Oct 11, 1999 7:13pm
Subject: Emma meets Miss Jones
  	
Emma, age 16, brunette

Hello Miss Jones,

We have not had the pleasure to meet yet, but please accept my sincere
welcome to our school. I hope to meet you formally soon.

Sincerely,


Emma Bradbury
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From: <aaclinkinbeard@h...>
Date: Tue Oct 12, 1999 0:28am
Subject: Morning exercise
  	
Lynette Klaire, br, 17

Lynette was out taking her exercising and enjoying the
glorious sunrise. She had always liked morning exercise
because it cleared her mind of worry. Right now she
had too much on her mind. Why didn't Nikki come to the
movies? She was not sure what to think. Mostly it just made
her feel sad, perhaps she didn't like her any more?

Lynette was at the road when she noticed something odd.
Looking way down the road, she thought she could see
one of the blondes from school? Lynette took off running
after her. Something was wrong, very wrong with this.
A young blond should never be walking out on the roadside
alone. Lynette noticed the blond gave a start and even tried
to run away! Fortunately, Lynette is the type of brunette that
does not fail when she sets to something. She caught her like
a wolf catches a rabbit and whirled her around. Only then did
she realize it was Nikki!

Lynette had quite enough of Nikki's misbehavior and took her
strongly by the arm. They then marched briskly back to the
school property. Nikki protested a bit, but became silent when
she realized that Lynette was having none of it! As much as
Lynette loved Nikki she was not going to accept this. She was
so foolish as to try to run away from school. One does not put
pearls in the mud before a horse and a well brought up blond
does not endanger her life for no reason!

Lynette took her over to the garden being quite thankful no one
was able to see them. "Nikki, what is the mater with you?" she
asked the crying mess of a blond. Nikki sniffled up at her and
then started crying again. Lynette had never seen such a
hodgepodge. Her hair would make a fine nest for any large bird,
her clothes soiled with dirt and perspiration, and her stockings...
she didn't even have on stockings! Calmly, Lynette said "Where
are your stockings?" Of course Nikki broke into tears, but
eventually sobbed out that she had ruined them all.

Lynette looked at her stunned. "You mean this whole episode was
for stockings!" Nikki just blinked watching Lynette. "I have a flesh
colored pair that I will lend you. After school we will go to town and
buy some that will fit you. I will also teach you how to repair them as
you obviously don't know how." Lynette looked at her not wanting
to say what she must.

"Please bend over and brace yourself on the willow tree." Lynette
exposed Nikki's knickers and reminded her not to make any noise.
After giving Nikki ten good strokes with a switch from the tree she told
her to stand. Lynette informed her that each time she ruined a stocking
she would be punished with five strokes similar to the ones just
administered. Lynette brought Nikki back to her dorm evading others'
eyes. It would not due for them to be found in such a state! When she
was more properly dressed she brought the flesh colored stockings to
Nikki. Smiling sweetly at her, Lynette told her to hurry and meet her at breakfast.

Lynette was almost done cleaning up her room when inspection
was called. Her shoes were quite filthy from the morning's events
and had left a good amount of mud on the floor. Miss Veronica
was perplexed at the mess and not pleased at all. Lynette was
not sure what would happen. She knew Miss Veronica expected
more out of her and would not be easy on her...
558
	

From: Georgina de la Falaise <Tanya@xxxxxxxxxxxxxxx.xxxxxxxxx.xx.xxx>
Date: Tue Oct 12, 1999 7:56am
Subject: Georgina to Elena
  	
From Tanya@c...


Georgina de la Falaise, blonde, 12 years old



Dearest Elena,

I thought I must just write you a short note as I missed you earlier this morning after assembly. I expect you've heard about the arrival of our new Mistress, Miss Jones. Some of the other girls have been saying that she will be teaching Literature here at Avendale. Well, all I can say is what an attractive new addition to the Literature department she will undoubtedly make !! I managed to steal quite a good look at her when she first arrived and noticed what a very intelligent and wise face she has. I feel it would be such a privilege to be taught by her.
I should also report to you in my capacity as fellow twelve year old blonde that she is, as my elder sister Clarissa is apt to remark, a real corker. She has the most beautiful, long and luxuriant red hair containing every shade, hue and colour that Dea ever bestowed upon autumn. But there's more dearest Elena. She is also blessed with the most exquisite and elegant figure imaginable and one which could, I'm almost certain, set many a young blonde's heart aflutter. I do so hope you get a chance to see her today. Do relay your thoughts to me.
Elena, have you seen or spoken to Malena? When I saw her this morning at breakfast, she looked so sad but when I asked if she felt like talking, she seemed quite disinclined to do so. It's just so unlike her don't you think? I do hope she's alright but in any case, I shall try to speak to her again this evening and discover if there's anything a friend can do to help.
I very much hope to see you at Miss Darnelle's choir practice later this afternoon. Perhaps we can have a chat afterwards.

Your friend as always with love,
Georgina
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From: <Elaryn@a...>
Date: Tue Oct 12, 1999 4:18am
Subject: Elena to Georgina
  	
Elena Dierrian, blonde, 12 years old

Dearest Georgina,

I am sorry to have missed you, especially if you were seeking me, as it has
been quite a long while since we last spoke. I'm afraid I have been rather
busy with my studies. As with the girls from Culveria, I am in a foreign
land, and your history is new to me. Miss Poindexter seems to be feeling a
little better these days, and that is a blessing. For a while, I wondered if
she were ill, but fortunately, that seems to have passed.

I have heard of the arrival of the new Mistress; indeed, I sent her a small
note of welcome. I understand she teaches literature. How exciting! I love
to read, you know, and I am certain Miss Jones will have much to teach us on
the topic of reading. Finding a new book is like discovering a chestful of
hidden treasure, so I fancy Miss Jones could be likened to a veritable
dragon's hoard. I have not chanced to look upon Miss Jones, as yet, but I am
sure I shall see her soon. Now that you mention she is especially beautiful,
I am more curious than ever for a glimpse of her.

I have not spoken with Malena recently, either, but now my heart is filled
with concern for her. I shall endeavor to speak with her or drop her a small
note. I hope nithing is amiss. Perhaps she is simply concentrating upon her
studies? Mayhap she is homesick? Well, I shall drop her a note or try and
have a word with her.

I shall be in choir practice, as always, and perhaps you and I can meet
afterwards.

Fondly,

Elena Dierrian
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From: <Elaryn@a...>
Date: Tue Oct 12, 1999 4:28am
Subject: Re: Georgina to Elena
  	
Elena Dierrian, blonde, 12 years old

<< Elena, have you seen or spoken to Malena? When I saw her this morning at
breakfast, she looked so sad but when I asked if she felt like talking, she
seemed quite disinclined to do so. It's just so unlike her don't you think?
I do hope she's alright but in any case, I shall try to speak to her again
this evening and discover if there's anything a friend can do to help. >>

[A note, left upon Malena Franklin's pillow]

Dearest Malena,

We have not had the chance to speak to on another in quite a long while, so I
thought I'd just drop you a small note to see how you are feeling. I realise
we've all become quite busy with our studies, but we should never be so
occupied that we cannot spend a little time together.

I was wondering if all is well with you. How do you like Avendale, thus far?
I must tell you I love it here, and I am not nearly so homesick as I was in
the very first week. How goes it with you?

I understand we have a new Mistress of Literature, Miss Jones. Georgina
tells me she is very fair to look upon.

Please come speak with me as soon as you can, dear Malena, or reply by return
note,

Fondly, and with Concern,

Elena Dierrian
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From: Thelma Roberts <greenwellies@h...>
Date: Tue Oct 12, 1999 9:40am
Subject: Re:Tracey Arrives At Avendale
  	
Thelma Roberts, 14 years old and blonde, emerged from her room where she had
been swotting all day.

"Phew," she thought, "who ever had the zany idea that studying Latin would
be a good idea?"

Just then a girl her own age, but brunette, came around the corner, carrying
a few books and looking like she was new, lost or both.

"Hi, I'm Thelma Roberts. Are you new here?"

"Yes, indeed I am, and slightly confused too, if you can imagine such a
thing" the pert brunette murmured. "The name is Tracey. Tracey Austin.
My, you are a tall one. How tall exactly?"

Thelma blushed. "Six feet tall in my school shoes, 5 eleven in stocking
feet. Are you on your way to your room?"

Tracey nodded in the affirmative, and then the oddest thing just, well,
happened.

Thelma blurted out words she had never known were even in her: "Please
Tracey, may I carry your books for you?"

Tracey, cool and collected, smiled at the thought and passed her books over
to the blonde girl in front of her. They started down the hall towards
Tracey's room, as the brunette said, in a strong but quiet voice, "Carrying
my books will be the least of your duties, Thel. Just hope I never get
sentenced to write lines."
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From: Malena Franklin <malena43@h...>
Date: Tue Oct 12, 1999 2:51am
Subject: To Elena from Malena
  	
Dearest sweet Elena
So glad for Your note and concern. This shows me I have true friends around
me here in school. Its true I been a bit sad and withdrawn.
I just talked to janet about it and I will tell you too. I did something
stupid last week as Cynthia bullied around...and I ..swallow glued her
wintershoes. I then saw how Miss Veronica dealt with her and regrets my
stupid act so...and have been feeling guilty for so long now....but I have
decided to confess all to Miss Veronica to get it off my shoulders. I pay
Cynthis another pair of shoes..or clean them absoultely free from glue...and
take my punishment...
So glad You wrote I would like us to meet and walk in schoolgarden this week
and chat about school and life. I like You very much and feel You are a girl
I feel much for.....smiles......
Now I must look for Miss Veronica to get it all cleared up....
I too have seen miss Jones she is so beautiful but seems very strict....I
rather not miss my homework for her....maybe we could chat about her
too.....behind bushes in garden....?
Hugs You and smiles
malena
563
	

From: Nicola - 3rd Year Avendale <skoolgirl@s...>
Date: Tue Oct 12, 1999 10:50am
Subject: the follys of youth
  	
Nicola Bradford 14 Blonde


Nikki's relief as she walked towards town and her new found freedom had been brief. She knew little of Avenbridge having had only the briefest glimpse from the taxi from the station too Avendale. She had heard the gossip in the dorm about Marias Soda fountain and the common blondes, what where they called *chicks*, who congregated there. She had heard of the notorious Lucia's cafe perhaps she should investigate there after all if rumor was true well a pretty blonde was always in demand, perhaps from there she could become a famous Actress with a mysterious past. Her flight of fancy was interrupted by the sight of a brunette from school, she turned startled attempting to run away but was quickly caught by Lynette. Unable to contain her emotions, frustrated at her foiled attempt to runaway, ashamed at her pitiful state Nikki broke down into flood or tears, Oh as Lynette scolded her Nikki's sobbing was irreconcilable as she sobbed out the whole sorry episode and tale of woe of her ruined stockings.

Nikki knew that now was the moment too face the consequences would she be reported to Miss Annalinde or oh woe betide her Miss Maitland. Nikki already ridiculous and belittled in the eyes of her beloved knew she would accept what ever punishment her beloved saw fit. Nikki was somewhat surprised as Lynette had led her from the drive towards a secluded part of the grounds. At her beloved command she had bent over and braced herself against the graceful willow as Lynette ordered her to remain quiet. Lynette had without ceremony lifted Nikki's gymslip and petticoat to reveal her regulation knickers and then the searing pain as she administered ten stinging blows with the rough switch. With each blow Nikki bit harder on her lower lip to stifle her screams tears streaming from her face, Nikki had never been punished so by one she held so dear, oh of course her guardian had punished her but Nikki did not have the depths of emotion for her and Nanny's punishment had been more symbolic than actual. As they sneaked back to the dorm Lynette's words of warning echoed through Nikki's mind *five* strokes every time gosh she would have to learn quickly how to be more careful.


Nikki stood in the cold tiled bathroom standing on tip toe she inspected the ten vivid weal's crisscrossing her bottom. The pain had subsided into a dull numbness, paddling copious amounts of cold water over her swollen puffy eyes she slowly regained some semblance of external composure that was until she sat down. Sitting gingerly at the foot of her bed she had received Lynette's generous gift and she hoped forgiving smile with both relief and appreciation. Carefully Nikki took the stockings from the box and exercising great care put them on before proceeding to breakfast. Nikki eat ravenously at breakfast to the point that she attracted the attention of Miss Annalinde who scolded her for such poor table manors and instructed her to report to her study after breakfast. With a heavy heart Nikki stood before the solid oak door of Miss Annalinde's study and gently, hoping against hope it would go unanswered knocked the door.....
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From: Malena Franklin <malena43@h...>
Date: Tue Oct 12, 1999 8:36am
Subject: Welcome, Miss Jones from Malena
  	
Dear Miss Jones
My name is Malena Im 12 years old and brunette.I will join your class
tomorrow and wonders if we have any homework to do this week?
I already have lots of homework so I hope it wont be too much!?
I like to plan my studies so please let me know what You expect of us...
I welcome You to school Miss Jones
respectfully
Malena Franklin
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From: Georgina de la Falaise <Tanya@c...>
Date: Tue Oct 12, 1999 4:22pm
Subject: Georgina to Malena
  	
Tanya@c...

Georgina de la Falaise, blonde, 12 years old


Dearest Malena,

I was so glad to spend a little time with you earlier this evening in the gardens. It was so beautiful watching the sun go down behind the Avendale trees as it caught the leaves in all their autumnal glory. We really are so lucky to be at a school in such a beautiful part of Quirinelle.
I understand completely how you must be feeling about the "winter shoes" incident. I myself had to make a confession to Miss Veronica two days ago regarding some sweets and biscuits I had bought whilst in Avenbridge the weekend before last. I purchased them with a view to organising a midnight feast in the blonde dorm but then felt suddenly very guilty for having taken advantage of Miss Veronica's kindness and trust being as it was she who had escourted us all in to town. I must admit I feel much better for having told her the truth and suspect I will feel even more cleansed and returned to myself when she has finally punished me for my disobedience. Malena, I think you're absolutely right to tell her all. You will feel so much better for having done so.
Wouldn't it perhaps be nice if we could go for another walk in the gardens tomorrow evening and invite both Elena and Janet as well
Anyway, I do hope you're feeling a little better than you were earlier today.

Your friend with hugs,
Georgina.
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From: <Elaryn@a...>
Date: Tue Oct 12, 1999 0:24pm
Subject: Elena and Malena Meet in the Garden
  	
Elena Dierrian, blonde, 12 years old

Elena met Malena Franklin in the garden, feeling a great deal of trepidation.
As Malena hove into view, Elena recalled her conversation with Miss Veronica,
the brunette prefect, about 'tattling.' Malena was a dear friend, and Elena
was very fond of her, and Cynthia Terwillinger had already made herself quite
unpopular at Avendale, with Seniors, Juniors, blondes and brunettes alike.
Surely few would blame the other girls -- especially the younger ones -- if
they struck back at Cynthia with pranks. On the other hand, gluing a girl's
shoes -- regardless of how much of a bully she was -- was wrong. As Malena
approached into earshot, Elena quickly removed her right forefinger from her
mouth (for her particular habit, when nervous, was to gnaw the forefinger of
her right hand) and looked to ensure no one else was present.

The two schoolgirls, blonde and brunette, embraced as only two very young
schoolgirls can, then sat quietly together on a bench, arms entwined about
each other. "Oh, Elena," Malena began, "I was so glad you said you wanted to
meet me. I am so distraught..."

"Georgina told me that you seemed sad, and I know we have all been busy with
studies, of late. But, oh, Malena...did you truly glue Cynthia's winter
shoes? Please, tell me you were only funning." Elena's vivid green eyes
were wide with concern.

Malena coloured and nodded silently, then raised her eyes to Elena's, her
lips set in an angry line. "Yes. Yes, it is true, and I am torn apart with
guilt for having done so, but-but... Elena, she is such a beast! She is a
bully and a braggart and a cad and a--and a---oooohhhhhhh!" Malena simply
could not think of enough bad things to call Cynthia Terwillinger.

Elena made shushing noises and stroked Malena's hair gently. "She *is*
rather dreadful. Almost pitiful, really. I wonder if her poor Mummies know
of her behavior?"

"You feel sorry for her? Really, Elena - I suppose it is because you are a
blonde and tenderhearted, but I find it hard to feel anything besides dislike
for her. You-" and Malena's voice dropped to a whisper, "you should hear the
dreadful things she says about Janet Dolan or what she says about Miss
Veronica behind her back. She is a monster in human shape -- completely
awful!"

"And if that *is* the case, then how very sad for her," Elena replied, her
long fingers still twined in Malena's tresses. "Evil people are always sad."

"Sad?"

"They have turned their hearts away from the Light. They shiver in the
darkness, cast out of home and hearth, to wander on the edges of the world,
alone and afraid."

Malena's eyes were wide. "Truly, do they?"

Elena nodded. "Oh yes, they do. I am sure that in their heart of hearts, as
they wander in the outer darkness, they wish someone would guide them home,
back to the Light, back to the hearth, to the Familia. Sometimes, one does
not value a thing unless one almost loses it."

"If they value the Light so much, then why do they leave it in the first
place?"

"Well, I am not as learned as the Priestesses back home, but I asked them the
same thing once. They told me that Dea gave Her children free will so that
we could *choose* to serve Her and love Her and obey Her. If we did not have
the free will to choose between right and wrong, Light and darkness, we would
be as mindless puppets. Without free will, there would be no choice
whatsoever. Most maids, thanks be to Dea, choose the Light. Oh, we all err
now and again, but for the most part, we dwell in the Light."

Malena nodded, trying to absorb what her friend had just told her. "I still
do not understand why anyone would leave the Light, though. That seems
foolish to me."

Elena smiled a little. "We have all left the Light, upon one occasion or
another. Have you *never* done anything naughty or worthy off correction? I
can speak only for myself, but I know I have been naughty more than a few
times."

"You? Naughty? I do not believe it!" Malena said fervently.

Elena giggled lightly and gave Malena a hug. "Oh, my true friend, you have
no idea how naughty I can be atimes...just wait 'til you know me better! And
then, you know what they say about we blondes -- we require much more
correction than brunettes.

"Why would a maid leave the Light? Because she is not thinking, or maybe
because she feels angry or hurt, or perhaps because she truly does not
understand that she had left it. Girls like Cynthia - I think she *wants* to
be corrected, Malena. Truly, I do. I think she yearns to be pulled back to
her proper place and shown that even she is part of the Golden Order. It is
an old saying that maternal discipline is spiritual nourishment -- each
stroke is as a drop of mother's milk. I think, perhaps, that Cynthia is very
hungry."

"I say, you *are* chap," declared Malena. Then she stared at the ground and
blushed again. "I-I must go and speak with Miss Veronica and confess what I
did to Cynthia," she said. "I must apologise to Cynthia and offer to either
clean her shoes or else-or else buy her new ones." She clasped Elena's hands
suddenly. "Oh, but I am afraid. What *will* Miss Veronica think of me?"

"She will continue to care for you as she always does and admire your courage
for confessing. She will also punish you," Elena said, her eyes twinkling,
"but I expect you already know *that*. W-would you like me to walk with you
to Miss Veronica's study, Malena?"

Malena stood and pulled Elena gently to her feet, then leaned over and gently
kissed her cheek. "No. No, thank you, Elena. I...I hope you won't be mad
at me, but this is something I must do myself, one brunette to another. I-I
hope you understand..."

"Of course I do. Good luck, dear Malena." The two girls embraced one final
time, and Malena squared her small shoulders and headed for Veronica
Bellemont's study.
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From: <Elaryn@a...>
Date: Tue Oct 12, 1999 0:30pm
Subject: Garden Meeting
  	
Elena Dierrian, blonde, 12 years old

[Note to Georgina de la Falaise, Malena Franklin and Janet Dolan]

Tomorrow afternoon, after tea, and provided we do not have lines or lessons,
let us meet in the garden, near the large, red rosebush. It has been a while
since we have had a nice coze.

-Elena Dierrian

PS: I shall send a note to Miss Annalinde and Miss Veronica, just to let
them know what we are doing.
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From: <Elaryn@a...>
Date: Tue Oct 12, 1999 0:33pm
Subject: Meeting in the Garden
  	
Elena Dierrian, blonde, 12 years old

[Note sent to Miss Annalinde Chelverton, blonde prefect and Miss Veronica
Bellemont, brunette prefect]

Tomorrow afternoon, after tea, and provided we do not have lines or lessons,
Georgina, Malena, Janet and I plan to meet in the garden, near the large, red
rosebush, provided it is all right with you. It has been a while since we
have had a nice chat together, what with lessons and all.

If you do not approve, then please let us know.

Respectfully,

-Elena Dierrian
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From: janet dolan <janetd33@h...>
Date: Tue Oct 12, 1999 5:18pm
Subject: Janet to Ellena
  	
Dear Elena.

I will be happy to come provided Miss Veronica allows it. You know I still
have a paddling coming to me for unkempt uniform, and I may get lines too.

Thank you so much. I hope she will allow it

Janet
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From: Dorothea Maitland <headmistress@a...>
Date: Tue Oct 12, 1954 5:08pm
Subject: To Lynette
  	
Dear Lynette,

Thank you so much for posting the School List. Would you like the post of
School List Monitor. You seem a very sensible and reliable senior and if
your studies allow you time it would be a great help to us if you could
keep the school list up to date and regularly posted.

Dorothea Maitland
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From: <AnnalindeC@a...>
Date: Tue Oct 12, 1999 2:05pm
Subject: Nicola in Annalinde's Study
  	
There was an almost inaudible tap at Annalinde's door.

"Come in," called Annlinde. Nikki crept in.

"There's no need to look so scared. I just wanted a little word with you
about the way you were eating your breakfast. Do you normally gobble your
food like that?"

"No, Miss Annalinde - I just . . ."

"Just what?"

"I well, I don't know."

"Perhaps I do. After your little jaunt and with the relief of being back
you felt rather hungry."

"Um . . . yes. . ."

"Yes, i do know about it.Lynette told me. She was a little worried about
the way she took the law into her own hands and told me."

Nikki looked worried. She did not want Lynette to be in trouble.

"I told her she did exactly right. She is not a prefect, but she is a
responsible older girl. It may be a touch unorthodox, but things are often
done that way here. I trust you do not object."

"Oh *no*, Miss Annalinde. Lynette helped me a lot, though she was very
strict."

"Good. I think Lynette may be a fine prefect one day. As for you - I want
to tell you that I think you are doing very well here. I have been pleased
with you. You must take care with your writing, though. Remember that when a
word like 'folly' is plural the 'y' becomes 'ie' - so we say 'follies', not
'follys'. Also I want you to think about the difference between 'to' and
'too'. I want you to write me six examples of words where 'y' becomes 'ie' in
the plural and write me a paragraph explaining the difference between 'to'
and 'too'.

Now, bend over my desk.

Nikki obeyed and Annalinde lifted her skirt.

"My, Lynette has done a nice job," she said, lifting the hem of the junior
girl's knickers to admire it. She gave her a few slaps for her table manners.
Not very hard as she guessed she was sore already.

"Now, if you get worried about some big crisis like your stockings, instead
of finding your own dramatic solutions, what do you think you should do?"

"Come to a prefect, Miss Annalinde?'

"That is right. You can always ask me about things. I won't eat you you know
."

Nikki laughed.

"Off you go, dear," said Annalinde.
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From: ashleigh butler <ashleeigh_99@y...>
Date: Tue Oct 12, 1999 7:02pm
Subject: Re: Ashleigh
  	
Ashleigh walked outside of the building and into the
bright sunlight. She decided to try to get in some
walking and exploring. She wondered how her time
here would be. Since she was new she really did not
know how to act, how people would respond to her. She
had been invited to the theater which was very
exciting. She loved the theater, she loved
everything about it, the stage, the lights etc. But
she really had not talked to anyone. As she
approached the garden she saw some girls gathered
there. She hid behind a tree and listened to their
conversation. She did not know if she should but in
or leave them alone.


=====
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From: <fateful@g...>
Date: Tue Oct 12, 1999 7:42pm
Subject: Caitlen settles in
  	
Caitlen returned to her room after a full day of classes and flopped down on her bed. It had been a challenging day, not the classes really, they were the same subjects she had been studying in her last school, no, the hardest thing had been finding her way around the winding schoolhouse. Although she recocgnized some of the girls in her classes she had not spoken to anyone besides Ashleigh, Lynette, and Nicola, well, not really Nicola, she had said hello but that was about it. Hmmm...perhaps it was time to change that. Straightening her uniform Caitlen slid off the bed and went in search of Nicola...

Caitlen Ramsey Ash, 15, brunette
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From: <leslie7@h...>
Date: Tue Oct 12, 1999 10:10pm
Subject: Miss Jones to Annalinde
  	
Leslie Jones (Miss) -- redhaired brunette (Mistress)


My dear Annalinde,

Thank you for your kind welcome. I have retired to my
new rooms for a time, because I am overcome with the accumulated strain of
the distance I travelled and probably the excitement of all the new places
and faces. I shall rest so that I may join in the full life of the school as
soon as possible. I do hope to be feeling well enough to call on Miss
Maitland in a day or so.

In the interim, I would greatly appreciate your conveying my thanks to
Malena, Emma, and Alexis for their sweet welcoming notes.

I would like to convene a small class early next week to consider how we
might begin to study the works of Joyce, my personal choice for our finest
writer of this century. I hope you will attend and I would ask you to extend
an invitation to any girls you regard as ready to tackle this challenging writer's work. I will let you know the time and place soon.

I appreciate your offer of assistance, dear, and also enjoyed your apparent
pleasure at the sight of my stockings. I do not anticipate any discipline
problems that I would not be in a position to handle once I feel my normal
self again. And I would certainly not wish to discipline you who have been
so kind to me.

Cordially,


Leslie Jones (Miss)
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From: <Aphridite1@a...>
Date: Tue Oct 12, 1999 6:36pm
Subject: Re: Welcome to avendale@onelist.com
  	
Ms. Maitland,

I am going to be a bit delayed in completing my welcome assignment, as I had
to care for a sick friend all day. Rest Assured everything will be completed
tomorrow night.

Sincerely,
Genevieve
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From: Nicola - 3rd Year Avendale <skoolgirl@s...>
Date: Tue Oct 12, 1999 10:44pm
Subject: on meeting Caitlen
  	
Nikki closed the door to Miss Annalinde's study with a heavy heart, the spanking had been bad enough enflaming her already tender bottom but the extra Grammar, a subject she felt sure she was sure to fail was to much. Somehow she would have to discover the answers perhaps after lessons during lunch the library may hold the solution ? Lessons were uneventful if a little uncomfortable the hard classroom chairs offering no relief to Nikki's tender bottom. Nikki exercised great care over lunch insuring that her manners were impeccable although she was some what abrupt with the new brunette, lunch over Nikki hurried to the library in search of the solution to be confronted with, prepositions, verbs, adverbs gosh this was going to be even harder than she had thought. As the bell sounded for afternoon class Nikki was even more confused than when she started. The afternoons lessons fortunately were art followed by theology a subject which Nikki found absorbing if thoroughly confusing but the tales of Odena and Thorina made jolly exciting reading even if a bit far fetched. Lessons over Nikki retired to the dorm and sitting gingerly on her bed tried to make some sense of her scribbled notes taken in the library when the new brunette entered, Nikki looked up the words of Miss Annalinde fresh in her mind and tender in her bottom.

"Hello, sorry I was so abrubt earlier, my names Nicola Bradford most people call me Nikki I'm so terribly sorry but I appear to have forgotten yours please forgive me but I really have had a *stinking* day I though you was Lynette when you first entered she is so wonderful and fair although somewhat strict"

Nikki's animated speaking had reminded her swiftly of this fact, not allowing the poor girl chance to reply Nikki continued.

"Sorry what did you say your name was ? do tell me all about yourself ?, I really should be finishing this irksome task but I'm sure I will have time after my trip to town with Lynette, did I tell you I was going into town with Lynette ? shes so nice she lent me these stockings"

Finally given chance the patient girl replied

"Caitlen"
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From: <leslie7@xxxxxxx.xxx>
Date: Tue Oct 12, 1999 10:52pm
Subject: Miss Jones in Her Rooms
  	
Miss Jones felt unwell and even a bit faint as she reclined
on her bed in her ample but still strange rooms at Avendale.
She enjoyed meeting the prefect, Annalinde, but was slightly
disconcerted by the prefect's seeming to think that Miss Jones
would want to discipline her. Miss Jones actually was excited by
the pretty blonde's apparent liking for the new mistress. She was
feeling feelings she had not at all anticipated and was also
disturbed by these.

And she realized she had asked Annalinde to invite some of the girls
who had written her such kind welcoming notes but had negelected Elena,
whose note was really the cleverest of all. Miss Jones felt she was
slightly discommoded and even a bit edgy all round. Elena clearly was
the best candidate to shine at the class to consider how to approach
the study of Joyce. She hoped Annalinde would use her discretion
well and make sure to invite Elena to the class. In fact, Miss Jones
smiled to herself and said that this would be a fine measure of how
sage Annalinde truly might be.

So the redhaired brunette mistress slowly rolled down her stockings,
the ones she was a bit delighted at their ability to entrance Annalinde.
And she slowly undressed for the first time in her new lodgings--slipping on
a soft satin nightgown and leaving on only her lovely directoires beneath,
she clambered into her bed and fell asleep quickly.
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From: Nicola - 3rd Year Avendale <skoolgirl@xxxxxx.xxxxxxxxx.xx.xxx>
Date: Tue Oct 12, 1999 10:50pm
Subject: on meeting Caitlen
  	
Nicola Bradford 14 Blonde

Nikki closed the door to Miss Annalinde's study with a heavy heart, the spanking had been bad enough enflaming her already tender bottom but the extra Grammar, a subject she felt sure she was sure to fail was to much. Somehow she would have to discover the answers perhaps after lessons during lunch the library may hold the solution ? Lessons were uneventful if a little uncomfortable the hard classroom chairs offering no relief to Nikki's tender bottom. Nikki exercised great care over lunch insuring that her manners were impeccable although she was some what abrupt with the new brunette, lunch over Nikki hurried to the library in search of the solution to be confronted with, prepositions, verbs, adverbs gosh this was going to be even harder than she had thought. As the bell sounded for afternoon class Nikki was even more confused than when she started. The afternoons lessons fortunately were art followed by theology a subject which Nikki found absorbing if thoroughly confusing but the tales of Odena and Thorina made jolly exciting reading even if a bit far fetched. Lessons over Nikki retired to the dorm and sitting gingerly on her bed tried to make some sense of her scribbled notes taken in the library when the new brunette entered, Nikki looked up the words of Miss Annalinde fresh in her mind and tender in her bottom.

"Hello, sorry I was so abrubt earlier, my names Nicola Bradford most people call me Nikki I'm so terribly sorry but I appear to have forgotten yours please forgive me but I really have had a *stinking* day I though you was Lynette when you first entered she is so wonderful and fair although somewhat strict"

Nikki's animated speaking had reminded her swiftly of this fact, not allowing the poor girl chance to reply Nikki continued.

"Sorry what did you say your name was ? do tell me all about yourself ?, I really should be finishing this irksome task but I'm sure I will have time after my trip to town with Lynette, did I tell you I was going into town with Lynette ? shes so nice she lent me these stockings"

Finally given chance the patient girl replied

"Caitlen"
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From: <fateful@xxxxxxxxx.xxx>
Date: Tue Oct 12, 1999 11:02pm
Subject: Re: on meeting Caitlen
  	
Caitlen smiled softly as Nicola, Nikki, sped through sentence after sentence, hardly seeming to breathe. She nodded as Nikki complimented Lynette, a little too fervently Caitlen thought, for friendship to be the only aspect of their relationship. Finally, as Nikki wound down, the last of her questions trailing off, Caitlen replied, "My name's Caitlen, I'm fifteen and I just got here two days ago. It's a long story why I switched schools, suffice it to say there was a bit of a scandal at my last one, you know how parents are, just the hint of scandal and they pull their daughters out of one school and ship them off to another... Oh well, Avendale seems nice enough. Going into town huh? That sounds like fun, I really haven't seen much of the town myself, I should set aside some time later to go once I've caught up in my classes. What are you working on over there? Grammar? Oh, that's not so terribly hard once you get it straight in your mind...would you like some help with it? I'd be happy to work on it with you... So, how long have you been at Avendale?

Caitlen, 15, brunette
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From: <aaclinkinbeard@xxxxxxx.xxx>
Date: Wed Oct 13, 1999 1:04am
Subject: School List
  	
Lynette posted the School List at the end of the hall. She thought
that this may help some of the pupils get to know each other better.
Perhaps it would be nice to add a few notes to the list. The list
could include things like where everyone was from, and what
activities they enjoyed. Perhaps the Mistresses would like to note
what subjects they taught? Lynette requested that any mistakes
would be brought to her attention.


Students:

Yolande Allenby, bl, 15

Caitlen Ramsey Ash, br, 15

Tracey Marie Austin, br, 14

Veronica Bellemont, br, 15

Emma Eilise Bradbury, br, 16

Nicola Bradford, bl, 14

Ashleigh Butler, bl, 16

Sarah Jane Callier, bl, 17

Emily Chambers, br, 15

Annalinde Chelverton, bl, 16

Elena Dierrian, bl, 12

Janet Dolan, br, 12

Elspeth Elsvetta, bl, 15

Georgina de la Falaise, bl, 12

Rebecca Fleming, br, 16

Malena Franklin, br, 12

Alexis Harrington, bl, 15

Lynette Klaire, br, 17

Sabrina McCloud, br, 14

Ariadne di Naxos, bl, 18

Jinjur Quinbury, bl, 16

Cynthia Terwilliger, br, 16

Caroline (Carrie) Veleda-Binks, br, 14

Katherine (Katie) Webster, bl, 12


Player-character Mistresses:

Miss Maitland, bl

Miss Prism, br

Miss Serelique, bl

Miss Leslie Jones, br

Miss Maybridge, br

Miss Maybridge mostly looks after technical matters



Prominent non-player Characters

Miss Poindexter, br

Joan and Suzanne, br, middle school but exact ages not known.

Joan is at present in an intermediate state, having been "animated"
once so far. Her sex is brunette and her age not known.
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From: Thelma Roberts <greenwellies@xxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Wed Oct 13, 1999 1:55am
Subject: Re:Tracey Arrives At Avendale
  	
Thelma Roberts, 14 years old and blonde, emerged from her room where she had
been swotting all day.

"Phew," she thought, "who ever had the zany idea that studying Latin would
be a good idea?"

Just then a girl her own age, but brunette, came around the corner, carrying
a few books and looking like she was new, lost or both.

"Hi, I'm Thelma Roberts. Are you new here?"

"Yes, indeed I am, and slightly confused too, if you can imagine such a
thing" the pert brunette murmured. "The name is Tracey. Tracey Austin.
My, you are a tall one. How tall exactly?"

Thelma blushed. "Six feet tall in my school shoes, 5 eleven in stocking
feet. Are you on your way to your room?"

Tracey nodded in the affirmative, and then the oddest thing just, well,
happened.

Thelma blurted out words she had never known were even in her: "Please
Tracey, may I carry your books for you?"

Tracey, cool and collected, smiled at the thought and passed her books over
to the blonde girl in front of her. They started down the hall towards
Tracey's room, as the brunette said, in a strong but quiet voice, "Carrying
my books will be the least of your duties, Thel. Just hope I never get
sentenced to write lines."
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From: Thelma Roberts <greenwellies@xxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Wed Oct 13, 1999 2:02am
Subject: School List missing a name
  	
Thelma wandered down the hall, checked out the bulletin board as she was
wont to do, and noticed a listing of students.

"Hmm," she said to herself, "my name is missing! Have I been expelled?"

Realizing it was likely just an oversight, she wrote "Thelma Roberts, 16,
blonde"
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From: Tracey Austin <tracey_m_austin@xxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Wed Oct 13, 1999 2:40am
Subject: Tracey And Thelma
  	
Tracey was a little astonished that this blonde girl would be so forward
with her, but pleased nevertheless. At 14, she was still quite unconscious
of her beauty, with her mischievous grey-green eyes, thick brown locks, a
smattering of freckles on her pert nose, and long, coltish legs.

"Hmmm," she thought to herself. "A girl to carry my books and do things for
me. This school may be lots of fun after all!"

When they arrived at Tracey's room, they sat on her bed and started talking.
Tracey asked Thelma all the questions she had about the school, grateful
to have a friend who knew the ropes.

"When are classes? When do we eat? Is there a lot of prep? Is there a lot
of homework? Are the mistresses nice or mean?" Tracey kept firing
questions at Thelma.

And finally, she asked in a whisper, "Do they ever -- hit -- anyone here?"

--Tracey Marie Austin, brunette, 14
584
	

From: <aaclinkinbeard@h...>
Date: Wed Oct 13, 1999 3:44am
Subject: Lynette visits Thelma
  	
Lynette, br, 17

Lynette noticed the board and was confused. She went
and introduced herself to Thelma Roberts. The blond
was younger then her, but she still could not tell if she
was 16 or 14 years old. Lynette asked politely " How
old are you?" When she received the reply she made
a note and kept it in the records.
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From: <leslie7@xxxxxxx.xxx>
Date: Wed Oct 13, 1999 3:49am
Subject: Assignment for Elena and Annalinde
  	
My dear Annalinde and Elena,

In preparing my plans for literature classes this term,
it would assist me greatly were the two of you (whose welcoming
notes to me displayed no slight degree of erudition) inclined
to write short essays for me describing your most recent
reading. I shall not regard these essays as part of your formal
assignments that would be taken into consideration in assigning
your term grades but will use the essays as diagnostic tools for
determining the kind of literature to be included in the reading
assignments I shall set for my junior and senior classes.

Thus this is not an assignment but only a request should you be
interested in assisting me. If you do wish to write the essays,
please submit them to me by Monday next so I may proceed with my
preparations. Length and the particular book or books you discuss are
entirely your choices.

With my appreciation for your kindnesses,

Miss Jones
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From: Malena Franklin <malena43@xxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Wed Oct 13, 1999 0:41am
Subject: Teareyed confession by Malena
  	
This should be the moment!
I swallowed and was so scared I didnt know where to go.....
My hands twisting and so redfaced but now I had to do it!
All my friends Janet, Elena and Georgina had supported me to go and tell
Miss Veronica what I done and confess totally so I could be free of this
burden of guilt. I also knew I probably would have to write home to mom for
money to pay for a new pair of shoes...something mom certainly would not
appreciate.....It will probably be discussed at midterm vist from my mom
....and most certainly over her knees swallow.. But now I had to collect
courage to face Miss Veronica and tell her of my deed.....and I must pay
consequenses...for it....
Slowly I walk thru corridor to Miss Veronicas dorr and knock....
Tears in my eyes, heart beating, shame glowing in my face and butterflies in
stomach.
I open door and steps inside and starts telling what Ive done with
tearfilled voice.........

malena
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From: Thelma Roberts <greenwellies@xxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Wed Oct 13, 1999 10:05am
Subject: Re: Lynette visits Thelma
  	
"Gosh, Lynette," Thelma exclaimed. "Because I'm so darn tall, people
usually mistake me for someone older. So even though I'm 14 and a half, I
wrote age 16 on the list because I'd like people to take me more seriously,
think of me as someone older and wiser."

Lynette noted 14 and a half in her book, then smiled at the blonde.

"Thelma, my dear, your actions have only made people think you must have
been held back a year or too, as no 16 year old would still be in the grade
you are in."

With that, Lynette left Thelma's rom, her point having been well made.
Thelma, meanwhile, wondered if her actions would have a consequence.
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From: Nicola - 3rd Year Avendale <skoolgirl@xxxxxx.xxxxxxxxx.xx.xxx>
Date: Wed Oct 13, 1999 10:18am
Subject: assistance from Caitlen while waiting for Lynette
  	
Nicola Bradford 14 Blonde

"I'm fourteen I will be Fifteen soon, well November the 22nd actually, my guardian has promised me my first real evening dress, she had promised to take me to Madame Delaplaces in the west end, shes terriably good she makes all my guardians things, but now what with the awful pickle I have made of things I doubt she will"


Caitlen stood patiently as Nikki continued


"I arrived about four weeks ago, at first I was so homesick I missed nanny so but the girls are generally good eggs and helped me settle in, especially Lynette."


Caitlen's impression that Nikki's feelings and relationship with Lynette was more than that of just school friends was further reinforced, together with the observation that Nikki was moving somewhat gingerly for one who spoke so quickly, seizing the opportunity of Nikki pausing for breath she asked


" I guess you flunked in Grammar is that the reason for the extra work?"


Avoiding the temptation to say more (Caitlen had heard the gossip concerning Nikki's obvious punishment the reason for which nobody appeared to know) she repeated her offer of assistance without further hesitation Nikki replied


"Oh yes please"


Caitlen satdown on the bed and patiently began to try to explain to Nikki the intricacy's of Grammar although it was quickly apparant that Nikki was a hopeless pupil who owed her place in school more to her guardian than to her own abilities. At Caitlen's suggestion they completed the easier task of noun to plural although even this was proving hard going, it was with a sense of relief that Caitlen looked up when a older brunette entered the dorm and said


"What are you two upto ?, Nikki are you ready?, oh sorry My names Lynette Klaire please forgive my manors, Caitlen isn't it? but we must hurry or the shops will be closed"


Nikki needed no second chance to leave behind the bother-some confusing world of Grammar and began to dress in her maroon gaberdine and straw boater allowing Lynette and Caitlen to continue their conversation, the partially finished task left on the bed in her excitement.



The plural of Cherry is Cherries


The plural of Nunnery is Nunneries


The plural of Reality is Realities


The plural of Thirty is Thirties



The plural of Copy is Copies
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From: <AnnalindeC@xxx.xxx>
Date: Wed Oct 13, 1999 0:44pm
Subject: Poems of Springtide - for Miss Jones
  	
The most recent book I have read is *Eos* by A.P. Myrtle. Miss Myrtle is a
young poetess of the Milchford Group and will be known to the older girls at
this school as Angela Myrtle who left for Milchford several terms ago.

Miss Myrtle - if I may take advantage of my privilege of having personal
knowledge of her - was known to us as a very intelligent brunette. Friendly,
sometimes skittish (one or two of her pranks have become part of the school's
Oral Tradition) but always curiously reserved.

Something of what lay behind that reserve is revealed in this book. An
intense, deeply-feeling, delicate sensibility, a fiery passion for life and
in particular for the more refined sensations that pass one and in most cases
are lost. Miss Myrtle strives, almost painfully, to capture them.

The poem which perhaps suggested the title of the book, "Springtide" is a
delightful example. It was written in her second term at Milchford on a day
in Spring when her consciousness of the resurgence of the life of the year
became in her mind inextricably entangled with her sense of freedom at the
University as compared to her younger life and the development of her poetic
power:

Now what it is to be free,
When the breeze I breathe is turning
Its million unseen intricacies round the thing I am.
To be free among the luminescent greens
Of many chlorophylls in the sunflood;
To be free by waist-high nettles,
Thrusting ferns as tall as I am,
In the juvenescent period.
Of every living thing.

The verse is typical of the New Movement. It is "free verse" in the true
sense - not simply prose broken into lines like the outpourings of a few of
the Movement's unsuccessful imitators. "To write free verse," says Miss
Myrtle, "one must be a better prosodist than to write scanned lines. If one
cannot scan, one had better write scanned verse or none. Then at least one
can see where one has gone wrong."

Miss Myrtle demonstrates her ability to scan in several more traditional
verses, though her wonderful sense of rhythm is demonstrated best in her free
verse such as that quoted above.

I have been told that it was once suggested that the book be entitled *The
Thirteenth Stroke* after an incident in Miss Myrtle's school career which
some may recall. Whether the suggestion was in jest or not I do not know, but
Miss Myrtle's reaction was illuminating. She rejected it, saying that to
bring anywhere into art obscure references to the artist's personal life was
wholly illegitimate. "For an artist to foist her psychology or biography upon
her audience is mere impertinence. She should at least have the decency to
digest them before incorporating them in her work." It has often been said
that writers of the New Movement can be obscure. This is because their
references are often erudite and sometimes perhaps overly recondite; but the
charge that they draw from their own obscure personal experience to make
references that are of no value to any but themselves and their immediate
acquaintance is, in Miss Myrtle's case - and we suggest in the case of all
the truly representative artists of the New Movement - manifestly untrue.

Miss Myrtle has said that the New Movement is only new in outward form. In
essence it is a return to traditions older than the recent Romanticism. Its
aim is to appeal to the Universal - to Archetypal Truths, as was more ancient
art.

We might dispute the suggestion that Romanticism did *not* appeal to these
things. Perhaps every young movement likes to think it has found the
Philosopher's Stone that was lost by their grandparents. In truth we doubt
that Stone has ever been long lost; but a style of art as it ages may perhaps
cover it by "familiarity and selfish solicitude" as Samantha Coleridge - an
early Romantic - once put it.

Or is it simply that - as Miss Clorasch, the Neo-Romantic composer put it
in a telling comment on the New Movement - "Truth, like love, is a thing the
young of every generation feel they have invented."

Be that as it may, it is in the nature of the Historical Cycle that every
generation has access to possibilities that previous generations had not,
even as older possibilities close to them. These are not, certainly *higher*
possibilities - in the nature of historical decline they are probably lower
-, but they are *different*, they are unique to their time, and they are a
necessary part of the "flowering" of the whole cycle - crystalline beauties
that display the fecundity of the World's Winter and the unending love of Dea
in making every part of our Historical Cycle so full of richness.

Among the beauties of this generation I feel the poetry of Miss A.P. Myrtle
- the Angela whom we knew and loved - will not be the smallest.
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From: <AnnalindeC@xxx.xxx>
Date: Wed Oct 13, 1999 1:25pm
Subject: Poems of Springtide - for Miss Jones
  	
The most recent book I have read is *Eos* by A.P. Myrtle. Miss Myrtle is a
young poetess of the Milchford Group and will be known to the older girls at
this school as Angela Myrtle who left for Milchford several terms ago.

Miss Myrtle - if I may take advantage of my privilege of having personal
knowledge of her - was known to us as a very intelligent brunette. Friendly,
sometimes skittish (one or two of her pranks have become part of the school's
Oral Tradition) but always curiously reserved.

Something of what lay behind that reserve is revealed in this book. An
intense, deeply-feeling, delicate sensibility, a fiery passion for life and
in particular for the more refined sensations that pass one and in most cases
are lost. Miss Myrtle strives, almost painfully, to capture them.

The poem which perhaps suggested the title of the book, "Springtide" is a
delightful example. It was written in her second term at Milchford on a day
in Spring when her consciousness of the resurgence of the life of the year bec
ame in her mind inextricably entangled with her sense of freedom at the
University as compared to her younger life and the development of her poetic
power:

Now what it is to be free,
When the breeze I breathe is turning
Its million unseen intricacies round the thing I am.
To be free among the luminescent greens
Of many chlorophylls in the sunflood;
To be free by waist-high nettles,
Thrusting ferns as tall as I am,
In the juvenescent period.
Of every living thing.

The verse is typical of the New Movement. It is "free verse" in the true
sense - not simply prose broken into lines like the outpourings of a few of
the Movement's unsuccessful imitators. "To write free verse," says Miss
Myrtle, "one must be a better prosodist than to write scanned lines. If one
cannot scan, one had better write scanned verse or none. Then at least one
can see where one has gone wrong."

Miss Myrtle demonstrates her ability to scan in several more traditional
verses, though her wonderful sense of rhythm is demonstrated best in her free
verse such as that quoted above.

I have been told that it was once suggested that the book be entitled *The
Thirteenth Stroke* after an incident in Miss Myrtle's school career which
some may recall. Whether the suggestion was in jest or not I do not know, but
Miss Myrtle's reaction was illuminating. She rejected it, saying that to
bring anywhere into art obscure references to the artist's personal life was
wholly illegitimate. "For an artist to foist her psychology or biography upon
her audience is mere impertinence. She should at least have the decency to
digest them before incorporating them in her work." It has often been said
that writers of the New Movement can be obscure. This is because their
references are often erudite and sometimes perhaps overly recondite; but the
charge that they draw from their own obscure personal experience to make
references that are of no value to any but themselves and their immediate
acquaintance is, in Miss Myrtle's case - and we suggest in the case of all
the truly representative artists of the New Movement - manifestly untrue.

Miss Myrtle has said that the New Movement is only new in outward form. In
essence it is a return to traditions older than the recent Romanticism. Its
aim is to appeal to the Universal - to Archetypal Truths, as was more ancient
art.

We might dispute the suggestion that Romanticism did *not* appeal to these
things. Perhaps every young movement likes to think it has found the
Philosopher's Stone that was lost by their grandparents. In truth we doubt
that Stone has ever been long lost; but a style of art as it ages may perhaps
cover it by "familiarity and selfish solicitude" as Samantha Coleridge - an
early Romantic - once put it.

Or is it simply that - as Miss Clorasch, the Neo-Romantic composer put it
in a telling comment on the New Movement - "Truth, like love, is a thing the
young of every generation feel they have invented."

Be that as it may, it is in the nature of the Historical Cycle that every
generation has access to possibilities that previous generations had not,
even as older possibilities close to them. These are not, certainly *higher*
possibilities - in the nature of historical decline they are probably lower
-, but they are *different*, they are unique to their time, and they are a
necessary part of the "flowering" of the whole cycle - crystalline beauties
that display the fecundity of the World's Winter and the unending love of Dea
in making every part of our Historical Cycle so full of richness.

Among the beauties of this generation I feel the poetry of Miss A.P. Myrtle
- the Angela whom we knew and loved - will not be the smallest.
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From: <leslie7@xxxxxxx.xxx>
Date: Wed Oct 13, 1999 6:29pm
Subject: Literature
  	
My Dear Miss Maitland,

Thank you for your note and suggestion regarding the appropriateness
of Joyce for younger girls. I happen to have a great fondness for Eliot and
will be pleased to teach those poems, but I would prefer to restrict my
treatment of Joyce to the senior girls. You of course are correct that Joyce
might prove unhelpful to younger girls but I truly feel the older students
will gain from reading some of the works, especially the stories which are
less nettlesome in their language and subject. I will supply specific story
titles as I complete my preparations. I am also thinking of appropriate
female writers to include and will advise you of my choices.

I am starting to feel more myself each day and look forward to meeting you
properly before long when I feel able to leave my rooms.

Thank you again for your useful advice. I remain,

Yours faithfully,

Leslie Jones (Miss)
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From: Thelma Roberts <greenwellies@xxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Wed Oct 13, 1999 6:53pm
Subject: Re: Tracey And Thelma
  	
"Tracey, you are just going to love it here."

So said Thelma, as she sat back on Tracey's bed and slyly admired the
brunette's beautiful long legs. Her gaze moved up until it fixed on her new
friend's grey-green eyes, and she added "You've asked if they ever hit
pupils here. Why yes, all the time. But first they try reasoning, then
written impositions, then finally the ultimate sanction: Corporal
punishment.

"It can take several forms, the most common being hand strappings. Lest you
think these are not difficult, let me tell you that after 3 on each with a
heavy two-tailed belt, no girl wants a repeat dose. The paddlings and
canings are bad too, of course, but I think hand strappings are the worst of
all. I have heard that the Head is allowed to give 6 on each if she thinks
the girl needs it, but I don't know anyone who ever got 6 since I started
here. They would need to put my fingers in a hand pillory to get me to
accept 6 on each, let me tell you!

"Course, written impositions are very dreary and if made sufficiently
tedious can colour a girl's entire existence for a few days. One of the
girls here had to handwrite every number between 1 and 2,000. As in 'one
thousand, two hundred and fifty-seven.' You get the idea. And sometimes
they make you post it so everyone can verify you did the imposition.

"One girl here, she is such a bully, she makes other girls write her lines
for her. But if you asked, I would gladly write yours, if you ever get any,
that is!"

The blonde stopped. "But maybe I've said too much. Avendale isn't about
punishments, it's about learning, and finding our way into adulthood. The
food is pretty good, except for that boiled cabbage on Wednesdays and that
dreadful liver which stinks. And the mistresses are all really nice, even
the strict ones, and we can learn ever so much from them all. Sure, there's
quite a bit of homework some nights, but feel free to ask me if I can help
you. That's what friends are for!"

With that the tall blonde bounced off the bed, and impulsively leaned down
and lightly kissed her new friend on the top of her head. Blushing
furiously at her indiscretion, Thelma said a breezy "goodnight, Tracey" and
headed out the door towards her own room.


Thelma Roberts, age 14, blonde, head swimming
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From: <Aphridite1@xxx.xxx>
Date: Wed Oct 13, 1999 4:49pm
Subject: Genevieve's Arrival
  	
As the limousine pulled up to the big looming, school, Genevieve realized she
was a bit nervous, and was glad for the tinted windows. As the blonde stepped
out of the car, her violet eyes spied the huge clock tower. "How very
quaint." Being new was very strange. She hated being the new girl. This was
her third school, and she was tired of her aunt moving her for one reason or
another. Blonde Auntie seemed quite please after speaking with the
headmistress. Apparently the scholastic standards were excellent, and the
school rules very strict. Genevieve was used to a much more relaxed
environment. What auntie usually referred to as those detestable
"Progressive" schools. This school is what Auntie wanted all along, and what
Genevieve always dreaded. She was sure she would have lots of questions for
the Blonde Prefect, that was supposed to meet her. She flipped her cool
blonde hair behind her shoulders, wondering, was she early or the prefect
late. She glanced at her watch. She had ten minutes to spare. Not enough time
to check her hair or make sure her stockings were straight. Oh she did hope
she made a good impression here. She so wanted to make a good impression. Her
background was as good as any girl here, and with that thought she held her
head a little higher. But not so high that one would think she was a snob!
She stood watching as what must be the Blonde Prefect, she hoped she had the
name right, was it Miss Analinde? Trying not to fidget, and stand like a
lady, she prayed that her stockings were straight, and that she looked
presentable.
594
	

From: <michelegirl@xxxxxxxx.xxx>
Date: Wed Oct 13, 1999 9:11pm
Subject: Arrivial...and my introduction to Avendale.
  	
Michele, age 13, brunette,

Feeling the cool breeze on my bare legs, my uniform skirt not offering
much protection against the autumn air, I step out of my mother's car.
I can't help but wonder why my legs are bare anyway, I could wear
stalkings at my old school, but because I'm thirteen, my legs must be
bare at Avendale. Cold legs aside, I Try to put on a brave face as mother
pulls away from the curb. I stand here facing a new world, Avendale,
with more than a little bit of nerves in my tummy. Mother offered to walk
me inside, but with my defiant streak still firmly intact, I coldy told
her that I would be fine. Well I should be fine, right?

My name is Michele and I am thirteen years of age, and brunette. Some
way to start off my teens, being uprooted from my old school, and
the only home that I have ever known. Why did Mommy have to get
transfered??? I am beginning to learn that everything is not
always about me. Mom seems thrilled that I have been accepted into
Avendale. I heard her talking to my aunt, saying that the "strictness"
will straighten me out. "Strictness", I don't like the sound of that!
You see, I'm the only child in my family, and more than a little spoiled.
I most always get my way. Mom used to be stricter, but I would just whine
and complain, gradually she grew tired of listening to me. It works
every time!

At my old school, I could get away with most anything. I would study
just enough to passing grades. I seldom did my homework, inventing every
excuse in the book to avoid it. I would often get other girls into
trouble just for the fun of it. One of my tricks was to throw something
at the teacher while she was turned around. When she turned toward us, I
would just blame some poor girl and giggle to myself while she was
given hundreds of lines or be sent to the corner to stand. Once I even
caused a girl to be caned in front of the class!

As I look at the front of the school, I am hoping that such thngs are
behind me. I pull my white socks up to my knees and walk toward the door...
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From: thorny <krstrob@xxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Wed Oct 13, 1999 9:24pm
Subject: Sabrina sees Michele
  	
Sabrina is coming out the front doors when she see's that ther is a new
brunette coming into the school. She goes up to the new girl and
introduces herself.

"Hello, my name is Sabrina I am a 14 year old Brunette, it is very nice
to meet you."

The new girl is a bit shy, yet sticks out her hand and replies "Hello, I
am Michele, I am a 13 year old Brunette. It is so nice to meet a
Brunette who is around my age."

"I think that you will really like it here, would you like me to carry
you bag up to your room?" sabrina asks

"Oh yes, I would like that very much."

Sabrina picks up Michele's bag and carries it up to the Brunnette dorm
and sets it on the empty bed that is next to her own bed.

Sabrina McCloud 14 year old Brunnette
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From: ashleigh butler <ashleeigh_99@xxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Wed Oct 13, 1999 9:31pm
Subject: Re: welcome from Ashleigh
  	
Ashleigh age 16, blonde
While Ashleigh was out in the garden she spotted a new
limo coming up the drive. She stopped the new girl to
introduce herself. "Hi" Ashleigh said and welcome. I
am new here too. I will show you to the headmistress
office if you would like.
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From: <Aphridite1@xxx.xxx>
Date: Wed Oct 13, 1999 5:35pm
Subject: Re: welcome from Ashleigh
  	
Genevieve 16 Blonde

That would be lovely thank you. I thought the Blonde Prefect was coming to
meet me, pausing in bewilderment. Smiling shyly at Ashleigh, However, I don't
suppose it matters who takes me to the Headmistress. By the way my name is
Genevieve, it's very nice to meet you! Hopefully you can give me some ideas
as to proper behavior, so that I don't completely disgrace myself in front of
the headmistress?
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From: Kadorienne <kadorian@xxxxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Wed Oct 13, 1999 11:43pm
Subject: Veronica, Malena and Cynthia
  	
Malena entered Veronica's study nervously. Veronica knew at once the
girl had been up to something.

"I knocked earlier, Miss Veronica, but you weren't here."

"I'm sorry, honey. I've been pretty busy. What's wrong?"

Malena looked at the floor. "Miss Veronica, I know I shouldn't have,
but... she's just so horrid... I put glue all over Cynthia's shoes."

Veronica sighed. Annalinde, who had a mischievous streak in her that her
brunette counterpart never suspected, might have been amused, but not
Veronica. "Malena, I'm trying to teach Cynthia how to be friends with
other girls. I know she's... well, not entirely well-behaved, but I
don't want to make her unhappy, I want to make her a better girl."

"I'm sorry, Miss Veronica," Malena whispered.

"Well, you did the right thing by confessing," Veronica conceded. "Now,
from now on I want you to help me by trying to be friendly to Cynthia. I
know it'll be difficult; she doesn't really know how to accept
friendliness, I think. Poor girl. But we have to teach her. Will you
help me with that?" Malena nodded eagerly, though her expression clearly
showed that she doubted the efficacy of friendliness on Cynthia
Annabelle Terwillinger. "Thank you, honey. Now sit at my desk." Malena
did so and took a pen and sheet of blank paper without being told.
"Write this down: 'I will always... show respect... for the property of
others... and extend friendship to all... to the best of my ability...
in accordance with the Golden Order.' Got that? Good. Now let's go
apologize to Cynthia, and collect her shoes so you can clean them. If it
turns out they're uncleanable, you'll have to pay for them, of course."

"Aren't you going to spank me?" asked Malena, getting up with the paper
in her hand.

"I don't have time. Just write that line five hundred times."

Malena, who would much rather have spent ten minutes being spanked,
gulped. Five hundred lines, and such a long one, too! Veronica knew
Malena would have preferred a spanking, too. She was really put out,
since Malena's prank might interfere with her plans for reforming
Cynthia.

The two brunettes went to Cynthia together. In the hallway on the way,
Veronica noticed a strange sight: a blonde, Thelma, carrying a
brunette's books for her. She decided to investigate later. Cynthia
looked wary when the prefect entered her room, no doubt expecting to be
punished again. She was pleasantly surprised when Malena, at Veronica's
prompting, confessed her crime and apologized.

"You little imp! If I find out you've been meddling with my things
again--" Cynthia began. Veronica cut her short.

"Cynthia, Malena had apologized and is being punished. That makes the
matter over and done with, and I expect it to be forgotten, just as I
expect everyone to forget your rash words in the Common Room last week
now that you've been strapped for them."

Cynthia quieted, but her eyes were mutinous. Veronica turned to Malena.

"Run along and write your lines now," she said. Malena collected
Cynthia's gluey shoes and departed. Veronica sat down on Cynthia's bed.

"I want to talk to you, brunette to brunette. Of course Malena was wrong
to mess with your shoes, but you haven't been very nice to her, have
you? You inspired her to do something wrong." Cynthia looked sullen.
Veronica put an arm around her shoulders. "Cynthia, I don't think you
realize the impression you make on people." That, technically, was a
fib, but a Southern lady knew that it was right to tell small fibs to be
polite. "Lots of the girls think that you're mean and want to bully
them. I don't want anyone to think that. All the girls here at Avendale
ought to be friends, and that includes you."

Cynthia stared at Veronica, and to both girls' surprise she burst into
tears. But a mere few seconds later she had herself in hand again, and
wiped her eyes proudly. Veronica had been given a mere glimpse into the
unhappiness in Cynthia's heart. That glimpse, however, was all she
needed.

Veronica hugged her. "Cynthia, I know it's hard in a new school. But try
to treat the other girls with kindness and consideration, and I assure
you, they'll return the favor."

"Yes, Miss Veronica," Cynthia said, her eyes skeptical. But she nestled
in Veronica's arm, hardly knowing that she was enjoying the unaccustomed
affection.

"How are you getting on with the cricket team?"

Cynthia's mouth grew sulky at this, for Veronica had made her join it.
But she said, "Well, the mistress says I'm a good player."

Veronica squeezed her. "I knew you would be!" Veronica stayed and
chatted with Cynthia for a few more minutes, trying to show Cynthia what
it was like to have a chum. Cynthia at length began to unbend a little
and chatter back, and when Veronica left, she was sure that Cynthia was
one inch closer to reformation. One inch -- out of the miles that were
needed.

Veronica went in search of the brunette whose books Thelma had been
carrying.
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From: <leslie7@xxxxxxx.xxx>
Date: Thu Oct 14, 1999 0:32am
Subject: To Annalinde
  	
My Dear Annalinde,

I am totally exhausted and still have not recovered my
energy despite much bed rest. I did, however, want to
thank you for your quite delightful essay. I am moved
to seek out your favourite writer based on your advocacy
of her merits. And that, after all, is the response such
an essay should prompt.

I cannot write more now but wanted to express my appreciation
for your prompt performance of my request. Truly you have
shown the girls how a prefect may be expected to lead.

Warmly,

Miss Jones
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From: Tracey Austin <tracey_m_austin@xxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Thu Oct 14, 1999 2:39am
Subject: Re: Tracey And Thelma
  	
Tracey listens to her new friend Thelma tell about the scary punishments
common at Avendale.

"Wowww...they DO that...hit your HANDS...strap you...paddle you?" Tracey
thought her mothers were just trying to SCARE her when they told her about
those, and now this girl who was in the know, verified that those things did
happen!

"I hate writing lines," said Tracey. "My old school made us do that, or
gave us boring detention. But the mistresses never bothered to check the
lines. I'd do the first part right, then mess up the rest, and never got
caught." She grinned mischieviously.

"Not here," said Thelma. "They check EVERY one, believe me."

Tracey looked at her new blonde friend and smiled coquettishly. "But I have
YOU to do my lines -- if I ever GET any, that is."

Thelma smiled. "I hope not!"

When Thelma leaned over and kissed her, the 14-year-old blushed. A funny
feeling washed over her, making her legs rubbery. She watched the blonde
run off and thought to herself, "Hmmmm...a very interesting first day!"

She set out her books on the table, ready for Thelma to carry to class the
next day.

---Tracey Marie Austin, 14, brunette, never been in love before

601
	

From: Tracey Austin <tracey_m_austin@xxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Thu Oct 14, 1999 2:54am
Subject: Re: Tracey And Thelma
  	
Tracey listens to her new friend Thelma tell about the scary punishments
common at Avendale.

"Wowww...they DO that...hit your HANDS...strap you...paddle you?" Tracey
thought her mothers were just trying to SCARE her when they told her about
those, and now this girl who was in the know, verified that those things did
happen!

"I hate writing lines," said Tracey. "My old school made us do that, or
gave us boring detention. But the mistresses never bothered to check the
lines. I'd do the first part right, then mess up the rest, and never got
caught." She grinned mischieviously.

"Not here," said Thelma. "They check EVERY one, believe me."

Tracey looked at her new blonde friend and smiled coquettishly. "But I have
YOU to do my lines -- if I ever GET any, that is."

Thelma smiled. "I hope not!"

When Thelma leaned over and kissed her, the 14-year-old blushed. A funny
feeling washed over her, making her legs rubbery. She watched the blonde
run off and thought to herself, "Hmmmm...a very interesting first day!"

She set out her books on the table, ready for Thelma to carry to class the
next day.

---Tracey Marie Austin, 14, brunette, never been in love before
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From: <AnnalindeC@a...>
Date: Thu Oct 14, 1999 0:51am
Subject: Genevieve and Michele
  	
Annlinde Chelverton, 16, blonde

There was a knock at Annalinde's door.

"Come in," she called.

Ashleigh ushered in the new blonde, Genevieve.

"This is Genevieve, Miss Annalinde. She thought you were supposed to meet
her outside, so I brought her to see you."

"Did she indeed? Well, sit down Genevieve. I am always happy to see new
girls - in my study. What is your surname, dear? And how old are you. You
must always put your full name, age and sex at the head or foot of your
postings, you know."

There was another knock and Michele was also ushered in.

"I am sorry, Miss Annalinde" said the girl who brought her, "I know she is
a brunette but there didn't seem to be any one else about to bring her to."

"That is all right. I *love* brunettes. Especially such nice brunettes as
this little one."

Michele blushed. Annalinde had a somewhat disconcerting manner sometimes.
The blonde prefect smiled. "Don't worry. I am just being jolly. You'll ge
used to me. Most people do.

"Now, my little ones, I am sure you feel a bit strange and nervous. Don't
worry, the feeling will pass more quickly than you think. Every one is very
friendly here. But life is quite busy, so sometimes it may seem to bustle by
you. Don't be too shy. Introduce yourself to people. Make friends. You won't
find it hard - and if you do have any problems you can always come to see me.

"Now, have either of you any questions?"
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From: <Elaryn@a...>
Date: Thu Oct 14, 1999 1:54am
Subject: A Brief Note to Miss Jones
  	
Elena Dierrian, blonde, 12 years old

Dear Miss Jones,

First of all, I wish to thank you for including me in this assignment to
write an essay. I feel extremely flattered, especially since Miss Annalinde
is a Senior pupil, and I am but a junior, and a new junior, at that. I
wanted to write you a small note to let you know that I am in the process of
writing the essay you requested. Since the essay is optional and other
assignments are not, I hope you will not take it amiss that I am completing
the essay betwixt my other assignments.

Respectfully,

Elena Dierrian
604
	

From: <leslie7@h...>
Date: Thu Oct 14, 1999 6:16am
Subject: Miss Jones to Elena
  	
My Dear Elena,

Your note was utterly charming and I am most appreciative
of your efforts. I understand entirely that you are a junior
pupil and I wanted to learn about how both senior and junior
pupils approached this kind of task. I will await your essay
at your convenience since you have been so mature as to respond
with your thoughtful note. I do hope you do not regard this as
any kind of imposition, for if it seems such, I truly want you
to tell me. I do know that some instructresses in schools where
I have been do impose essays upon misbehaving pupils as punishment,
much in the way a mistress might set you a thousand lines were
you to merit the award of such discipline. If this in any way
seems to you to resemble anything of that sort, I hope you will
say just that to me, because it was not so intended but rather should
be seen as a recognition of the thought you inves in your writings
to me thus far. While I would not hesitate to impose the writing of
lines were these appropriate as punishment for misbehaviour, I regard
preparation of an essay on a literary topic as a nobler endeavour entirely.

Most sincerely,

Miss Jones
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From: <leslie7@h...>
Date: Thu Oct 14, 1999 6:34am
Subject: Miss Jones Walks Towad the Headmistress's Office
  	
Miss Jones finally has managed to feel strong enough to
rouse herself from her bed. She still feels not quite
herself but manages to wash and dress herself with no little
effort. She rolls up her nicest seamed stockings and affixes
her garter clasps all the while enjoying the sight of her
favorite pair of pale blue directoires as she pulls these on.
She brushes her flowing red hair, her true pride and joy, and
watches her eyes flash in the mirror as she completes her toilette.

Now she sets out on her longest journey thus far, not feeling at
all in a E.M. Forster mood, but confidently clad in her cream blouse and
pleated blue skirt, hearing her nicest pumps click as she strides the path
to the main building where the Headmistress's Office is located.

She has grown terribly fearful that she has already offended the august
Headmistress by her careless discussion of her teaching plans. Miss Jones
wonders if she will fulfill her own very high expectations for herself.
She has brought so much experience from the world of government and higher
education but now feels like she did more than two decades ago when she
was a school girl herself. The long walk to see the Headmistress conjures
up such memories and not all were pleasant, despite her glowing career or
awards and honours. She starts to feel certain that the prefect who welcomed her, Annalinde, would probably feel more secure at this moment. Miss Jones
tells herself to buck up and act like the experienced, competent person she
is. These blondes expect you to know what you are about and that you know
what needs to be done and to get it done like the flaming redhaired brunette
you are, she assures herself. She thinks again of how encouraged she was
to read Annalinde's sophisticated essay and how she, Miss Jones, expects to conduct her classes so superbly that she will rarely need to employ any manner
of discipline because the pupils will be so engaged in their learning.

But then she starts to think that now it may well be she who receives such seemingly ignoble punishment from her superior. Well, if she has earned that, she must stiffen her constitution and recall her upbringing in the challenging climate of northern Culveria. She is fully up to anything that may confront her because she knows her capabilities. She knocks sharply at the door of the Headmistress's Office and finally hears the words she knew would come, telling her to enter.
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From: <leslie7@h...>
Date: Thu Oct 14, 1999 6:35am
Subject: Miss Jones Walks Towad the Headmistress's Office
  	
Miss Jones finally has managed to feel strong enough to
rouse herself from her bed. She still feels not quite
herself but manages to wash and dress herself with no little
effort. She rolls up her nicest seamed stockings and affixes
her garter clasps all the while enjoying the sight of her
favorite pair of pale blue directoires as she pulls these on.
She brushes her flowing red hair, her true pride and joy, and
watches her eyes flash in the mirror as she completes her toilette.

Now she sets out on her longest journey thus far, not feeling at
all in a E.M. Forster mood, but confidently clad in her cream blouse and
pleated blue skirt, hearing her nicest pumps click as she strides the path
to the main building where the Headmistress's Office is located.

She has grown terribly fearful that she has already offended the august
Headmistress by her careless discussion of her teaching plans. Miss Jones
wonders if she will fulfill her own very high expectations for herself.
She has brought so much experience from the world of government and higher
education but now feels like she did more than two decades ago when she
was a school girl herself. The long walk to see the Headmistress conjures
up such memories and not all were pleasant, despite her glowing career or
awards and honours. She starts to feel certain that the prefect who welcomed her, Annalinde, would probably feel more secure at this moment. Miss Jones
tells herself to buck up and act like the experienced, competent person she
is. These blondes expect you to know what you are about and that you know
what needs to be done and to get it done like the flaming redhaired brunette
you are, she assures herself. She thinks again of how encouraged she was
to read Annalinde's sophisticated essay and how she, Miss Jones, expects to conduct her classes so superbly that she will rarely need to employ any manner
of discipline because the pupils will be so engaged in their learning.

But then she starts to think that now it may well be she who receives such seemingly ignoble punishment from her superior. Well, if she has earned that, she must stiffen her constitution and recall her upbringing in the challenging climate of northern Culveria. She is fully up to anything that may confront her because she knows her capabilities. She knocks sharply at the door of the Headmistress's Office and finally hears the words she knew would come, telling her to enter.
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From: Kadorienne <kadorian@b...>
Date: Thu Oct 14, 1999 11:02am
Subject: Re: Tracey And Thelma
  	
Tracey was unpacking in a leisurely fashion and turning over what Thelma had
said in her mind when, only a few minutes after Thelma had departed, there was a
knock on the door. She opened it, and there stood a tall raven-haired brunette
wearing a prefect's badge on her tie. Tracey was actually a trifle taller than
the prefect, but that didn't seem to diminish the other girl's assured air in
the least.

"Hello, I'm Veronica Bellemont, prefect," she said. She had a distinctly
Southern drawl. "And you are?"

"T-tracey Austin. Are you one of the ones that smacks pupils?"

Veronica looked surprised. "Why, yes, if any of them need it. But it's also my
job to help you to do well here, in every way. For example, right now I'm here
to explain to you that here at Avendale, brunettes carry books for blondes, not
the other way around. It's called chivalry."

"Oh! But Thelma offered to do it. I didn't ask her."

"And you accepted?" Veronica asked incredulously. Tracey was nonplused, not
knowing of the Confederette's reputation for chivalry. "Well, we'll let it go
this time. But I think that for the coming week, *you* will carry *her* books.
Just to help you get into the swing of things here."

Outraged, Tracey said, "This is between me and Thelma! Who do you think you are
to barge in here and--" Her voice died suddenly at the sudden coldness in the
prefect's eyes.

Veronica glared at her for a full minute before speaking. "You're new here, so
I'm going to forget about this. But here at Avendale, when an authority figure,
such as a mistress or a prefect, tells you to do something, you say, 'Yes, Miss
Veronica.' And you do it." Veronica let that sink in before smiling. "Now, let
me welcome you to Avendale. Sit at my table at dinner and I'll introduce you to
plenty of other girls. And if you have any questions or problems, please don't
hesitate to come to me. That's what I'm here for."

"Yes, Miss Veronica," Tracey recited.

"Good! I'm sure we'll enjoy having you at my table. I'd like to stay and chat
with you, but I must run. I've been so busy for the last few days, a lot of
girls have come looking for me and weren't able to find me. I've got to attend
to them all now."

Veronica went back to her own room, hoping that Tracey wasn't going to be
trouble.
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From: Kadorienne <kadorian@b...>
Date: Thu Oct 14, 1999 11:52am
Subject: Re: Janet forgets
  	
Veronica was looking through the notes girls had slipped under her door while
she had been so overworked and hadn't managed to be there for them when there
was a knock on the door. "Come in!"

Janet almost tumbled through the door, holding a clay eagle. Veronica stood up,
frowning a little. "What's happened that you're upset enough to come into my
study with your uniform looking like that?" she asked.

Janet's eyes widened and she looked down at her crooked tie and half-untucked
blouse. "Oh... I'm sorry, Miss Veronica...."

"You're all right, then?"

"Yes, I just... didn't think."

"I know," Veronica said kindly. "Put your eagle down and come over my knee,
little sister." As she spoke, Veronica picked up her hairbrush. Janet swallowed,
but obeyed without a murmur. Veronica did not look in the least angry, she was
simply doing her duty.

When Janet was lying over Veronica's lap, the older girl said, "I told you that
I'd get particular about your uniform when you'd been here for a while, honey.
You've been here long enough to know how it's supposed to look, don't you think
so, Janet?"

"Yes, Miss Veronica. I'm sorry."

"Oh, I know girls make mistakes sometimes, honey. I don't want you to feel bad,
I just want you to do better." Without further ado, Veronica began paddling
Janet. For two minutes she paddled her firmly and steadily, and Janet endured it
with scarcely a groan, even though she was still sore from history class. She
remembered how her "big sister" had praised her in the past for taking her
spankings like a brunette.

"All right, you may get up," Veronica said at last. Janet stood and resisted the
urge to rub her sore bottom. "Now, fix your blouse." Janet tucked her blouse in,
trying not to hurry too much and do a sloppy job. "Good. Tie?" Janet undid her
tie and fastened it slowly and meticulously. She almost cried when it came out
crooked anyway, but Veronica only chuckled. "Try again, little sister," she
instructed patiently. Janet wanted to stamp her foot, but she made herself
deliberately fix her tie again. Veronica saw the struggle in the girl's face
against her own frustration, and smiled approvingly when Janet mastered it and
tied her tie perfectly this time.

"Wonderful! Now, what did you come here for?"

"Oh... to show you my eagle. And to talk about Altalian history."

"My favorite subject," Veronica said, her tongue in her cheek, and they both
laughed.

"I got paddled in class today for not knowing about the Empress Georgina. It's
not fair! If the question had been about President Vivien E. Lee I could have
answered it!"

"I know, honey. It's frustrating. I still sometimes embarrass myself in class by
not knowing something every Altalian nursery child knows."

"If you haven't learned it all yet, how will I?"

"Swot, swot, swot! That's the only way, Janet. I know you can do it, if you
could get a scholarship here. Remember, swotting or swatting. That's what they
say here." The two girls laughed.

"But you're fifteen and still haven't caught up," Janet persisted, still feeling
discouraged.

"Actually, I'm going to be sixteen in a couple of weeks. But I hardly ever make
those mistakes anymore, so don't worry, you'll be caught up enough in time. Now,
let me take a gander at this here eagle of yours." Janet giggled at the silly
joke, even as she was deciding not to give the eagle to Miss Veronica, not yet.
She'd give it to her on her birthday! "Well, this is a handsome bird. You are so
talented, Janet! I hope Miss Poindexter didn't paddle your hand."

"No, I did like you said and asked for it on my derriere. But she gave me extra
strokes, like you said she might."

Veronica tsk'ed. "Maybe next time she won't. Anyway, you preserved your hands,
and that's what's important. But you did a fine job on this eagle. Are you still
carving, too?"

"Yes, Miss Joans keeps my knife in her studio for me to use there. And I have
that wonderful tool you gave me."

"Pshaw, one day I'll be bragging that I gave a famous sculptor a whittling tool
when she was knee high to an alligator."

"I'm way taller than that, Miss Veronica!" Both girls laughed, both happy to
hear the expressions of their native land again, however inaccurate.

"Has Cynthia given you any more trouble?" Veronica asked, handing the clay bird
back to Janet.

"No. But... I'll be square with you, Miss Veronica, I don't think she's changed
that much. You just put the fear of Dea into her for a while. It won't last."

"I know that," Veronica said calmly. "I'm watching her, and I told Miss
Annalinde to watch her as well. I fully expect that we'll have to warm her tail
feathers quite a few more times."

"Then why did you invite her to sit with us in the Common Room after you
strapped her?"

Veronica paused, trying to think of how to explain herself. "Well, Janet, if
Cynthia knew what real friendship is like, do you think she'd do any of those
things?"

Janet's answer was prompt. "Of course not."

So, we've got to teach her what friendship is like. I give her a reason to be
afraid of being bad, and a reason to want to be good. It'll take time, but I
think she'll change."

"I hope you're right," Janet said dubiously.

Veronica hugged her. "Trust me, little sister! Are you going to the cinema with
me this weekend?"

"Oh... Miss Veronica...." Janet hesitated. In spite of her 'big sister's'
insistence, she just couldn't feel easy about having her way paid.

"If you don't go, I won't go myself. This weekend's show is 'The Thief of
Baghdad'. It's the most expensive movie ever made in Vintesse, and Aunt Rosemarie
wrote to me raving about how good it is, but I won't see it if you won't go with
me."

Janet hugged the older girl again. "Well, since you put it that way...."


Veronica Bellemont, brunette, almost 16
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From: Kadorienne <kadorian@b...>
Date: Thu Oct 14, 1999 0:36pm
Subject: Re: Reporting to Miss Veronica
  	
When there was a knock on the door, Veronica had Janet open it. A
sixteen-year-old brunette stood there. She looked incredulously at young
Janet. "Are *you* Miss Veronica?"

"No, she is," Janet said, her tone slightly scoffing.

Veronica stood. "You're new, aren't you? What's your name?"

"Rebecca Fleming. Lynnette said I had to report to you because I was
smoking."

Veronica looked at the girl in surprise. "Janet, would you mind waiting
outside while I talk to Rebecca?"

"Of course not." Janet left, closing the door behind her.

"Sit down, Rebecca. You did the right thing by confessing. But since you're
new, you might not realize that discipline is very strict here at Avendale,
and smoking is a serious offense."

"Why? What difference does it make?"

Veronica took a breath and told herself to be patient. "Perhaps when you
grow up you can be a headmistress yourself, and allow your pupils to smoke.
But right now you *are* a pupil, and it doesn't make any difference whether
you agree with the rules or not. You still have to follow them."

"All right, all right, I won't smoke again."

"I hope not. It would be a shame to be caned by Miss Maitland more than
once."

"What?" Rebecca exclaimed, startled.

"Why, yes. Smoking is a caning offense, but a prefect is only allowed to
give three strokes without special authorization, and smoking calls for more
strokes than that. So you're going to have to report to Miss Maitland."

Rebecca's mouth was hanging open. "You... you can cane girls? But you're
just a pupil!"

"I'm a *prefect*," Veronica said firmly. "I can paddle or spank or give
lines to any girl who I think will benefit from it. But I'm also here to
help you to do well here. I'll help you to make friends, or explain the
rules to you, or answer any questions you have. I want you to regard me as a
friend. But right now, you run along and report yourself to Miss Maitland.
I'll speak with her tomorrow and make certain that you did."

Still feeling flummoxed, Rebecca made her way to the headmistress' office,
and Janet went back into Veronica's study to continue their sisterly chat.


Veronica Bellemont, almost 16, brunette
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From: janet dolan <janetd33@h...>
Date: Thu Oct 14, 1999 2:49pm
Subject: Janet and Veronica
  	
Janet came back into Veronica's study smiling. "Miss Veronica, I could tell
you she was smoking the moment she entered. She just smelled like aunt
Eudora, and did you notice her yellow fingers? This is no one time smoker"

Veronica was startled as she looked at the younger girl. "Now what do you
know about smoking little sister?"
"Well, just about what every little swamp brunette knows. Everyone smokes
there. Last summer when I was out through the night helping aunt Eudora
hunting, she offered me a smoke on our way back, and I nearly died coughin'
and she nearly died laughin'. Then aunt Jemima, the old lady who taught me
carvin' - she was smokin' all the time" Janet's accent was becoming wider as
she remembered her hometown. "Come to think about it, I can't remember
seeing her without a cigar or a pipe in her mouth, and when she came close
to me, she would blow her smoke right at ma face, like a dragon" Janet
looked at her sadly and said: "I can also tell you that when I come home for
the summer I'll be the laughing stock of the town if I don't smoke, and I
won't".

Veronica looked at Janet, understanding how different her background was
from hers. In her family, young girls were never exposed to smoking, which
was done in a seperate smoking room. She admired the little thin girl for
her willpower. She said:" Well, Janet, maybe I'll use you as my smoke
detector". They both laughed, but then Janet said: "But that will make me a
tattletale, won't it?"
Veronica smiled and said "Yes dear". Janet looked at her and said: "I really
am in a tight spot here. I know I want to do right and I am trying to
persuade girls to admit things to you if I hear of any funny buisness, but I
don't want to lose friends here. On the other hand, I know you do things for
the girls own good and I want so much to be like you. I am so confused, and
have to think this over more. Will you be mad at me if I know something and
don't tell you?"

Veronica thought for a moment and replied: "I really have to think about
this one Janet. I can tell you I always reported wrongdoings when I was your
age, but I really was in a different situation. What did you do in your old
school?"

Janet looked at her "Older sister". "I was the best student there, but most
kids played hookey anyway when turned 11. Most of the girls in class were
blondes. Teacher was a rough brunette called Mrs. Phillips who used to beat
us up for any little thing. She used to beat slower girls for not knowing
and beat me for learning too much and trying to be better than my elders.
Let me tell you, Miss Poindexter is a hard spanker, but compared to her
paddling our bare bottoms 16 times she is a mere babe. Even I used to break
and cry by No. 12."

Veronica hugged her. "Don't worry honey, no one will beat your bare bottom
here" Janet hugged her back, enjoying the warmth and love of her friend. "I
noticed you are fond of running. I know you do not like most of the games
here, like me, but I will talk to Miss Maitland about an athletics team, and
I am sure she will allow it".

Janet smiled her wide smile, making Veronica feel happy deep inside. "Thank
you for doing all this for me Miss Veronica. I am so happy to be your
friend".

Janet looke up at Veronica. "Miss Veronica, when you were a 12 year old
here, were you spanked too? Were you naughty sometimes?"

Veronica laughed her silvery laugh and leaned back in her chair. "I'll tell
you one story honey, and then you run along to improve on your history"
Janet smiled and sat all ears, listening to the prefect.
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From: Rebecca Fleming <becky_fleming@y...>
Date: Thu Oct 14, 1999 1:51pm
Subject: Reporting to The Headmistress
  	
Becky's mind was reeling. Report to the
Headmistress?! For a caning? For smoking?

Of course she knew it was forbidden, but she figured a
first offense was worth a warning, or writing some
lines ("I will not smoke"). But to be sent to the
Headmistress, whom she hadn't even met?

Her first days at this new school were not going very
well. The only girl to approach her, Emma, ran away
like a scared rabbit when Becky offered her a
cigarette. Now this prefect, Miss Veronica Somebody,
was sending her to the Headmistress.

Feeling like a lamb being led to slaughter, Becky
trudged to Miss Maitland's study and knocked on the
door. She hoped against hope that there would be no
answer. She couldn't be expected to wait there
forever, could she?

Rebecca Fleming, 16, brunette


=====
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From: <Carriebink@a...>
Date: Thu Oct 14, 1999 0:19pm
Subject: Carrie Meets Tracey
  	
Caroline Veleda-Binks, 14, brunette

"Hello - you're new here, aren't you? What's your name?"

"Tracey," said Tracey.

"Nice to meet a new brunette. You look about my age, too.. How are you
getting on here?"

"Oh, all right."

"Well, don't bowl me over with your enthusiasm. I'm of a nervous disposish,
you know."

"I'm sorry. I'm feeling a bit pensive."

"Oh, anything I can help with."

"I don't suppose any one can help."

"Try me out."

"All right. Do you know Thelma."

"That tall blonde?"

"Yes, that tall blonde."

"Well, I shouldn't say I *know* her, but I've seen her. She's hard to miss,
isn't she. Rather striking, I thought."

"So did I. Well, Thelma offered to carry my books and - well, other things."

"But she's a blonde."

"Yes, I'd noticed that myself. Anyway, she did and I thought it was rather
nice somehow, so I accepted."

"Well, I suppose it *is* rather nice in a curious sort of way. But it's the
sort of thing that might cause comment if you do it in public."

"Yes, it did. Veronica Bellemont commented that I must carry her books for
the next week. I think she was called Veronica Bellemont."

"Oh yes - that's Veronica Bellemont all right."

"Well, it's *wrong*!" said Tracey in a sudden fit of passion. "She may be
right in general, but with Thelma it's different -it's something special.
Veronica Bellemont is just a . . ."

Carrie put her finger to her lips. "Now, now. Don't say anything you may
regret. Veronica is all right. A little conservative, but that isn't a bad
thing. She upholds the normal and proper standard. Now if things ara a bit
different with you, I should say that's all right - but perhaps not a thing
for - well - public consumption, if you know what I mean."

"Are you saying I should. . ."

"I am not saying you should do anything," said Carrie hastily. "Far be it
from me to tell you your business - but perhaps Veronica has done you a
favour in a funny sort of way. Perhaps some things are too delicate for the
gaze of the rude old multitude."

"Carrie, you are deeper than you look."

"I hope that's a compliment."

"Of course it is. I think I feel a bit better now."

"Always happy to oblige, old thing."
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From: Kate Katzban-Beren <kater@f...>
Date: Thu Oct 14, 1999 4:33pm
Subject: Caitlen wanders the grounds
  	
After finishing her classwork for the day Caitlen decided to take a tour of
the grounds. Pulling a grey cardigan over her school uniform she headed out
of the dorm and off to explore. Not knowing the area very well she skipped
along, following some paths and making others on a whim with no clear
direction. It was not until she heard the large clock chime the dinner hour
that Caitlen realised how long she had been gone, as well as the fact that
she had no idea where she was. Looking around her the trees all looked so
similar, which direction had she come from? Taking off at a run she pushed
past trees and bushes, some snagging her black stockings until they tore,
once catching a lace on an exposed root and falling face first into a pile
of leaves just recently dropped from the trees. It was not for another five
minutes that the panick set in...the thought of being lost in the woods, all
alone, in a strange place. She wondered when they'd notice she was missing,
if they'd think she'd run away, gone to town, or was just hiding out
somewhere in the school buildings. Would they call her mothers? She
wondered about the local wildlife and wished desperately that she had paid
just a bit more attention in her science class the other day when it was
discussed... all these thoughts were swirling through her head when she
caught site of the large clock tower off in the distance. Looking around to
be sure the grounds were emoty she dashed across the lawn to the school
building and then paused, pondering what to do. According to the clock
dinner was half through already and she certainly couldn't show up looking
like this. No, it would be best to skip dinner entirely, if anyone asked
after her she would say she hadnt been feeling well and had fallen asleep on
her bed some time before dinner, an honest mistake, really. Her mind made
up Caitlen stole into the school building, rushing past the door to the
dining hall as quickly as possible trying not to be spotted and ran quickly
up to her room where she changed into more presentable clothes and layed
down on her bed, thinking she was, after all, rather hungry, and now she
would have to wait for breakfast.

Caitlen Ramsey Ash, 15, brunette
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From: Dorothea Maitland <headmistress@a...>
Date: Thu Oct 14, 1954 4:24pm
Subject: Re: Reporting to The Headmistress
  	
"Come in," said the Headmistress.

Rebecca entered, looking a curious mixture of nervous and truculent. She
was surprised to see that the headmistress was blonde and rather quietly
intellectual-looking. She had been vaguely expecting a brunette dragon.

"How can I help you," said Miss Maitland.

"Miss Veronica sent me to report to you for smoking."

"Smoking!" exclaimed Miss Maitland. This is rather a poor beginning isn't it?"

"I suppose so. I've heard Miss serelique smokes."

"She does occasionally. So do I occasionally - mostly because I have a
rather delightful chryselephantine cigarette holder which it seems a pity
not to use. What are your reasons?"

The question took Rebecca aback somewhat.

"Well - I don't know - I suppose I feel the need of it sometimes."

"The worst possible reason, my dear. One should never smoke or drink
because one feels the need of it. And you were smoking alone. Always a bad
sign - it smacks of drinking the cooking sherry. Smoking, like drinking is
a social activity. Though I believe you *did* attempt to inveigle another
girl into smoking, and from the school point of view that is another very
serious offence. So one is rather in a cleft stick, is one not?"

This line of talk was not at all what Rebecca had expected.

"The simple fact is, I fear that smoking is a serious breach of the
school rules."

Taking advantage of the headmistress's conversational tone, Rebecca
asked: "But if even you sometimes smoke can it really be that bad?"

"For me, no."

"But why is it so bad for me?"

"I could give you many reasons. I doubt if you would take much notice of
them. Probably the most serious is that it is aesthetically unpleasing to
see a schoolgirl smoking, though you would undoubtedly consider that the
least serious. However, your opinions do not really signify. One of us has
to consider what must be done with you - and that one is not you. Perhaps
you would oblige me by bending over that table. It is conveniently placed
for the purpose and I think you will find it comfortable."

Rebecca obeyed. Miss maitland lifted her skirt, leaving her
near-transparent nylon petticoat im place. Through it both stockings and
white knickers were faintly visible.

"It is not usually necessary to cane such a new girl, but I fear you have
left me no choice."

Miss Maitland flexed her heavy rattan cane and delivered a searingly
accurate stroke across Rebecca's bottom. Rebecca, who had determined to
take it in stony silence found her breath hissing through her teeth as the
pain overwhelmed her.

"Six, I think," said Miss Maitland. How Rebecca withstood that terrible
punishment, she never knew. The headmistress was unbelievably proficient in
the art of caning.

At last the headmistress addressed the tearful girl.

"Now I shan't have your belongings searched as I know you are too clever
to have left your cigarettes in them, but I do suggest that you dispose of
them before tomorrow. Smoking will not win any admiration here. You know,
you might find some rather good friends here if you stop thinking it
necessary to play the tearaway. This isn't just any school, you know. Most
of the leading people of the next generation will come from here and
Selastine and a few others. It wouldn't be surprising if you found one or
two rather interesting girls.

"Oh, and If you really feel the need for serious discipline you could
mention it to Annalinde. I believe she has a *penchant* for caning
brunettes of her own age."

Rebecca left the study feeling she never wanted to relive that experience.
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From: <Aphridite1@a...>
Date: Thu Oct 14, 1999 1:31pm
Subject: Re: Genevieve and Miss Annalinde
  	
Genevieve was very nervous as she addressed the Blonde Prefect, but managed
to stammer out her full name. "My full name is Genevieve Bouvier." And I was
wondering who I report to set up my classes and where my room is. I am eager
to get unpacked and explore the grounds."
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From: <Aphridite1@a...>
Date: Thu Oct 14, 1999 1:33pm
Subject: forgotten addition
  	
Genevieve blushed in embarrassment as she forgot to put her full name at the
bottom of her post. What an impression already!

Genevieve Bouvier, 16, Blonde
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From: <aaclinkinbeard@h...>
Date: Thu Oct 14, 1999 6:13pm
Subject: re-post from October 13th
  	
As Lynette bathed and prepared for bed she thought
about the day. It had been a very unusual day for her.
This was the first time she had needed correction at
Avendale. Miss Veronica was fair in her correction o
f her. She was told to clean up the mud and report to
Miss Veronica's office first thing after classes. Miss
Veronica gave her an extremely long lecture as well
as the appropriate swats for her untidiness. Lynette
took her punishment well and Miss Veronica was
pleased. Lynette was firmly resolved to keeping her
belongings extremely tidy hereafter.

Most of all, the morning's situation with Nikki disturbed
her a great deal. Lynette had never given punishmen
t to a blond before, and quite frankly it felt odd. Sure,
she kept her younger siblings in check... but this was
different. Unsure what to think exactly Lynette went to
see Miss Annalinde it was good to talk to her, and
Lynette respected her wisdom and authority. Lynette
also wished to check with Miss Annalinde before she
took Nikki to town this afternoon.

Unfortunately, the cleaning had taken so long she didn't
make it to breakfast. Classes were long and Lynette
struggled to keep her mind focused. When she met up
with Nikki it was time to go get the new stockings. The
walk took some time, but that was good. They really
needed time together and to have fun. They had laughed
, ticked, and held hands all the way to town.

Of course, Lynette insisted that Nikki bring the ruined
stockings along with them as well. The shop was able
to accommodate Lynette's instance on stockings from
Trent. The seamstress was even able to mend three
pairs while they had tea and sandwiches. Lynette was
so happy being with Nikki. She was very gentle with her
and enjoyed the whole afternoon they were together.

Best of all, Lynette showed Nikki a little "trick" she had
learned from her brunette mother. Her brunette mother
had always insisted on stockings made in the style of
Trent. Stockings from Quirinelle are quite superior in fit
and ease, and that is why they are the norm at Avendale.
However, stockings made in Trent are more fashionable
and much easier to mend! The import cost made them
more expensive, but they were a better value because
of their quality. Lynette also though they looked extremely
nice on Nikki and insisted she try on a formal gown for effect.

Lynette was mindful of the time and they got back just as
Great Liza was about to chime six o'clock. She had a
fondness for the old clock; it gave her such a wonderful
feeling of peace and security. It was as if she could watch
over them all. When she got to her room, the note from
Miss Maitland was on her bed. Lynette was delighted
at the post of School List Monitor. For good measure
she wrote a short acceptance note to Miss Maitland
and then wrote up the list before she went to bed.

As she snuggled in bed, she recalled the sweet vision
of Nikki smiling happily at her.
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From: <Aphridite1@a...>
Date: Thu Oct 14, 1999 2:27pm
Subject: Genevieve Unpacking and Wandering
  	
After getting shown her room, she tenderly unpacked her undergarments,
stockings, and her diary, wrapping it in her petticoat. Completing her
packing, and not really hungry for dinner she wandered out to the Gazebo, and
sat cross legged (after all there was no one around)
Dear Diary,

I have just arrived at my new school. I am not sure quite what to think of it
all, except that I am desperately missing my best blonde friend at my old
school. Everyone here seems so absorbed, I wonder if I shall ever make any
friends at all! I do hope I can try to stay out of trouble, I do tend to
become very impertinent when I am nervous. I remember what fun it was to pull
pranks at my old school, and always get someone else blamed for the task. I
almost never got caught! I must figure out the system here, to see if I can
have some fun! And I have a secret that I have never told, not even you
diary! For all my confidence, I have never been kissed! I can never seem to
let one of those darling Brunettes close enough. I adore them, and want
desperately to catch their attention, but I cannot do it, I just cannot! They
are so capable, and for all my poise, I am still just a blonde! They make me
so nervous, and I wind up coming across as an Ice Princess. And yes, I knew
the other girls called me that behind my back. I just cannot bear to seem
anything less than calm and collected. I could never let anyone know that I
get nervous, around them. A girl has to have her secrets, yes diary? Well, I
should go for now, it is getting late, and I would like to take a bit of a
walk around, but first I have to go hide you, so that they will not find you.

And so Genevieve set off back to the dorm to go hide her diary back in her
undergarment drawer, and wrap it safely in the white silk petticoat.

Genevieve, 16, Blonde
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From: Thelma Roberts <greenwellies@h...>
Date: Thu Oct 14, 1999 7:18pm
Subject: Thelma's note to Tracey
  	
Tracey looked up from her Latin book to see a note had been slipped under
her door. Thinking to herself that it had not been there a few minutes ago,
she got up and scooped the note into her hand, taking it closer to the light
to read it.

"Dear Tracey:

I cannot explain exactly the feelings I have, other than to say I like you.
Anyway, I do not want to get you into trouble. Caroline told me that
Veronica was upset that I carried your books, and that you are now to carry
mine as a public display of some sort. Chivalry, I think she called it.

"I am sorry if carrying your books has caused a problem. I will not do it
again, but I also do not expect you to carry mine either.

"I must go and memorize a longish poem now, as I am to recite it in class
tomorrow.

"Friends?

"Love, Thelma"
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From: <michelegirl@m...>
Date: Thu Oct 14, 1999 7:21pm
Subject: Re: Sabrina sees Michele
  	
Michele is thrilled that a student has tried to make friends so early in
her arrival at Avendale. As Sabrina sets her books on the bed, Michele
looks wide eyed around the dorm.

"Thank you for taking my books for me, are you sure it is alright for me
to take this bed? Shouldn't I first report to the Headmistress to make
sure where she wants me? I don't want to start off on the wrong foot
here..."

Michele Lea, age 13, brunette.
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From: <elaryn@a...>
Date: Thu Oct 14, 1999 8:33pm
Subject: The Rescue
  	
Elena Dierrian, blonde, 12 years old

The Rescue

Elena Dierrian heard it first – it was a plaintive sound that would have melted the hardest of hearts. It almost sounded as though someone were crying, but when the young blonde looked around her, no one appeared to be in distress. It was a brisk and slightly breezy day at Avendale. From time to time, the sun was obscured by patchy clouds that foretold rain. There was a sharp tang in the air, as usually precedes a rainstorm, and the aroma of soil, fallen leaves, wood-fires and moisture hung thickly in the air.

Elena listened again. There! The crying sound came again, and as she moved toward a small stand of trees, she fancied she could hear it more clearly. At first, it had sounded like a girl sobbing softly. Now, as she drew nearer, it sounded almost as if a child were crying in distress. Elena quickened her pace toward the sound.

“Elena!” called out a familiar voice, and Elena turned to see Georgina de la Falaise, who was Elena’s own age and blonde, approaching. She was smiling gaily. “Would you like to come with me to the library? I was going to do some research for a report.”

“I can join you in a moment, Georgina. Listen for me, would you please? I’m not sure, but I heard something that sounds like a someone crying.”

“A child? Oh, dear!” Georgina cocked her head and listened intently. “I-I think I hear something, but it sounds more like a bird to me.”

“It’s coming from over here, near the trees.” Elena darted between two trees. “Now it sounds like a small animal.” She looked up, scanning the higher branches.

“I hear it, too,” declared Georgina.

“It’s a kitten! I can see her, way up high. There! Can you make her out, Georgina?” Elena stood at the base of one of the taller trees and pointed.

“I think I can – oh, the poor little thing! What should we do?” Her eyes were wide as she looked high into the tree.

“Perhaps we can coax her down. Here, kitty, kitty! Kitty, kitty, kitty!!” The kitten continued to stare down at the two girls and cry. She did not seem in the slightest inclined to venture down the tree trunk.

Georgina clicked to it and added her voice to Elena’s, “Here kitty, kitty, kitty!! Here, puss, puss, pussums! Nice kitty!”

“Mewwww,” replied the kitten, clearly distressed and unable to find her way down the tree.

“Shall I go get help,” asked Georgina.

“Yes, do,” agreed Elena, “and I shall remain here in case she decides to come down. Fetch Miss Veronica, or perhaps Janet Dolan. They will know what to do.” Georgina departed, as Elena contemplated the distressed feline, high above her head. If only my elder sister, Elara were here, she mused, or my brunette Mummy. Elara or Sheveya would be up that tree in no time!

Georgina had not been gone but a few seconds when Elena espied the unwelcome sight of Cynthia Terwillinger lumbering down the path. And from the nasty smile she wore, it was evident she had seen Elena, too. “Well, well…looks like I’ve caught me a bunny!” Evidently, the good effects of Veronica’s strapping had worn off, judging from the tone in her voice and her expression.

“There is a kitten up this tree, Cynthia,” Elena explained. “Georgina and I are attempting to rescue her. If you would but assist—“

“Awww…poor little pussums – stuck in the tree,” Cynthia said in a sarcastic tone, with an unpleasant grin splitting her lower face. She gave the tree a firm shake and the kitten yowled in fright.

Elena caught Cynthia’s arm in distress, trying to stop her from shaking the tree further. “Please, Cynthia! You must not shake the tree so – you will cause her to fall!”

“And why are you so distressed for its welfare, Little Miss Goody-Goody Cats land on their feet, you know.” Cynthia gave the tree another violent shake, then reached for Elena, who danced nimbly out of her grasp. “I said you’d be seeing lots of me, Miss Priss. And did I not order you to address me as ‘Miss Cynthia’?” Cynthia looked around for a handy switch, remembering how Veronica had dealt with her during their first encounter. She smirked, imagining Little Miss Perfect dancing to the tune of a switch across her bottom. Switches! Where could one find…Ah! There! She espied some slender wands and reached for them. “Come here, you little brat,” she said in a menacing tone.

“If you lay hands upon me, Cynthia Terwillnger, you will have cause to regret it,” and with surprising speed, Elena leapt for the tree where the kitten was stranded and shinnied her way up the trunk, leaving Cynthia gaping in surprise.

“You-you can’t do that,” declared Cynthia. “Y-you’re a blonde! Blondes cannot climb trees! Everyone knows it! Get down from there at once! At once, do you hear me?” Elena’s only response was to climb higher into the tree. “If you do not come down at once, you little wretch, I shall tell Miss Maitland. You will see, then! She will cane you, and then, she will expel you!”

“As for my being a blonde, ‘Necessity is the Mother of Invention.’ And should Miss Maitland or one of the other mistresses or prefects choose to cane me, I shall accept their lawful chastisement with honour. You do not have her authority, Cynthia. You are little more than a common bully,” came Elena’s reply. She had managed to reach the first high branch large enough to hold her weight and rested, breathing a little heavily.

“I am a brunette and your elder! Come down from there, you insolent brat,” demanded Cynthia, her face a deep shade or crimson.

She gave the tree another hard shake, and Elena hung on for dear life. Oh, Dea, please let Miss Veronica come swiftly, she prayed. Now, as one might have guessed, Elena was terrified to find herself high in a tree, with a bully lurking below like some hungry wolf of legend. Being a blonde, Elena was not really used to climbing trees or other such brunettish pursuits. But for the present, the tree seemed far safer than terra firma below.

The kitten had inched her way into the smaller, higher branches. She was still crying in distress. Elena decided to forget about Cynthia and concentrate on the kitten. Besides, being afraid of heights, she did not like looking down. Elena stretched carefully and eased her way higher into the tree. The kitten eyed her suspiciously and meowed. “There’s a good kitty,” she crooned. “Come on. It’s all right. Elena is here. Come here, that’s right…”

Below her, Cynthia watched in unwilling fascination. What did that little wretch think she was doing? Did she truly think the vile little brute would come to her? And what was a blonde doing, climbing a tree, anyway? Cynthia decided it must be either because Elena was a redhead rather than a “true” blonde, or perhaps because she was an Easterner, with strange ways. “The Headmistress will never let you keep it,” persisted Cynthia. “She’ll make you drown it…or something.”

Elena ignored Cynthia and stretched out one hand toward the frightened feline, who extended her nose slightly and sniffed. “Come on, Kitty - shan’t we be friends? There’s a good kitty…” Slowly, the creature inched her way toward Elena. She could sense the kitten’s distress. She was quite a small kitten, -no more than eight weeks old - white with a grey patch on her back and very blue eyes. She emitted another piteous wail. Elena reached, stretched and scooped the kitten into her arms. She cried in distress one final time, then snuggled close against Elena’s maidenly bosom, comforted by the warmth.

I cannot believe it, thought Cynthia. She actually got the little rat to come to her. Cynthia was not accustomed to friends of any kind, two or four-legged, and somewhere, deep in her unhappy heart, she had to admit to herself that she envied the silly little blonde, high up in the tree, with all her heart.

Suddenly, Cynthia tilted her head. Could those be footsteps and girlish voices? She was not sure. Cynthia had the sudden urge to melt into the surrounding trees like fog on a sunny morning. Should she flee or remain? It was as if her feet were held fast to the earth! Stay or go? Stay or go?. The Cavalry had arrived in the form of those two Culverienne gallantes, Veronica and Janet. Georgina led the way.

They did not see Cynthia, at first, and Georgina called out, “Elena,” then turned to Veronica and Janet. “How very odd – I do not see her.”

Janet stooped and looked at the ground. “Someone else was here, though. I can see two fresh sets of footprints, one large and the other small. The large prints come from yonder, toward the other side of the west wing. The little ones kinda end here, near the tree trunk.”

Cynthia stood forth, the perspiration standing on her brow, and cleared her throat. “M-Miss Veronica…I am here.”

“Cynthia! What’s goin’ on here, and where’s Elena?” Veronica asked.

Cynthia hung her head in shame. “Sh-she’s up the tree, Miss Veronica.”

“Up the tree?”

“Y-yes…” replied Cynthia in a low voice.

“Elena, are you all right,” called Janet

“I-I am here!” came Elena’s voice from high above their heads.

The three newcomers looked around, puzzled. “We cannot see you,” said Georgina. “Where are you?”

“L-look up,” came Elena’s reply, sounding thin and trembly. Georgina, Janet and Veronica tilted their heads and looked up. Elena caught her lower lip and waved, clearly trying to be brave.

Veronica said, “Hang on, Honey. We’ll have you and your little friend down in no time!” She then turned to Cynthia with fire in her eyes and said, “All right, Terwillinger, what in tarnation is that blonde doing up in that tree?”

To Cynthia, Veronica’s voice sounded like a whip’s lash. She stammered and coughed, “M-m-m-miss Veronica. She… That is…Oh! I mean… I-I… Ohhhhh…..” The tears that started down Cynthia’s cheeks surprised even her. “Oh, Miss Veronica… I-I saw her here, alone, and I threatened her. I-I I suh-said…the-the most awful things to her, and I frightened her, and I threatened her, and I even shook the tree…and she-she climbed up so I couldn’t….”

“I see,” replied Veronica in a tight, angry voice. “Well, we shall discuss this matter later, Terwillinger, and at length. For the moment, we have a blonde and a kitten to rescue.”

“I can help get her down,” volunteered Janet. “I’m real good at climbing, and I expect I’m small enough to fit in those higher branches.”

Veronica nodded. “All right, little sister. You need a hand getting up there?”

Janet cracked broad smile and drawled, “Why, thankee kindly, Miss Veronica, but if’n that there li’l ol’ blonde gal could get up there by herself, I ‘spect I can, too.” And so saying, Janet hoisted herself up, into the tree. She climbed until she could reach Elena, who smiled with relief at the sight of her. “Hey, there, Li’l Bit – you holdin’ up okay?”

“Oh, thank you, Janet. You are so kind and brave. I do apologise, to both you and Miss Veronica.” Elena gave a nervous giggle, borne of relief and fright. “I expect Miss Veronica will spank me thoroughly once I am down, and perhaps Miss Annalinde as well.”

“Well, let’s get you down from here, first and worry about anything else later,” said Janet, ever practical. “Tell you what – let’s get your little friend down first, and then I can help you down.” Janet held out her arms, and Elena gently placed the kitten in them. The kitten mewled and dug her fishhook claws into Janet’s blouse. “What’re you fixin’ to name her,” asked Janet, trying to get Elena’s mind off the fact that she high in a tree.

“I-I had not thought of a name yet. Oh, Janet…I hope you will not think me to silly for worrying, but…but you do not think Miss Maitland will make us get rid of her or…or…”

Hidden by the tree branches, Janet spared Cynthia a venomous glance. “That varmint! Don’t you worry, sweetheart. Miss Maitland wouldn’t do a thing like that, ever! She’s a nice, kind, lady, as is a lady, unlike some others I could name, but won’t,” Janet declared fiercely. “Hold on tight, and I’ll be back in a flash.” Janet agilely climbed down the tree, the kitten held fast in her arms. When she was down, she handed her precious cargo to Veronica and went up the tree a second time.

Murmuring words of encouragement, Janet guided Elena back down the tree, ensuring she had a firm hand and foot hold as she descended. Once she was within arm’s reach of Veronica, the brunette prefect handed the kitten to Georgina and lifted Elena down from the tree and gently set her on the ground after a quick, firm hug. Veronica then gave the junior girl a quick once-over: apart from a mildly scraped knee, a dusty uniform and a case of nerves, Elena was fine. Elena tried to be brave as her feet touched the ground, but the slow tears had already started as Miss Annalinde, sensing the commotion, arrived to see what was the matter. Georgina handed the kitten to Elena, while Veronica and Annalinde had a quick tete-a-tete. Then Georgina and Annalinde each took Elena by the arm and led her indoors to administer comfort, first aid and gentle scolding, in that order.

Finally, Veronica Bellemont turned to a still sobbing Cynthia Terwillinger, who stood miserably before her, not even daring to raise her tear-streaked face to the prefect. “Little sister,” said Veronica to Janet, “you’d just as good to run along now. Cynthia and I have a lot to discuss.” Janet nodded and departed.
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From: <roughbrunette@a...>
Date: Thu Oct 14, 1999 8:49pm
Subject: Joan looks for amusement
  	
Jinjur was walking down the school corridors arm in arm with Carrie, the two of
them gazing at each other happily. Joan watched with disgust. Jinjur was turning
into one of those soppy, goody-goody blondes. Joan would be willing to bet Carrie
hadn't done a thing but kiss Jinjur so far. Jinjur had used to be such fun. Not
only did she not mind being petted a bit, but she was always up for a prank as
well, not like most blondes. But ever since her precious antique nightdress had
almost gotten ruined, Jinjur had been acting like a little saint. Oh, Joan was
sure Jinjur was still her old self underneath, but she was *acting* more like a
goody-goody.

Thinking back to the day when she had helped Jinjur doctor the shampoo of
several girls with hair dye, Joan suddenly remembered Jinjur's other brainstorm
of that fateful day. Joan went to the supply closet, looked around to make
certain that no one was watching, and twisted the knob in the exact way necessary
to open it. She moved the top two boxes on the stack and the window was revealed,
and the large jug of apple juice the two had set there a month ago was still
there. Joan lifted it, grunting -- it was heavy. Jinjur couldn't have lifted it
by herself, which was why she had enlisted the help of a brunette.

Joan unscrewed the cap and sniffed. She smiled. This prank, so long in the
making, was ready!
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From: <roughbrunette@a...>
Date: Thu Oct 14, 1999 10:02pm
Subject: Joan looks for amusement
  	
Jinjur was walking down the school corridors arm in arm with Carrie, the two of
them gazing at each other happily. Joan watched with disgust. Jinjur was turning
into one of those soppy, goody-goody blondes. Joan would be willing to bet Carrie
hadn't done a thing but kiss Jinjur so far. Jinjur had used to be such fun. Not
only did she not mind being petted a bit, but she was always up for a prank as
well, not like most blondes. But ever since her precious antique nightdress had
almost gotten ruined, Jinjur had been acting like a little saint. Oh, Joan was
sure Jinjur was still her old self underneath, but she was *acting* more like a
goody-goody. Probably came from having that goody-goody Elena for a roommate.

Thinking back to the day when she had helped Jinjur doctor the shampoo of
several girls with hair dye, Joan suddenly remembered Jinjur's other brainstorm
of that fateful day. Joan went to the supply closet, looked around to make
certain that no one was watching, and twisted the knob in the exact way necessary
to open it. She moved the top two boxes on the stack and the window was revealed,
and the large jug of apple juice the two had set there a month ago was still
there. Joan lifted it, grunting -- it was heavy. Jinjur couldn't have lifted it
by herself, which was why she had enlisted the help of a brunette.

Joan unscrewed the cap and sniffed. She smiled. This prank, so long in the
making, was ready!

Joan, br, 17
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From: Kate Katzban-Beren <kater@xxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Fri Oct 15, 1999 3:40am
Subject: Caitlen and Veronica
  	
The rest of the evening past rather uneventfully for Caitlen who passed the
time in her room reading up on all the science she hadn't paid much mind to
in class. Around 1 a.m. however she started to feel very hungry, after all
she hadn't eaten much for lunch and had missed supper entirelely. How she
wished she had a snack tucked away in her dresser for occasions such as
this, but alas, she had none. Caitlen tried unsuccessfully to fall asleep
but try as she might she could get no rest while her stimach continued to
grumble and moan over the lack of nourishment. Finally she could stand it
no more. Pulling her cardigan over her night shirt Caitlen stole quietly
out of her room and headed for the school kitchen, after all, who would miss
a bit of bread and perhaps a sweet or two? Scanning the halls she heard not
a sound and so slipped out into the dark dormitory feeling her way along the
walls until her eyes adjusted to the scant light. She had been out of her
room less than two mintues when she heard a voice behind her, soft with the
undertones of sleep. Fearing being caught she ran forward, hoping to get
out of the girls' hallway and into the unpopulated part of the school before
being discovered. So intent was she on the percieved dangers behind her
that she didn't notice Veronica exiting her room for a trip to the toilet
until she had run, quite literally, her over. After the shock of having hit
something passed Caitlen quickly realised it wasn't just some *thing*, it
was some *one* and hurridly helped Veronica to her feet. She had to squint
in the dark, trying to recognize the girl she had bowled over, but having
only seen Veronica in passing, and not ever having spoken to her before, it
took a minute for her to realise just how much trouble she was probably
in....

"Oh, I'm *so* sorry...you're Veronica right? I don't believe we've met
yet... I'm so embarrased, I thought I heard someone behind me and I know I
shouldn't have been scared, but it being a new place and so awfully dark, I
don't know...I just jumped and ran... and then I didn't quite know where I
was and then...well...you know. I was just on my way to the toilet...but I
suppose I've gone awfully out of my way just now...are you alright?"
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From: janet dolan <janetd33@xxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Fri Oct 15, 1999 4:03am
Subject: Following the rescue
  	
Janet entered the blonde dormitory and knocked on Miss Annalinde's door.
Annalinde greeted her cordially, and promptly allowed her to go and see
Elena. Janet had a small parcel in her hand.

She entered Elena's room and sat by her bed, smiling to the young blonde who
was still recuperating from her ordeal. "You have acted better and were
braver than some of the brunettes I know".

Elena smiled weakly and said "I was scared up there, I wasn't brave". Janet
said :" Don't you talk nonesense now. You held up there and enticed the
kitten to you eventhough that no count bully was down there shakin' the
tree. That more than I could have done"

Elena looked amazed. "But you are so good in climbing. You went up there so
fast". Janet laughed: " Didn't you notice I never looked down? I am terribly
scared of heights, but never let it show.

She gave Elena the parcel. "This is for you honey, for being there for the
kitten. By the way, Miss Maitland had the cook take it and put it together
with the reat of the kitchen cats. Did you know they had "a staff" of cats
there to fight rodents?. Another thing, Miss Annalinde told me she will not
punish you. You did nothing wrong."
Elena opened the parcel and took out a small carved wooden cat. Janet said:
"I am sorry I didn't have time to paint it, but I knew you would like it"
"It's lovely. You are so talented. Would you like me to help you a little
with history?"
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From: Charlotte Greene <carlottagreene@xxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Fri Oct 15, 1999 10:51am
Subject: Re:joining the school
  	
Dear Miss Maitland

Thank you for your welcoming letter. I have had a look through the archives
which are very gripping and amusing.

I think I am ready to write my introduction to the school but I am unsure
what I do with it - do I email it to you as I am doing now or is it more
technological? I am not quite sure how it works, particularly the IRC thing
which I have no idea what it is... I am sorry to be so useless.

Yours apologetically

Charlotte Greene
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From: thorny <krstrob@xxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Fri Oct 15, 1999 4:04pm
Subject: Helping Michelle
  	
"NO I think that it is allright, Michelle. Don't worry, know that you
have your bags set down you can go down to the Head Mistress's office.
If she wants you to go somewhere else, then I will help you move your
things."

"Oh, thankyou Sabrina, will you please show me where the Head Mistress
office is?"

"Certainly I would be happy to." Sabrina takes Michelle by the hand and
leads her down to the Head Mistress's office. "Here it is, you just
knock on the door and I will wait right here on this bench for you o.k."

"Thankyou Sabrina, I am so nervous, is the Head Mistress's nice?"

"She is very nice, you shouldn't have any problems with her at all.
Besides I will be sitting right her, you just keep a stiff upper lip lip
like a good brunnette, allright."

"Ok here goes nothing." With that Michelle set her shouldres back nice
and straight, picked her chin up and knocked on the door. Sabrina went
and sat quietly on the bench to wait for her new found frined.

Sabrina 14 Brunnette
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From: Nicola - 3rd Year Avendale <skoolgirl@xxxxxx.xxxxxxxxx.xx.xxx>
Date: Fri Oct 15, 1999 4:21pm
Subject: a good nights sleep
  	
Nicola Bradford 14 Blonde



Nikki slept well her trip to town had quiet exhausted her what with her excursions of the day. As she returned to her dorm she undressed carefully savoring the moment her unfinished assignment for Miss Annalinde quiet forgotten carelessly placed unfinished on her dresser. She lay in her bed expunging the less pleasant memories of the day choosing only to recall the wondrous few hours spent with Lynette. The memory of their laughter, the flushed excited feeling Lynette invoked within Nikki when she tickled her in a certain way. Lynette's knowledge at the Hosiery was a revelation and further reinforced Nikki's love for her. Afternoon tea with her beloved was delightful and the trying of the gown divine, Nikki's head swam for love is a heady thing especially when one has known such little love in recent years. Exhausted by her day Nikki dreamt well the dreams the of a silly foolish blonde but of Lynette and how Nikki's wedding dress train would require at least six bridesmaid her task and tender bottom quiet forgotten.


Nikki slept late most of the girls where already washed and dressed ready for breakfast when she woke. frantically she washed and changed, slowing only to exercise care in putting on her stockings some memories of the previous day she would not forget especially her beloved's warning. Breakfast was delightful the porridge being just right although Nikki took care to exercise her table manors, the only thing spoiling another wise perfect day being the quizzical look which Miss Annalinde made, Nikki knew precisely what that meant. A sudden loss of appetite overcame Nikki and after grace she went without prompting to wait outside Miss Annalinde's study her pensive mood overtook by one of panic as Miss Annalinde and Lynette approached deep in animated conversation. Lynette looked slightly surprised at seeing Nikki there although Miss Annalinde only made the briefest recognition to Nikki as though she expected her to be waiting there. Anxious to end her ordeal Nikki with a trembling voice spoke


"Miss Annalinde I have.."


tears streamed from Nikki's face, her voice broken fighting for breath


"I haven't...."


now sobbing almost hysterically as Miss Annalinde looks on in a concerned but equally impassive manor Lynette fighting her desire to comfort the over emotional blonde


"come inside and we will talk about it"


Miss Annalinde handing Nikki her handkerchief ushered the child into her study
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From: <elaryn@xxx.xxx>
Date: Fri Oct 15, 1999 4:44pm
Subject: Essay for Miss Jones
  	
Elena Dierrian, blonde, 12 years old

Miss Leslie Jones
Literature Department
Avendale School for Young Ladies

The most recent fiction book I have read is *The Gammage Cup* by Miss Carol Kendall. The Gammage Cup is a story set in a mythical valley called The Land Between the Mountains, and tells of a people called the Minnipins or the Small Ones. The Minnipins seem very similar in character to Hobbits, as described in J.R.R. Tolkien's work, *The Hobbit*, in that they are of small physical stature, but close to the land and possessing a very humble, simple, but profound wisdom and insight, as many simple folk do.

I was lucky to find this book, as it was stuck behind another book in the Library here at Avendale. From the wear on the cover, I can guess this story has been well-read during its tenure in our Library. Miss Kendall, the authoress, hails from Infra-Quirinelle according to the publication information. I plan to give the book over to the Librarienne so it can be repaired and restored to its proper place on the Library shelves.

The story tells of the history and culture of the Minnipin people. The Minnipins dwell along the banks of the Watercress River. The Land Between the Mountains is described as being "very snug and secure, completely surrounded by unclimbable mountains," and perfectly suitable to the peace-loving, stay-at-home Minnipins. The Minnipins arrived in this safe refuge after fleeing a band of savages referred to as "Mushrooms" or "Hairless Ones," who were intent upon slaughtering the Minnipins and eating them. The Minnipins escaped into the Valley by way of a tunnel under the mountains, which was closed off by a miraculous rain which filled the riverbed and washed away their pursuers. *The Gammage Cup* focuses particularly on the events in a village called "Slipper-on-on-the-Water," so named because of a curious event which occurred as the Minnipins were exploring their new home: one of the leaders, named Gammage, lost her slipper overboard. It floated in that same spot for three days, so ten of the Minnipin band took it as a sign of Providence and decided to make their home there. The Gammage Cup is a great, golden cup, said to bestow wisdom upon those who drink from it. The Cup is borne by Gammage to the head of the Valley, where it remains in the lead Minnipin settlement.

Slipper-on-the-Water is a village very similar to the other twelve villages in the Valley, with one exception: The Periods. The Periods are a prominent family in Slipper-on-the-Water. They are the descendants of a historical figure called "Fooley the Balloonist," who was the only Minnipin to ever leave The Land Between the Mountains and return again. They hold all the village offices and even spell their names in a special way, according to a list that Fooley brought back from her voyage. The brunette mayoress, for instance, is named “Ltd.” (this is pronounced “Litted,” to rhyme with “fitted.”) Many of the Minnipins in general, and the Periods in particular, tend to be staid, sedate and conservative to the point of having lost touch with their creativity and imagination. For example, Fooley the Balloonist brought back two pictures, one labeled “The Family Tree” and one labeled “The Painting.” “The Family Tree” depicts a family lineage; the other, a house with a large tree in its yard. When the balloon fell from the sky, the labels on the two pictures were mixed up, so now, four hundred and eighty years later, all “paintings” depict circles or triangles connected by lines, after the pattern on the original “painting.” Trees, which were formerly thought of as too untidy to be planted in the village, are planted in front of many Minnipin homes. Fooley also brought back a poem, the familiar-to-every-child, “Mary had a little lamb.” At the time of the story, all “proper” poetry must now take that pattern.

The other group of note in Slipper-on-the-Water is referred to as “Oh, Them.” This group is not considered respectable by the other villagers, especially the hidebound Periods. One of the group, blonde Curley Green, is an artiste. It is she (along with the children of the village) who preserve the skill of creating pictures of objects and people as they actually appear, rather than the stylized form brought back by Fooley. Gummy, brunette, is a poetess, derided by the villages for being “bone-idle,” yet rhymes and poems seem to flow from her as cool, pure water flows from a stream (and it is Gummy who, through her watchfulness, retrieves evidence of the impending invasion – a burnt twig from the signal fires of the enemy). Waltra the Earless is brunette historienne who alone can decipher the ancient scrolls which tell the of Minnipin history. She is generally considered a dry, old bore by her fellow villagers, yet, she has a hidden treasure buried beneath her dwelling. This treasure later plays a vital role the salvation of Slipper-on-the-Water. Muggles, the blonde curatress of the Fooley Museum, is thought by the other villagers to be “simple.” Finally, there is Mingy, the brunette Money Keeper, whose concerns for establishing a sick fund and other uses for village treasury go mocked and unheeded.

The story begins when Muggles awakens early in the morning and sees a line of fire along the mountains in the west. At first, she thinks the sun is rising; later, she believes she has merely had a strange and disquieting dream, but she later learns that her dream was no dream at all. It was a desperate warning of danger for all in the Land Between the Mountains, for the evil Mushrooms, the Dreaded Enemy of the Minnipins, have tunneled their way into the Valley, through a series of thought-to-be-abandoned mineshafts, after more than eight centuries of peace and safety. That same morning, Waltra finally finds the Ancient Treasure she has been seeking: suits of armour, magic swords – which glow with a brilliant light when an enemy approaches, battle cloaks, trumpets and a chest of scrolls, deposited by one of Waltra’s ancestresses, that tells of the origin of the treasures and of the Minnipin’s declining interest in the practise of arms. Waltra’s ancestress believed there would come a descendant who would be interested enough in relics from the past to read the fragments of writings left as clues and discover the cache. This ancestress, called “Waltra the Obtuse,” wrote that “such a one will appear when she is needed for the safety of her people.”

In the midst of these discoveries, the mayoress returns from the lead village of Watersplash with an exciting message: three judges will travel from village to village, seeking out the best of the twelve, and will bestow a great reward upon the winning village. This reward is none other than the Gammage Cup itself, which will be left in the village thought by the judges to be most worthy of the honour.

Preparations for the judges’ visit begin, as the frantic villagers of Slipper-on-the-Water, led by the Periods, try to make the village what they think the judges will want to see. This leads to friction between the “Oh, Thems,” and the Periods on seemingly petty matters such as what cloak a Minnipin wears or what colour she paints her door. During this tempest, Waltra desperately tries to convince the Council of the Periods of the danger form the West, but they will not heed the warning and accuse Waltra and her companions of inventing fanciful tales for the sole purpose of creating trouble. Finally, rather than divide the village any further, Muggles, Mingy, the Money-Keeper, and their friends, Waltra, Curley Green and Gummy, depart Slipper-on-the Water. But while they are making a new home for themselves near the mountains, they discover that danger is even close r than they originally feared. They must find a way to warn their people and survive the onslaught of the Dreaded Mushrooms.

I enjoyed this book very much. Miss Kendall is an excellent writer and her style is simple, yet rich in its descriptions of the characters and the setting. Her characters, both the main characters and those in supporting roles, are fully realized. Their actions and motivations are understandable, if not always admirable. One of the main characters, Muggles, is referred to, throughout the story, as “simple,” yet her “simple” wisdom proves to be the salvation of her people, embodying the old Culverian hymn, “Tis a Gift to be Simple.” Muggles’ “Maxims” are quoted throughout the book at the beginning of each chapter, alternating with Gummy’s poems, which are referred to as “Scribbles.” Gummy’s poems, like Muggles’ Maxims, are simple, yet delightful, and quite well-constructed. Her “Scribbles” distill her observations and perceptions into delightful verse.

“Bright sunshine.
Blue flowers,
Pink rainbows,
Moisty showers.

Spring ting-a-ling!
Ting-a-ling spring!”

One constant theme throughout the story is that of blind conformity versus creativity. The two ideas are not necessarily in opposition to one another, but Miss Kendall cautions readers about the pitfalls of being so closed to ideas (and, thereby, knowledge itself ) that one is endangered by one’s lack of knowledge. The Council of the Periods has become extremely conservative, refusing to entertain new ideas , and they coerce the other villagers to follow their example. Gummy, Curley Green and Waltra are on the opposite pole (especially Gummy and Curley Green), so taken up with their own creativity, they tend to ignore the practicalities of life. Muggles, with her simple wisdom and practicality, and Mingy, with her dry wit and common sense, bring the two together to function, finally, as a creative whole. I believe that aside from telling a very charming story, Miss Kendall is cautioning her readers to be neither hidebound, nor build castles in the air, but listen to the simple, plain wisdom that is within each of us. She is also saying that all conflicts, regardless of their origins, have their solution in understanding and communication, and that, in the end, if we are willing to work together, we can defeat those enemies which threaten us.

Muggles says it best: “We’re like the swords, in a way. Sort of black and ugly-looking when we’re going along from day to day and making each other angry over little things. But we ought to remember that way deep inside us there us a little flickering glow.” Dea placed this spark in each of us, Her Children, and it waits until the proper moment to be fanned into a glorious flame.
632
	

From: Tracey Austin <tracey_m_austin@xxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Sat Oct 16, 1999 2:50am
Subject: Tracey, Thelma, Miss Veronica and the "books"!
  	
It was a little thing, really. An insignificant
thing. Carrying someone's books! Thelma, a blonde,
had offered to carry Tracey's (a brunette's) books.
Not thinking anything of it, Tracey had accepted. Now
the world seemed to be teetering on edge!

Miss Veronica's visit still rankled Tracey. All
right, so she WAS a prefect. But telling her to
carry Thelma's books all week...well, it really WASN'T
any of her concern!

Tracey looked at the note from Thelma, apologizing for
getting her into trouble. Poor girl. It wasn't her
fault. She thought about her conversation with
Carrie: a blonde carrying a brunette's books would
cause "comment" in public.

Tracey was a proud girl, however. While she wouldn't
openly defy convention by letting Thelma carry her
books, she was NOT going to carry Thelma's either.
Miss Veronica or no Miss Veronica!

She went off to find Thelma and reassure her that she
was still her VERY good friend.

Tracey Marie Austin, 14, brunette



=====
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From: Rebecca Fleming <becky_fleming@xxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Sat Oct 16, 1999 2:29am
Subject: Smoking = Six Of The Best
  	
Becky lay on her bed, bottom throbbing, six perfectly
placed parallel lines decorating her bottom from the
middle of her cheeks to the place where her thighs met
her bottom.

She reached under her skirt and petticoat and adjusted
her white knickers so the elastic didn't cut into one
of the painful stripes. She would NOT be doing any
sitting for a while.

Her first meeting with Miss Maitland had been less
than auspicious. She had been caught smoking and sent
to the Headmistress. Even though Miss Veronica had
told her it would be the cane, Becky thought she'd
only get a talking to...after all, it _was_ her first
offense!

She got the lecture, _and_ the cane. Miss Maitland
used a heavy rattan cane, the senior girls' size. The
first stroke, delivered across Becky's knickers and
sheer nylon petticoat, stung worse than anything the
girl had ever felt before.

"Ohhhhhhhhhhhhhhh!" she hissed, overwhelmed with the
excruciating pain.

"Six, I think," she heard Miss Maitland say. S--six?
Just as Becky was about to open her mouth to protest,
the second stroke met its target, a fraction of an
inch below the first. Becky gave up all pretense of
enduring the beating in stony 16-year-old brunette
silence. She yelped.

"OWWWWWWWWWWWWWWWWWWWWWWWWWWW!" Her hands flew to her
injured bottom.

Miss Maitland tapped her hands with the cane. "Move
those hands. NOW! Unless you wish an extra stroke,
that is."

Becky snatched her hands away. She braced herself for
the next stroke. SWWWIIISSSHHHHHH CRAAACCCCCCKKKKK!
It whacked across her trembling backside, just below
the second throbbing tramline.

The dam broke, and Becky sobbed. Paying no attention,
Miss Maitland continued the caning, pausing after each
stroke to let its full effect be felt. Even though
she could not see where the strokes landed, as Becky's
bottom was covered, she never struck the same place
twice. It was obvious she was well-practised in the
craft of caning.

The sixth stroke cracked against Becky's bottom,
harder than any of the rest, and the girl sobbed
openly over the table. She wanted to grab and rub her
bottom but didn't dare.

Miss Maitland dismissed her, telling her that
Annalinde, the blonde prefect, had a "penchant" for
caning brunettes of her own age. Penchant! Becky lay
on her bed, rubbing her aching, burning bottom. She
never wanted to be caned again, EVER.

The cigarettes that had gotten her into trouble in the
first place? Miss Maitland told her to dispose of
them before tomorrow. Becky thought about that. No
cigarettes....that would not do. She decided to
carefully cut a slit into her suitcase and hide the
cigarette pack there, behind the lining. No one would
ever find them there.

Rebecca Fleming, 16, brunette






=====
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From: <michelegirl@xxxxxxxx.xxx>
Date: Sat Oct 16, 1999 8:07am
Subject: Re: Genevieve and Michele
  	
Michele Lea, 13, brunette.

Michele shifts uncomfortably from foot as she stands before
Miss Annalinde, she doesn't know why she is nervous as she hears
the blond speak, but she finds herself looking over her new uniform
just to make sure everything is as it should be. Michele is standing
next to Genevieve, a blond, also a new student.

Miss Annalinde: "Now, have either of you any questions?"

Michele begins to speak, but her throat is dry, so she clears it.
"Yes Miss, I was just wondering if it is alright to take the bed
next to Sabrina, in the brunette's dorm."
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From: <michelegirl@xxxxxxxx.xxx>
Date: Sat Oct 16, 1999 8:18am
Subject: Re: Helping Michelle
  	
Michele, 13, brunette.

Michele is grateful that Sabrina is being so nice. She is a bit
concerned about taking the bed until she hears from someone in
charge that it is alright. As Michele enters the office of the
Headmistress, she is directed into the room where The Headmistress
sits behind her desk, working.

With a smile, as the Headmistress looks up from her work, Michele says,
"Goodmorning Miss, I am Michele Lea"

Michele Lea, 13, brunette.
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From: Thelma Roberts <greenwellies@xxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Sat Oct 16, 1999 10:11am
Subject: Tracey, Thelma, Miss Veronica and the "books"!
  	
Thelma emerged from the steaming hot shower, hair squeaky clean, and started
towelling her dripping frame. Which was quite a job given she was almost 6
feet tall.

The door to the girl's shower room opened and in came Tracey. It was
completely unplanned, of course, but some of life's best moments are.
Tracey looked -- not stared, but certainly did not avert her gaze -- as her
blonde friend towelled dry.

"I got your note, Thelma, and you are not at all responsible for what
happened between Miss Veronica and me. I understand your position, that I
should not carry your books. You're a grown girl. I just hope Miss
Veronica doesn't catch us together, me without your books. She might think
I'm rebellious. Not that I think she has the power to punish either of us.
But then again we're both new, so maybe she does!"

Thelma smiled. "I'm so glad we are friends. Here, give me a hug."

Truly, Thelma did not understand what she was feeling, except that she was
starting to feel about Tracey the way her blonde mommy felt about her
brunette mommy.

They hugged, Tracey feeling Thel's warm, damp body against her uniform
blouse. And then, discretion being the virtue that it is, she left.
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From: Georgina de la Falaise <Tanya@xxxxxxxxxxxxxxx.xxxxxxxxx.xx.xxx>
Date: Sat Oct 16, 1999 10:21am
Subject: Georgina opines to Elena
  	
Tanya@c...




Georgina de la Falaise, blonde, 12 years old


Dearest Elena,

I'm currently sitting here in the library finishing my report but need a break from all this dry academia. I thought I'd pen you a short missive to inform you just how positively beastly I think Cynthia is. The episode of two days ago involving you, me, the kitten, Miss Veronica, Miss Annalinde, the chivalrous and brave Janet and of course the quite ghatly Cynthia is proof positive of this fact. You were so brave as you waited for me to fetch the cavalry in the form of our prefects and Janet. I'm quite sure if it had been me up the tree, I would have made an awful fuss and bother and probably quite a fool of myself in to the bargain.
For all that, I feel more pity than hatred for Cynthia. She doesn't know how to treat people with any sense of respect or basic decorum. This, I suspect, stems from what must very likely be a very sad home life where she has been perhaps deprived and starved of love and affection to such an extent that she simply doesn't know how to interact with others in any meaningful way. All she knows how to do is bully and she doesn't even do that very well !! We must trust that Miss Veronica, Miss Annalinde and the Mistresses will be able to go some way towards showing her the path to redemption coupled with good and decent behaviour. I do so hope so as i'm sure you believe, like me, that everyone has the potential for doing and being good.
On to lighter and better matters dearest Elena. I passed Miss Jones this morning crossing the courtyard. I wished her a very good morning and dipped a curtsey and she replied, "A very good morning to you too Georgina, enjoy your Saturday and I shall look forward to seeing you in Literature class next week". Well Elena, I must admit that my blonde heart began to beat a little faster at this point. She is, it has to be said, a most charming and striking looking woman don't you think? She seems so intelligent and clever as well ! Her Literature classes will be events not to be missed I suspect.
Later this afternoon, I think I shall take another walk in the gardens, would you care to join me? I so enjoyed our walk the other evening wiyh Malena and Janet. Let me know if you'd like to.

With fond love, your friend,
Georgina
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From: Kadorienne <kadorian@xxxxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Sat Oct 16, 1999 0:29pm
Subject: Re: The Rescue
  	
Veronica Bellemont, brunette prefect, almost 16

Several girls smiled to see the sobbing Cynthia following Miss Veronica through the school corridors. Cynthia had already earned the dislike of many, and they all had a fairly good idea of what was coming.

Once in her study, Veronica pointed to a chair. Cynthia fell into it, still crying. Veronica stood before her, lips pursed and arms akimbo, her face stern. But inside, the prefect was exultant. This, she knew, was her opportunity to make a better girl of Cynthia.

Step One. "Cynthia, I am ashamed to see an Avendale girl behaving this way. And you should be ashamed of yourself. Trying to knock a helpless little kitten out of a tree! And threatening a junior blonde? What did Elena ever do to you?" Cynthia only shook her head, crying too hard to speak. "Dea put brunettes on earth and made us the stronger sex to serve and protect blonde, not abuse them!

"And don't think I don't know that you've been bullying lots of other girls too. I haven't punished you for it because all I had was rumors and hearsay. But all that is going to stop. No more threatening other girls with switchings, which you are not authorized to administer, no more blackmailing other girls into doing your homework -- yes, I know about that," Veronica added at Cynthia's startled look. "Never mind how I found out, but there's not going to be any more of that."

Veronica went on in that vein for several more minutes, until Cynthia suddenly burst out, "Oh, everyone here hates me!"

Excellent, Veronica thought. Step Two. "What did you expect? You worked awfully hard to make them hate you." Suddenly softening, Veronica pulled her own chair to sit beside Cynthia and put her arms around the sobbing girl. Cynthia had never cried on anyone's shoulder before. She clung to Veronica as to a life raft. "You know, Cynthia, you could do as good a job of making girls like you as you did of making them dislike you."

Cynthia's words were almost incomprehensible. "No, I couldn't! Not now. Now they've all seen me... being so mean--"

"Oh, I didn't say it wouldn't be a challenge. After all you've done, the girls will take some convincing that you've really changed. But it can be done." She gripped the girl's shoulders and pushed her back so that she could look into Cynthia's eyes. "The girls here want to be friends. They don't want to dislike anyone. Believe me, you can turn this all around."

Cynthia sniffled, made maudlin by tears. "I've never had a friend in my life...."

"Well, you've got one now, whether you want me to be or not. And I'm telling you that you can be a girl anyone would want for a friend -- but it'll be difficult."

"W-will you show me... what to do?"

"Of course." Veronica put her arm around Cynthia's shoulders again. "You're going to stop trying to make other girls do things. You're not a prefect and have no authority whatsoever, do you understand?" Cynthia nodded mutely, her eyes downcast. "You're going to apologize to Elena, and you'll carry her books for a week." Veronica frequently ordered brunettes to carry the books of blondes whom they had annoyed. She considered that a perfect symbol of the proper relationship between blonde and brunette, which was why she had been so shocked at the sight of Thelma and Tracey's unorthodox interaction. Often blondes tried to decline the services of the brunettes that Veronica ordered, but the brunettes carried the blondes' books anyway, if they knew what was good for them.

Cynthia wiped her eyes, but a fresh flood of tears began. "Oh, she's so mad at me, she'll probably tear her books up and say I did it!"

Veronica's eyes widened, and before she could stop herself she slapped Cynthia's face, hard. Cynthia stared at her, unable to move or speak.

"Excuse me," Veronica said, regaining control of herself. "That isn't a proper punishment. But you have no business saying things like that, especially about a sweet blonde like Elena. If anything, the report she'll give me of you will probably err on the nice side. She's the kind who always tries to think the best of people. You must have worked pretty hard to earn her bad opinion. Now you're going to have to work hard to reverse it. Right?"

"Right...." Cynthia sniffled, and at Veronica's raised eyebrows, added, "I'll carry Elena's books... and apologize to her.... Oh, everyone will laugh at me!"

Veronica let Cynthia contemplate that for a moment before speaking. "They might not. It will depend on how you do it. If you carry her books sullenly, everyone will still dislike you and they will laugh. If, on the other hand, your expression and demeanour show that you genuinely want to make amends, most of the girls will feel sympathetic to you, and even eager to give you another chance.

"Now, I don't know which girls you've bullied, not all of them, but I strongly suggest you apologize to all of them." Cynthia groaned at the thought. Veronica ignored her. "Now, bend over my desk, because I'm going to warm your tail feathers till I could fry an egg on them." Step Three.

Cynthia, still sniffling, rose and bent over the desk. She was so miserable that she didn't mind being thrashed in the least. Veronica opened her drawer of punishment implements and considered. The paddle or the strap? Which would make more of an impression? After a moment she decided on the paddle, simply because she had already used a strap on Cynthia.

Veronica also decided that this was a day to break her usual rule and lift her victim's petticoat. Fortunately for Cynthia, she was wearing regulation white knickers. But before starting the paddling, Veronica took the cane out of the corner and administered the three strokes allotted to prefects. Cynthia wailed aloud at each stroke. Veronica began to hear scufflings in the hall outside. Were pupils eavesdropping on the punishments? Veronica decided not to worry over it. Might do Cynthia some good. She propped the cane back in its corner and picked up the paddle.

The paddling lasted for several minutes, and was very hard and fast. Cynthia cried and yelled without restraint. Veronica kept on until Cynthia's cries grew quieter as she became tired. Then the prefect stopped and regarded her work with satisfaction. Cynthia's thighs were very red, and Veronica fancied that even her white knickers had taken on a pink tinge. Veronica knew that, as a sage authoress had once put it, "it would take many coats to varnish" Cynthia. But she was certain that some of the wickedness had been thrashed out of Cynthia today. One battle had been won.

"Sit at my desk, Cynthia," she said.

Cynthia winced as she carefully lowered herself onto the chair, but she had no spirit to argue with now.

"Take a sheet of paper and a pen." Then Veronica dictated a nice long line for her. "Three hundred lines," she decided. The girl certainly deserved more, but Veronica didn't want to encourage her to rebellion by giving her too long an imposition. "You may stand."

When Cynthia stood, her head hanging, Veronica hugged her. Step Four. Cynthia returned the embrace anxiously, and Veronica's heart went out to the girl in pity. The poor child was starving for sisterhood and affection.

"Cynthia, why don't you join me and some other brunettes on a trip to the soda fountain tomorrow?"

"I'd like to," Cynthia said shyly, "but do you think they'd...."

"Some of the girls I'm going to invite are on the cricket team with you. Anyway, they'll give you a chance if I tell them to. So you'd better not make a liar of me, all right?"

Cynthia's tearstained face became passionately earnest. "I won't, Miss Veronica, I swear!"

"Good. Run along and apologize to Elena, and remember, the more sincere you sound, the less anyone will find it laughable."

Veronica closed the door behind Cynthia with a deep sigh. She knew that a girl does not completely change so quickly, but the fact that Cynthia had spontaneously confessed and wept over her crime was a sign that change had begun. Veronica did not doubt that difficulties would send Cynthia back to her old behavior, but she would be there to put the girl on course once more. Still, she was confident that Cynthia was improved already. Now she had to consider her next step.
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From: Kadorienne <kadorian@b...>
Date: Sat Oct 16, 1999 0:29pm
Subject: Veronica to Several Other Brunettes
  	
Veronica Bellemont, brunette prefect, almost 16

Dear Caitlen, Carrie, Rebecca, Lynnette, Joan and Suzanne,

Girls, I'd like you all to go into Avenbridge to the soda fountain with
me tomorrow. I have a special reason for asking. I've invited Cynthia
Terwillinger.

(soft murmurs and raised eyebrows)

Yes, I have. I'm sure a lot of you know that she confessed to me that
she had bullied a certain young blonde. I'm happy to report that she
showed a great deal of remorse. And I'm sure everyone heard about the
thrashing she got for it. Actually, I think everyone heard the thrashing
itself, what with all the noise she made.

The point is, I'm sure she's going to backslide from time to time, but
she has had a turning point, and I want to make the most of it. She
scarcely knows what friendship is, bless her heart. I want y'all to help
me show her. I made her join the cricket team to take up some of her
time and energy, and hopefully teach her about fair play. Now I want her
to spend some time with girls who won't be easily intimidated by her.
That's why all the girls I'm inviting on this little excursion are older
brunettes.

I do hope I can count on y'all to help me with her. Oh, you don't have
to like her if you can't, and you'd do well do be on your guard with
her, but please, help me set an example for her.

Sincerely,

Veronica Bellemont
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From: Kadorienne <kadorian@b...>
Date: Sat Oct 16, 1999 0:29pm
Subject: Veronica to Janet
  	
Dear Janet,

I hope you don't mind that I didn't invite you along to the soda
fountain. You see, I'm trying to make sure Cynthia spends some time with
girls she can't easily intimidate, which is why I invited only older
brunettes. I know you're brave, but you're also small enough for her to
push around. I know you wouldn't back down to her bullying, but I don't
want her even thinking that way. I knew you'd understand.

By the way, Janet, I'm so proud of you for the way you rescued that
kitten, and Elena too. I hope the kitten is happy on the kitchen staff!
But you were right, some of those high branches might not have held my
weight, so it's so lucky we had you with us. Besides, you're a better
climber than me, you little swamp hen! It's good to have a fellow
brunette I can really count on.

I hear Elena was so grateful she offered to help you with Altalian
history. I wish I'd rescued a pretty blonde from a tree my first year --
might have saved my palm a lot of punishment! I'm sure studying with her
will help you. That's right, she's from the East and probably has as
much trouble as we did. So you two can quiz each other.

I'm so proud of you, little sister!

Your "big sister",

Veronica

brunette, almost 16
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From: Kadorienne <kadorian@b...>
Date: Sat Oct 16, 1999 0:30pm
Subject: Re: Georgina's Confession to Miss Veronica
  	
Veronica Bellemont, brunette prefect, almost 16

Georgina came at once to Miss Veronica's study in response to her
summons, pausing only to brush her hair and make sure her uniform was in
order so that she would look her best for the prefect. She wished she
could put on some makeup to look even prettier, but girls under fourteen
were not allowed to paint their faces at Avendale. Her heart pounded as
she opened the door.

The prefect stood up as the young blonde entered.

"Please excuse me for not responding to your confession sooner,
Georgina," Veronica said. "I've been wrapped up with trying to reform a
certain bad egg. But I'm very proud of you for confessing."

"Oh, but I was so naughty, and I feel so guilty," Georgina replied.
Perhaps some instinct told her that these words would ensure that
Veronica did not let her off too lightly, for Veronica understood that
guilt would not give a girl any peace until punishment had allowed her
to release it.

"Well, then. I expect you to turn the treats you bought over to Miss
Annalinde. Perhaps she'll decide to have another tea with them -- at a
proper hour, of course. But I leave that up to her. Now, come over my
knee."

Georgina obeyed with alacrity, and Veronica delivered one of her "blonde
spankings", only hard enough to sting for a little while. Blondes, she
firmly believed despite any evidence to the contrary, were too delicate
to endure hard spankings. And yet her spankings were effective on
blondes, probably because of her powerful presence. A blonde over the
knee of a strong and authoritative brunette such as Veronica felt very
helpless indeed, and did not soon forget the experience.

When Veronica was finished, she let the blonde rise and then hugged her.
Not noticing the flush of pleasure with which Georgina responded,
Veronica said, "I'm so proud of you for confessing. That shows that
you're really a good girl, even if you were naughty. So, how are you
getting along here at Avendale?"

"All right, I think. The teachers seem awful strict, but I don't get in
trouble much."

"I shouldn't think a good girl like you would. Are you making many
friends?"

"Oh, yes. Malena hasn't suggested any more mischief since that one time,
and Elena is ever so nice. Of course, she's nice to everyone."

Veronica smiled at the thought of the formal young blonde from the East.
"She certainly is. Well, you let me know if you have any problems,
hear?"

Thus dismissed, Georgina walked slowly and dreamily back to her room.
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From: Kadorienne <kadorian@b...>
Date: Sat Oct 16, 1999 0:30pm
Subject: Re: Caitlen and Veronica
  	
Veronica Bellemont, brunette prefect, almost 16

"Oh, I'm *so* sorry...you're Veronica right? I don't believe we've met
yet... I'm so embarrased, I thought I heard someone behind me and I know I
shouldn't have been scared, but it being a new place and so awfully dark, I
don't know...I just jumped and ran... and then I didn't quite know where I
was and then...well...you know. I was just on my way to the toilet...but I
suppose I've gone awfully out of my way just now...are you alright?"

Veronica slowly got up from the floor, rubbing a couple of new bruises. "Who are
you?" she asked sleepily.

"Caitlen Ramsey. I was just trying to find the toilet."

Veronica's nostrils flared. The language some girls came to Avendale with!
Didn't their mothers teach them *anything*? "We call it the bathroom or the
powder room here," she informed the girl. "No running in the halls, even at this
hour. Write a hundred lines for that. I want them tomorrow evening."

"You... you're not going to spank me?"

"At this hour? Are you off your head? Go back to bed after you've *powdered your
nose*. That's the only permissible reason to be out of bed after lights off."
Veronica sleepily and irritably went back to her own room. It wasn't enough she
had to spend all day spanking girls, now she was expected to get up in the
middle of the night to do it too. She was back asleep almost as soon as her head
touched the pillow.
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From: <roughbrunette@a...>
Date: Sat Oct 16, 1999 0:12pm
Subject: Joan's Amusements
  	
At mid-morning, when the dining hall was deserted, Joan crept in with her huge
jug of apple juice. As quietly as she could, she removed the top from the
apple juice dispenser from which every girl served herself every morning.
Standing on a chair, Joan poured her jug into the dispenser. Then she replaced
the lid and the chair and put the empty jug in a corner where a kitchen maid
would find it and dispose of it.

She left the dining hall without being seen, smiling to herself. Breakfast the
next morning would be very interesting indeed.
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From: <MissJoans@b...>
Date: Sat Oct 16, 1999 0:24pm
Subject: Miss Joans to Miss Jones
  	
Dear Miss Jones,

What a quaint way you have of spelling our all-too-common name, darling. Ah,
well. Allow me to welcome you to Avendale. I am the Art mistress. And you
teach literature? A noble calling, for literature is also an Art.

The girls here are fairly well-behaved, although as you shall see, not all of
them understand the respect which Art merits. Can you imagine, some of the
brunettes would rather play cricket than paint or contemplate the works of the
Mistresses of Art! And I have a wonderfully talented little strawberry blonde,
a girl named Jinjur Quinbury who can draw quite well, but simply won't apply
herself. She prefers to waste her time running about with brunettes of dubious
reputation. Though of late her taste in brunettes have improved, if her
dedication to Art has not.

But perhaps I am being rewarded at last for my efforts to convey Art to girls,
for a great talent has been entrusted to me. A little brunette here on
scholarship named Janet Dolan. She whittles the most delightful figures from
wood. Under my tutelage, she is beginning to use nobler forms, such as clay.
Perhaps later I will teach her to carve from stone and she will become a great
sculptress.

As long as we are discussing Janet, I must request that if you feel the need to
punish her, kindly punish her backside and not her hands. If her hands are
spanked, she will not be able to serve her Art.

Very soon I am taking all of the girls on a visit to the Llangollen Museum of
Art. Would you care to accompany us? I will need at least one other mistress
with me to keep track of all those children.

Yours cordially,

Miss Elizabeth Joans, mistress, blonde
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From: <MissJoans@b...>
Date: Sat Oct 16, 1999 0:34pm
Subject: Miss Joans to the other mistresses
  	
Will the Muses have mercy on me! Have I not done enough, endured enough, in
the service of Art? Must my rare rewards be snatched from my grasp? Are you all
perhaps in the service of the Queen of Darkness, attempting to destroy Art?

(The other mistresses look dumbfounded.)

I am referring, ladies, to this iniquitous habit you all have of striking girls
on their hands! Do you not see that this makes them useless to me? Have you not
heard the opinion of that wise child, Veronica Bellemont, on punishing girls'
hands? She says, "Dea gave derrieres all that padding for a reason." Out of the
mouths of babes! This child understands what you ladies apparently do not.

If you *must* spank girls on their hands, in spite of Dea's clear provision of a
more suitable place, I believe that the very least for which I could ask is that
you spare the hands of my special prodigies. Before Katie Webster's prolonged
illness forced her to stay out of school for so long, you all left her hands
alone because of her talent as a pianiste. Can you now show the same respect for
those who are gifted in *my* field? If you don't wish to rob me of my purpose as
a teacher, kindly leave alone the hands of Janet Dolan and Jinjur Quinbury and
my other talented artistes. I am quite certain that all of those girls have
backsides. Kindly use them.

(She sweeps out dramatically, with the air of a martyr, leaving the other
mistresses wide-eyed.)

Miss Elizabeth Joans, mistress, blonde
646
	

From: Tracey Austin <tracey_m_austin@y...>
Date: Sat Oct 16, 1999 1:14pm
Subject: Tracey and Thelma, continued
  	
Tracey had taken a wrong turn on her search for the
school library and had wandered into the blonde shower
room! She realized instantly that it was probably
quite off-limits for brunettes. But just as she was
about to turn tail and flee, who should appear
but...Thelma.

Tracey stared at Thelma's sleek body, admiring its
smooth curves. Gosh, was that girl TALL. But she
wasn't gangly in the least.

She realized that Thelma knew she was gawking, and
Tracey blushed.

She tore her eyes away from Thelma and let the other
girl towel herself semi-dry. They discussed the "book
carrying" business and decided to carry their own
books. Tracey was too proud to carry someone else's
books, and doubly stubborn when ORDERED to do so by
someone she barely knew...that prefect.

She saw the adoring look in Thelma's eyes and smiled
to herself. She knew she was a striking girl, but
this was the first time any blonde had come on to her
so strongly.

They hugged and Tracey was conscious of Thelma's naked
body under the damp towel, pressing against her. When
Tracey walked away, she walked right into the wall.





=====
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From: Tracey Austin <tracey_m_austin@y...>
Date: Sat Oct 16, 1999 1:30pm
Subject: Tracey and Thelma, continued
  	
Tracey had taken a wrong turn on her search for the
school library and had wandered into the blonde shower
room! She realized instantly that it was probably
quite off-limits for brunettes. But just as she was
about to turn tail and flee, who should appear
but...Thelma.

Tracey stared at Thelma's sleek body, admiring its
smooth curves. Gosh, was that girl TALL. But she
wasn't gangly in the least.

She realized that Thelma knew she was gawking, and
Tracey blushed.

She tore her eyes away from Thelma and let the other
girl towel herself semi-dry. They discussed the "book
carrying" business and decided to carry their own
books. Tracey was too proud to carry someone else's
books, and doubly stubborn when ORDERED to do so by
someone she barely knew...that prefect.

She saw the adoring look in Thelma's eyes and smiled
to herself. She knew she was a striking girl, but
this was the first time any blonde had come on to her
so strongly.

They hugged and Tracey was conscious of Thelma's naked
body under the damp towel, pressing against her. When
Tracey walked away, she walked right into the wall.

Tracey Marie Austin, 14, brunette





=====
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From: Malena Franklin <malena43@h...>
Date: Sat Oct 16, 1999 7:42am
Subject: To Miss Veronica from malena
  	
Ohhhhhhhhhhhhh for me it was an awful day. Having to apologize to
Cynthia....and then take her shoes and brush and have warmwater and soap and
try to clean her shoes. After 3 hours of rubbing and aching hands I finally
got rid of last pieces of glue. Happily for me it all loosend up quite easy
but my hands were red and sore from brushing and my back aching as I now had
to start writing 500! lines for miss Veronica. More then I never written
before......

tired.
My hands aching and my back so aching and so regretting my stupid prank.I
have been sittin all saturday in detention room writing this lines. I am
sorry
Miss Veronica......
Malena Franklin
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From: Rebecca Fleming <becky_fleming@y...>
Date: Sat Oct 16, 1999 1:02pm
Subject: Outing with Cynthia
  	
Becky receives the news about the Avenbridge outing
with a slow smile.

First, she's pleased about the soda fountain outing.
She missed the theater trip last weekend due to her
getting caught smoking.

Second, she's heard about this Cynthia Terwillinger.
The other girls tell her that Cynthia is the reigning
bully of the school. Younger girls are petrified of
her and avoid her at all costs.

Becky is certainly not afraid of Cynthia. She would
LOVE to have her just TRY to bully her. Cynthia would
find herself flat on her back in about one minute.

Someone had mentioned something called a
"roughbrunette". Becky guessed that's what she must
be, a roughbrunette, because she was not afraid of
anyone or anything. Well, maybe just ONE thing, Miss
Maitland's cane. <shudder>





=====
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From: Kadorienne <kadorian@b...>
Date: Sat Oct 16, 1999 3:19pm
Subject: Message to all Pupils: Lines
  	
Some of the pupils who are assigned lines have been sending them to the entire
list. I think this is unnecessary, since most of the girls do not need to see
the same line written several hundred times, and it takes up a good deal of
space. I suggest that in the future, girls who are assigned lines post a message
telling everyone what was said and done when they turned the lines in, but
relegate the actual lines to "The girl handed the sheaf of papers to Miss
Veronica." Thank you very much.

Miss Veronica Bellemont, brunette, almost 16
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From: <aaclinkinbeard@h...>
Date: Sat Oct 16, 1999 4:54pm
Subject: Lynette visits Rebecca
  	
Lynette klaire, br, 17

Lynette paced the hall calmly. The amber wood floor
gave a familiar sound beneath her heals. She
measured her steps cautiously, her mind moving
quickly. Time would tell what Miss Veronica's plans
were for Cynthia Terwilliger. Yes, she would attend
the little outing. Mostly because Miss Veronica
requested it, but also it would be nice to pick up a
pretty something for Nikki. Lynette enjoyed giving
little gifts, and a well-chosen gift would put a sparkle
in Nikki's eyes!

In the mean time she wanted to see Rebecca Fleming.
She wondered how Becky was adjusting. Lynette
knocked on the door and waited for Becky to answer.
" Good afternoon, may I come in?" Lynette asked politely.
When inside she asked how she was doing and how
her classes were. She didn't want to ask about the
cigarettes, although she noticed how gently Becky sat
down on the highly polished oak chair.

"What do you think about this outing tomorrow?" Lynette
inquired. "I have never met Cynthia Terwilliger before,
have you?" Lynette though that of all the brunettes she
had met, Becky would be one worth asking. Lynette could
see an analytical quickness in her eyes. Perhaps it came
about because of her strong will? Lynette was not sure,
but she wanted to know what Becky thought.
652
	

From: Ulalua Melenelia <openchar@h...>
Date: Sat Oct 16, 1999 9:19pm
Subject: Cynthia Apologises
  	
Cynthia Apologises

Elena Dierrian were walking from the library to the art studio, where Janet
had promised to (provided Miss Joans were available and amenable) show Elena
a few carving techniques. The young blonde had expressed an interest since
Janet had given her a hand-carved cat figure, and Janet was delighted that
someone else was interested in a favorite hobby of hers. Elena also
mentioned that she liked to draw, and Janet had a sneaking suspicion that
she was quite talented. Beauty, courage, talent, good common sense and a
noble title...Dea sure blessed this little one, thought Janet with a wistful
smile. Elena and Janet had been going over Altalian history together.
Elena had told Janet that in actuality, she, Elena, did not know that much
more history than she herself did, coming from the Far East. But she was
able to show Janet some tricks for memorisation that were sure to prove
useful in the future.

They had nearly reached the library when the unwelcome sight of Cynthia
Terwillinger stepped out from a side corridor to stand in their path. Janet
took a deep breath, prepared to fight, if necessary, to protect her
companion and herself. Elena paled, but held her head high and matched
Cynthia bold stare for stare. Then, to the two girls' amazement, Cynthia
hung her head and looked at the ground. Her face was red and she looked as
if she had been crying.

"G-good day, Cynthia," Elena said, her voice trembling a little.

Cynthia stammered, "Uhhh... G-g-good d-d-d-day, Elena. And....and Janet.
I -uhhmm, I nuh-need to, that is, I... Oh, Dea, I hate this -- it's SO
hard!!"

Janet drew Elena closer so she could pull the blonde behind her, if the need
arose. "Is there somethin' we can help you with, Cynthia?" she asked.

For a moment, Cynthia glared at Janet, then hung her head again, looking
very morose. Elena and Janet exchanged curious glances at one another.
"Oh, bother it all! Bellemont-- Umm..., I mean, Miss Veronica says I need
to apologise to you, Elena. Probably you, too, Janet. So...so...I-I'm
SORRY already! Will that do?"

"No, it will not do," Elena said. "Not if you do not truly mean it." Janet
gave her a surprised look, for that did not sound like Elena at all. Her
expression was firm and set -- even a little prim -- and her tone of voice
was very 'schoolmistressy.' Cynthia, who had expected Elena to give a
'typical-timid-blonde-accepting-an-insincere-but-mandatory-apology' kind of
reply, then scuttle away with her little swamp rat friend, was badly
surprised, and so all she could do was stare. Her eyes were wide and her
mouth hung open in a most displeasing expression.

Finally, Cynthia found her voice. "Wh-what do you mean? It...it will
*have* to do. I mean...you *have* to accept my apology, and then....then I
have to carry your books for a week, and..."

Elena took a deep breath. "The fact of the matter is, Cynthia, that it will
not do because you did not mean it, did you. You are not in the least sorry
you did the things that you did; you are only sorry because you were caught,
and right now, you are feeling sorry for yourself, because you surmise that
if you do not do as you were told by Miss Veronica, you will suffer. Am I
correct?"

Tears were leaking down Cynthia's red cheeks. "How would *you* know?" But
a voice inside Cynthia told her that Elena was correct, at least in part.
"Oh.... What's the use? You hate me, anyway."

Elena considered for a moment. Did she hate Cynthia? She smiled then, a
gentle little smile, and disengaged her hand from Janet's to take Cynthia's
Both Cynthia and Janet stared. "No, I do not hate *you*, but I rather
dislike how you have behaved. Not even so much for myself, you know. But
it is a sin to tell a lie, even if you were ordered to do so. If you are
not truly sorry, then any apology you give me would be hollow -- a
falsehood. And lies are a poor way to begin friendships."

"Fr-fr-friendships...?" Cynthia was then reminded of her last conversation
with Veronica. What was it she had said? '...You can be a girl anyone
would want for a friend...' Was this young blonde offering to be her friend
after all the rotten things she had done? Then it occurred to Cynthia that
deep down, in her heart of hearts, she *knew* she had behaved badly. This
crushing weight in her chest -- could it be guilt? Was she truly sorry?
Suddenly, and much to both junior girls' surprise, she fell to her knees,
crying noisily. She clutched Elena around her knees and declared, in a
voice think with tears and emotion, "Oh, please....I AM sorry! I *do* mean
it! I want to be different, but I do not know how... I have behaved so
monstrously, you *must* hate me!" Then she turned to Janet, crying, "And
you, too...I am sorry -- so very sorry..."

Over her head, Elena and Janet exchanged glances again. Elena reached
timidly and stroked Cynthia's light brown curls and intoned,
"Shhhh....there, do not cry. I am sorry to have upset you. I *do* accept
your sincere apology, of course."

Janet thought to herself that she would have to wait and see whether or not
this revival tent conversion would prove up true or not, but for the time
being, it would be only fittin' to be gallant about the whole thing and play
the gentilmaid. She still did not entirely trust Cynthia. But, she managed
a smile and extended her hand and together, she and Elena led Cynthia to a
small bench and lent her their hankies so she could dry her eyes.

"You are both so.....so very kind," Cynthia said, her voice soft with
amazement. "Do you truly forgive me?"

Janet's expression was wary, but not unkind. "Well, now, we have a sayin'
back home that the proof is in the puddin'. But I'm willin' to give a pette
a chance, all the same." Elena gave an encouraging smile and nodded in
agreement.

"You mean that, don't you..." It struck Cynthia to her heart that if their
positions were reversed, she might not be so understanding. She hugged both
girls suddenly, her heart feeling lighter than it had in many years. "Thank
you. Thank you so much. Now remember, Elena, I am to-to carry your books."

"Since it is Veronica's will that you do so, I shall, of course, submit to
her greater wisdom," Elena replied. "But I have already forgiven you."

Cynthia took first Elena's hand, then Janet's and kissed them. "Is...that
is... May I carry something for you," she asked.

Elena held out her notebook and small satchel. "Would you please be so kind
as to carry these for me, Cynthia?" Then as Cynthia took the books, Elena
flashed her a brilliant smile that seemed to light up the room

The three girls inspired much comment as they went toward the library,
especially Cynthia, carrying a large load of books and looking quite
content, for once. Watching the three enter the library together, Veronica
Bellemont smiled to herself before resuming her own work.
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From: michele L <michelegirl@m...>
Date: Sat Oct 16, 1999 9:50pm
Subject: Re: Message to all Pupils: Lines
  	
Dear Miss Veronica,

Hi Miss, my name is Michele, age 13 and a brunette. I'm a new student and your post brought to mind a question: If I am assigned lines, should I actually write them out and then scan them in to be e-mailed to the person who has assigned them to me so that she knows that I really carried out the punnishment?

Sincerely,
Michele, 13, brunette.
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From: janet dolan <janetd33@h...>
Date: Sat Oct 16, 1999 10:57pm
Subject: Janet to Veronica
  	
Dear Miss Veronica

Of course I do not mind. Please do't feel I have to drag behind you like a
true nagging little sister. I surely understand you have other things to do.
I must add I was surprised at Cynthia's behaviour today when she apologized
to Elena and to me. She seemed sincerely distraught with her behaviour. You
might be getting there big sister, but I am still weary of her.
One more thing, I've heard Miss Joans have delivered a "sermon" to the other
teachers demanding they spare "her special students palms and punish our
backsides" mentioning my name too. It does make me feel warm inside.

I hope to be able to chat some to you next week.

Your little sister

Janet Dolan
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From: Kate Katzban-Beren <kater@f...>
Date: Sat Oct 16, 1999 11:51pm
Subject: Caitlen replies to Veronica
  	
Caitlen watched as Veronica retired to her room and once more thought her
situation over. She was still hungry, but not at all sure that she wanted
to chance another atempt at leaving the brunettes' dorm for the kitchen.
Not on her own at least, it was too dark and she hadn't been around long
enough to know these halls by heart. Breifly she pondered who else she
might enlist in her crime, but again, she had not become overly friendly
with any of the girls and didn't feel comfortable approaching them with this
idea, no, it was better to return to her room for the night, fed or not.
Making her way back to her bed, Caitlen thought on the lines she had been
given, glad to have gotten by without a spanking at least. Writing lines
was much more dignified, and her dignity was very important to Caitlen.
Though one hundred seemed an awful lot for just running in the halls, in the
middle of the night when no one should have been up to run into anyway! Oh
well, what had to be done had to be done. Not feeling tired Caitlen sat at
her desk and wrote out the lines that evening before retiring for bed.

The next morning Caitlen woke and dressed, applying a touch of makeup,
enough to highlight her lips and eyes, but not so much as to be overdone.
You wouldn't call Caitlen vain exactly, but she always made sure she looked
her best, uniform straight, hair done nicely, and a touch of makeup here and
there. Taking the lines with her she headed of to breakfast, where she
chatted with some of the girls at her table, enquiring after Nikki's
progress in grammar and how Ashleigh was adjusting to the new school, as
well as discussing some of the upcoming assignments, and lastly that new
teacher, Miss Jones, whom she had never met, but had heard about. As
breakfast concluded Caitlen caught Veronica as she headed back to her room.
My she looked different during the day, almost striking, really.

"Morning Veronica, I have the lines you requested," with which Caitlen
handed over the neatly piled sheafs of paper, line after line of her precise
penmanship, "Oh, and I'd be delighted to accompany you and the other girls
to the soda fountain. I've only really been to Avenbridge once, and that
was to the movies, so I didn't see much of the town. I haven't met this
Cynthia, but I've heard plenty about her...she can't really be *that* bad,
can she? Oh well, I suppose I'll find out for myself later."

-Caitlen Ramsey Ash, brunette, 15
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From: Kadorienne <kadorian@xxxxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Sun Oct 17, 1999 0:39am
Subject: Re: Janet to Veronica
  	
Dear Janet,

Oh, dear, I hope I didn't sound like I was trying to get rid of a tag-along kid
sister! I didn't mean that at all, of course. I never tire of your company,
Janet honey. I just thought this particular outing would work out better if
there's only girls Cynthia can't even try to mess with.

I was so glad to see you, Elena and Cynthia all together today. I was especially
pleased at Cynthia's demeanour. I fully expect to have more trouble with her in
the future, but today was definitely a turning point for her, and I do
appreciate your being willing to give her a chance. Now, if anything bad happens
in her life, that will be a time for all of us to be on our guard, because that
will likely be when she backslides. But I'll be watching her when that happens,
so that we may bring her back into the fold once more.

I'm so glad Miss Joans defended you! I don't really hold with spanking girls'
hands anyway, though of course the mistresses know best. Anyway, now that Miss
Joans has made her wishes known, perhaps you won't have to worry about getting
your hand smacked anymore.

Of course you'll be able to chat with me some time next week! Lots of times, I
hope! Remember, my door is always open to my little sister.

Your big sister,

Veronica Bellemont, brunette, almost 16
659
	

From: <Elaryn@xxx.xxx>
Date: Sat Oct 16, 1999 8:40pm
Subject: A Letter to Katie Webster
  	
Elena Dierrian, blonde, 12 years old

Dearest Katie,

Please forgive your neglectful friend for not having written you in so very
long. As the saying goes here at Avendale, "Swot or be swatted," and while I
often feel the *need* of chastisement, I do not *enjoy* it, so I feel I must
study hard to keep up.

How are you, my dear? I hope and pray each night that you are recovering and
that you will soon be able to return to us. I cannot begin to tell you how
much I miss you or how I long to hold your hand or kiss your cheek once more,
as we used. I think of you every time we have choir practice and every time
I hear the piano played.

You are, I know, in all our thoughts and prayers.

Take care, and please, if you can, come back to us soon.

Hugs, Kisses and Much Love,

Elena Dierrian
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From: <headmistress@xxxxxxxxx.xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx)>
Date: Sun Oct 17, 1954 3:59am
Subject: Re: Message to all Pupils: Lines
  	
Dear Michele - and every one,

To clarify this matter of lines - owing to the nature of the Avendale
"game" it may be the case that players (as opposed to pupils played by
them) do not actually write lines imposed. They may merely say that they
have done so. Lines should not be posted to the list if they have been
"cheated". If they have genuinely been typed out as an imposition it seems
reasonable to submit them to the list unless the person setting the
imposition has directed otherwise. The *best* way of writing lines is that
suggested by Michele - to write them by hand and scan them (They should
then be sent as 72 dpi jpgs so as no to be to bulky to send). They can be
posted to the list or the imposer as directed. Impositions may be set in
such a way as to force the player actually to do them this is a matter for
the discretion of the imposer.

Dorothea Maitland
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From: ashleigh butler <ashleeigh_99@xxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Sun Oct 17, 1999 7:12am
Subject: Re: Ashleigh to the head mistress
  	
Ashleigh Butler, blonde, 16

Ahleigh walked up the door to the head mistress'
office. She knocked lightly on the door and entered
when she was told. "I am sorry to bother you Miss"
Ashleigh said quietly, but I have heard some of the
other girls talking about their "little sisters", am I
supposed to have a little sister, or a big sister?

=====
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From: janet dolan <janetd33@xxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Sun Oct 17, 1999 9:33am
Subject: Sunday
  	
Janet Dolan, brunette, 12

Janet and Malena came to the blond dorm to pick up Elena and go for a walk
in the park around the school. Black clouds covered the horizon, but the sky
were still clear above their heads. They both wore their grey blazers.
Elena greeted them with a smile. She was glad to go out and enjoy the
afternoon in the green park. She took her coat and joined them. They walked
slowly because of Elena's discomfort with her bruises.
They talked about school, about Miss Jones and about Miss Joans demand that
her prodigies will not be punished on their palms. Janet showed them some
bird nests and they had a good time.
Malena suddenly asked: "Did Cynthia really apologize to you?" Elena' forever
thinking positively about people answered in the affirmative. Janet said:"
Well, I think she meant it at that time, but she is far from conformed. A
girl who can act in such cruelty and try to kill or wound a kitten and
another girl, is very sick in my book." Janet thought how much Cynthia
resembled her aunt and shuderred. Malena noticed that. "Are you cold Janet?
You are not accustomed to our weather yet"
"Oh I am fine, I just remembered who Cynthia reminded me of..." She looked
to the west. "Speaking of weather, I think we should be heading back".
Malena looked up and saw the clouds gathering fast and covering the sky. The
wind became colder. The girls buttoned their blazers and coat and hurried
back, as fast as Elena could walk. Rain drops were beginning to fall as they
got to the blond dorm and said their goodbyes to Elena.
Malena and Janet then started walking briskly towards the brunette dorm when
the drizzle changed instantly into a torrential rain. Both girls were soaked
through instantly. They ran towards the dorm, Janet slowing her quick pace
when she noticed Malena was not as fast as her.
They entered the dorm and stopped, water dripping from their clothes in
small puddles around their wet shoes.
Laughing and shivering they hurried towards the bath room, taking off their
wet blazers and shoes. They took their towels and quickly undressed and
entered hot showers.
Janet warmed up quickly and exited the shower to dry. She was sitting drying
her short hair, when Malena joined her, covered her body with a towel and
sat shivering by her. "We are definitely going to get spanked Janet. We went
out without our coats when it was about to rain and ruined our clothes.
Janet stood up, putting on her vest and knickers. She was shivering now as
well. "If we deserve it we shall have it. I don't think Miss Veronica will
be too strict, it's just clothes, and we got the blonde we had with us dry
to her dorm"
Suddenly Janet froze. Veronica and the other girls were still on their way
back from Avenbridge. How will they come back in the storm?
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From: <Aphridite1@xxx.xxx>
Date: Sun Oct 17, 1999 6:33am
Subject: Re: Message to all Pupils: Lines
  	
In a message dated 10/17/99 4:56:33 AM EST, headmistress@a... writes:

<< The *best* way of writing lines is that
suggested by Michele - to write them by hand and scan them >>

Miss Maitland,

What if we don't have access to a scanner?

Sincerely,
Genevieve Bouvier, 16, Blonde
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From: <Aphridite1@xxx.xxx>
Date: Sun Oct 17, 1999 6:44am
Subject: Gevevieve asks Miss Annalinde for advice.
  	
Gevevieve knocked lightly on Miss Annalindes door hoping that she was in and
not at an outing. She wanted to ask if it was normal not to have had anyone
speak to her the first week of school. She was a bit shy, but she tried to
keep her manner pleasant, and smile. Feeling lost, and lonely, and left out,
Genevieve knocked on Miss Annalindes door. Even her roommate hadn't spoken to
her yet. What had she done wrong? It does take time to make new friends.
Maybe possibly because she spent a lot of time in the Garden writing in her
diary? All the other new girls seemed to be getting on just fine! How easy it
had been for them all! Hopefully Miss Annalinde had some sound advice for
her. She seemed a level headed sort of Blonde. Hopefully she could shed some
light on her dilema.

Genevieve Bouvier, 16, Blonde
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From: Nicola - 3rd Year Avendale <skoolgirl@xxxxxx.xxxxxxxxx.xx.xxx>
Date: Sun Oct 17, 1999 2:57pm
Subject: Grammar and other matters
  	
Nicola Bradford 14 Blonde


Nikki's trepidation at Miss Annalinde's reaction was unfounded, anticipating Nikki's shortcomings in Grammar Annalinde handed Nikki the book laying on her small writing desk. Struggling to grasp exactly what was occurring Nikki looked at the spine 'Websters Guide to Grammar' as Miss Annalinde spoke a visible look of relief spread across Nikki's Face.


"It is apparent that your education is somewhat lacking, I suggest you make every effort to rectify this matter"


Relieved at her dismissal Nikki left Annalinde's study book in hand with the thought that perhaps Caitlen will help her, the event's of the last few days had proved painfully educating and Nikki had no desire to repeat the experience's. Still today was Sunday, no lessons perhaps she could spend the day with Lynette although search as she might she was quiet unable to find her. Finding herself at a loose end she lay on her bed Websters Guide forgotten, she thought she should really write her letters but the idea bored her she had heard of incident concerning the kitten and that dreadful brunette Cynthia who so far she had managed to avoid, the thought occurred to visit the kitten in its new home. Now Nikki knew the general direction of the kitchens and she had heard how cook was a fearsome character so fearsome it appeared that nobody ever called her by her real name. Entering the bustling kitchen a maid busy peeling potatoes for lunch scarcely passed Nikki a glance, mustering her courage Nikki went up to cook


"Excuse me Cook"


Nikki felt herself wilting as cook turned to her


"excuse me I'm awfully sorry but I do not know your real name everyone just seems to call you..you .. cook "


Nikki's voice trailed away ware that she had probably said to much mustering her courage she continued


"may I see the kitten please?"


Cooks faced turned from that of ferocity and broke into hearty laughter


"I suppose you girls still call me the dragon from under the stairs?"


Cook chuckled taking Nikki by the hand to a small disused scullery where a beautiful kitten slept sprawled on a blanket.


"Now young lady would you care for some tea"


Sitting in cooks small office sipping her tea cook explained how important it was to maintain discipline with one's staff a fact that as she grew older Nikki would appreciate. Cook went on to explain how in order to prevent being overrun by girls she cultivated the illusion of her ferocity one which every year a "brave" girl would discover to be a illusion. Cook explained how important it was for discipline to maintain this illusion and made Nikki promise to uphold the image. Tea over cook told Nikki it was time to *pay* for ones tea and set her to work beating the huge bowl of batter for lunches Yorkshire puddings, Sunday lunch always being a traditional lunch except of course in lent. Nikki's arm ached whisking the mixture but she was happy and occupied, her senses full of the smell of the joints cooking in the great range, as she whisked she tried to recall all the rules of Grammar she had been taught.
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From: Rebecca Fleming <becky_fleming@xxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Sun Oct 17, 1999 0:09am
Subject: Re: Lynette visits Rebecca
  	
Becky was a little surprised when Lynette Klaire came
to visit her. After all, Lynette was the one who
actually caught her smoking and basically made her
report herself.

But the other girl was so friendly that Becky decided
to forget the incident. Lynette chatted about school
and upcoming activities and then steered the
conversation to Cynthia Terwillinger.

"What do you think about this outing tomorrow?"
Lynette inquired. "I have never met Cynthia
Terwilliger
before, have you?"

Becky shook her head no. "Actually, Lynette, the ONLY
ones I have really talked to since I arrived here are
YOU and Veron--I mean, MISS Veronica."

Lynette nodded. "I hope things go well tomorrow."

"I have HEARD things, however," said Becky. "I have
heard that this Cynthia thinks she's tough, that she's
a bully, that she rules the roost. I won't stand for
that...will you?"

Becky looked the older brunette in the eye. "No, I
won't," answered Lynette. "However, I don't think it
would be a good idea to provoke a confrontation."

"That's not what I am saying," said Becky patiently.
"I belive in giving everyone a chance. I won't hold
Cynthia's reputation against her. But IF she tries to
push ME around, well...all I can say is, she will find
herself making intimate contact with the ground."

Rebecca Fleming, 16, brunette





=====
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From: <leslie7@xxxxxxx.xxx>
Date: Sun Oct 17, 1999 10:18pm
Subject: Miss Jones to Miss Joans
  	
My Dear Miss Joans,

Your pleasant welcoming note was so appreciated. Yes, I imagine our culverian
spelling of my surname does seem strange. When, however, it has been suggested
that our two names might be confused by the girls, I responded that it would
seem useful that all pupils learn to distinguish between two such similar names.

I would be delighted to join you as the second mistress on your museum trip.
I enjoy museums so much and would love to hear you describe the features to the
girls. Do let me know the plans you make and I will surely do my best to be
available.

I do also agree with you about the practise of punishment on the hands. I
would not generally question another mistress in her selection of an
appropriate method of discipline but I do prefer not to punish on the hands for
I also would like to enable a pupil to be able to do her best writing as you
wish to see her able to draw most capably. Such punishments do seem preferable
on the derriere and I normally would prefer to start with an imposition of lines.
I do not like to employ discipline as a first resort at all, but would rather
encourage proper behaviour and response to authority; but if discipline is
required despite my best efforts to correct without it, I believe it should be
firm so that repetition of both the offending conduct and the discipline do not
reoccur soon.

I do thank you again for your kindness and look forward to seeing you
around school soon.

Sincerely,

Leslie Jones (Miss)
brunette
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From: Rebecca Fleming <becky_fleming@xxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Sun Oct 17, 1999 11:34pm
Subject: Lynette and Rebecca
  	
Becky was a little surprised when Lynette Klaire came
to visit her. After all, Lynette was the one who
actually caught her smoking and basically made her
report herself.

But the other girl was so friendly that Becky decided
to forget the incident. Lynette chatted about school
and upcoming activities and then steered the
conversation to Cynthia Terwillinger.

"What do you think about this outing tomorrow?"
Lynette inquired. "I have never met Cynthia
Terwilliger
before, have you?"

Becky shook her head no. "Actually, Lynette, the ONLY
ones I have really talked to since I arrived here are
YOU and Veron--I mean, MISS Veronica."

Lynette nodded. "I hope things go well tomorrow."

"I have HEARD things, however," said Becky. "I have
heard that this Cynthia thinks she's tough, that she's
a bully, that she rules the roost. I won't stand for
that...will you?"

Becky looked the older brunette in the eye. "No, I
won't," answered Lynette. "However, I don't think it
would be a good idea to provoke a confrontation."

"That's not what I am saying," said Becky patiently.
"I belive in giving everyone a chance. I won't hold
Cynthia's reputation against her. But IF she tries to
push ME around, well...all I can say is, she will find
herself making intimate contact with the ground."

Rebecca Fleming, 16, brunette






=====
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From: <Elaryn@xxx.xxx>
Date: Mon Oct 18, 1999 4:54am
Subject: A History Lesson
  	
Elena Dierrian, blonde, 12 years old

A History Lesson

Elena was delighted with Janet's gift of the carved cat, of course. She set
it in a place of honour on her dresser. "Did you know," she told Janet,
"that cats are considered sacred in some parts of Far Arcadia and in some
realms of the East? It is true. Bast is the Lady of the Cats and a Guardian
of the Dead. She has her own Holy City, Bubastis. And the Norse Goddess,
Freya, who is the Goddess of Love, also favours cats. She had a magic
chariot drawn by two grey cats."

"I reckon you know a lot about that sort of thing," Janet said, nodding.
"But what I could sure use some help with is Altalian history."

Elena laughed a little self-consciously and replied, "Gladly would I help
you, dear Janet, but I am still learning Altalian history myself. I am from
the Far East, and we do not receive much news of the West. I can tell you
the history of Sithia, which is where my brunette Mummy hails from, or of
Illira, which is where my blonde Mummy was born. I know the Aristasian
provinces, of course: Amazonia, Arcadia, Vintesse, Trent, Kadoria,
Quirinelle and Novaria. But in some ways, I am as much a foreigner as you."

"What's it like where you're from," asked Janet. "I've told you a little
about Florida and Culveria…"

"Florida sounds very beautiful." Elena leaned back gracefully and closed her
eyes for a moment. "Where would you like to go first?"

Janet caught her lower lip. "How 'bout Sithia?"

"Very well." Elena sat up straight, her green eyes shining brightly. "Odd
you should choose Sithia, for I was thinking you might say that, Janet. You
are most sensitive. Never allow anyone to tell you otherwise.

"What of Sithia," Elena continued. "It is a large realm. To the north are
tall himals, always capped in snow. Some are so high, one needs a ring of
breathing simply to walk in the heights."

"Ring of breathing?"

Elena coloured delicately and said, apologetically, "Oh, I am sorry. I
forget that there are some things which work here that do not work there and
I suppose it is vice versa. A ring of breathing is a magic ring, and when a
girl places it upon her finger, she can breathe the thinnest, most rarefied
air or even breathe under the water."

Janet's eyes were wide. "Real magic? I've heard tell of magic, but none of
it seemed right to fool with." Janet recalled tales she'd heard told around
huntress' fires of 'The Little Black Train' and of haunts and spooks and
Raven Mockers and unquiet graves. Some of the Indienne legends were enough
to scare a body out'n a year's growth!

"As with any tool, it depends on how it is used. A knife may cut your food,
carve a beautiful sculpture or cause you injury." Janet nodded in
understanding and Elena continued, "It has been said that sufficiently high
technology would seem as magic. All life is rather magical when properly
understood."

"Do all folks from the East know about this magic stuff," asked Janet.

Elena shrugged. "I know only what I have seen and that I have been taught,
and I must warn you that I am not very learned at all, especially when
compared to Senior Priestesses and sages. I'm just a girl and one who has
lived a fairly sheltered life, at that."

"You seem pretty sharp to me," Janet replied steadfastly.

Elena blushed prettily and favoured Janet with one of her broad,
million-candle watt smiles - a smile that started upon her lips and spread to
her eyes until they seemed filled with a brilliant, verdant light. No
brunette alive could see that smile and not feel her heart beat just a little
faster. Yet, her smile was still the smile of an innocent girl-child, who
thinks not of love or romance.

Janet caught her breath just the same. "Um…so tell me more about Sithia,"
she prompted wanly. The room felt very warm all of a sudden.

"Where was I…Oh yes! The Mountain people dwell in the heights and do not
love to come to the flatlands. They raise crops in the high valleys and tend
goats and sheep on the mountainsides. The blondes weave the most exquisitely
warm cloth from the wool of the animals. The ruler of the Mountain Folk
(they call themselves the 'Ahininan,' [Ah-hee-nee-NAN] which simply means
'Folk of the Heights') is Lady Nara. She and my brunette Mummy are Sworn
Sisters and Guardiennes together. Lady Nara is a giantess of a lady, with a
long mane of jet-black hair and flashing golden eyes like a tal." At Janet's
wondering expression, Elena explained, "a tal is a great cat - large enough
for even the largest warrioress to ride upon even when fully armoured. Tal
are as smart as people, but they see the world in a different way than we do,
and they do not use tools or pay much attention to the passing of time. They
recognize Before, Now and Later, but not much else. A long time ago, the tal
formed a partnership with the Sithians. They used to take them into battle,
as mighty, armoured war-tal. Now, they are mostly used for mountain and
ocean rescue or as an extra nanny for children."

"A nanny?" Janet sounded incredulous.

Elena nodded fervently. "Oh yes, for a tal is very protective of young ones.
They regard us as part of their pride.

"Oh, but Lady Nara is truly a brunette-magna," Elena continued. "A brunette
built on a grand scale. The Nara's (for she has a blonde) have a blonde
daughter named Maïda [Mah-EE-dah] who is very silly and over fond of
chocolates and silly pranks. But she is so sweet, they deny her almost
nothing."

"Must be all those chocolates," grinned Janet. "What's a 'Guardienne'?"

"Oh, around here, you suppose you might call her a kind of 'Constabelle,' but
it is rather more than that. A Guardienne is one who has sworn to devote her
life protecting the weak and helpless and ensuring peace and justice. Theirs
is a difficult life: they undergo rigorous training and they take their Oath
lifelong - indeed, even unto future lives. They have magical swords that
glow with an inner light - and they are trained to know the minds of hearts
of other maids. They are mighty warrioresses, but are even more skilled, I
am told, at making peace."

Janet's eyes were wide again. What a fantastic story, she thought, and I
just know it's the truth. Elena would be the last girl in Dea's world that
Janet would suspect of telling a fib. She could almost smell the crisp
mountain air and the tang of fresh snow, borne along by a brisk, piercingly
cold, wind from the heights. "Do-do they wear armour, just like in the fairy
tales?"

"The Warrioresses do, yes, and special armour it is, too. It is made of
crystal rather than metal and has special powers, or so I am told. It is one
of the Guardiennes' many Mysteries."

"What about South Sithia? Does anyone live there?"

"The capitol is there, called Zarakh'te [zah-RAKH-tay, the kh is pronounced
similar to the 'ch' in 'loch']. It is warm and tropical there. As I said,
your description of your homeland, Florida, reminds me much of the Sea Coast.
There are flowers and exotic birds. It rains a lot, and sometimes, during
the summer, great cyclonic storms sweep in from the sea."

Janet shuddered. "Hurricanes, we call 'em in Culveria. The sky gets all
dark and if'n you're on the seashore, you can see big waves comin' in heavy
and slow. There's a sort of moaning roar in the air, like some great beast
on the prowl. Coastal areas flood, and the wind blows somethin' fierce. It
can blow your house clean away, that is, if the water don't get it first, and
it rains so hard, a body could drown just by goin' outside and lookin' up."

Elena nodded. "Perhaps you should speak to the Queen about it."

Janet blinked. "The Queen?"

"The Queen of Storms." Janet was still blinking with surprise and Elena
squeezed her hand. "I am so foolish! I forget that you do not know our
history. The Sithian Queen is called the Methlai [meth LIE], and many
thousands of years ago, Zarakh'te was being bombarded with these storms, one
after another. The people were frightened and turned to the Methlai for aid.
So the Methlai donned her black crystal armour and strode down to the beach
in the very teeth of a ferocious gale and declared that she would parlay with
the Queen of Storms and ask her to spare Zarakh'te."

"What happened then," asked Janet.

"She strode into the churning water, until finally, the waves closed over her
head. And her court feared her lost to them forever. She was a young
Methlai and had not yet taken a blonde as her consort. Her Mummies were no
longer alive, and she had no sister to take up the throne should she not
return. The people were sore afraid and lingered to the shore as close as
they dared. For three days, the storm raged and did not move. The people
waited. And on the third day, the Methlai's war helm broke the surface of
the waves, and a great cry went up from those observing. The Methlai had
returned, and she was not alone! The Methlai was leading a blonde by the
hand - a small, slender maiden with long, fiery hair and brilliant green
eyes. She wore a long black gown and upon her head, a three-spired crown.
As the maiden's broke the waves, she gestured with her right hand, and the
seas turned to glass, and the winds ceased, and the sun broke through the
clouds. Zarakh'te was spared! The Methlai declared that the Queen of Storms
had agreed to marry her and would, forever after, spare Zarakh'te from
destruction. The Queen of Storms further swore that whenever the Sithian
people were in need, she would return to them to come to their aid. All the
Vetar's, which is the family name of the Royal House, are said to be
descended from her."

"Red hair and green eyes, eh?" Janet grinned, with a gentle chuckle in her
voice. "That sounds just like a certain li'l tree-climbin' blonde of my
acquaintance."

To Janet's surprise, though, Elena looked very disturbed. "Oh, please….do
not say such things." She then looked around, as if afraid.

"I'm sorry, Elena, did I say somethin' wrong?"

"N-no. No, and it is I who should apologise for my outburst. You could not
possibly know…"

"Know what," asked Janet, suddenly very curious. "Is somethin' wrong?"

Elena was gnawing her forefinger. Gently, Janet coaxed the blonde's hand
away from her mouth. "Oh, I am just foolish, that's all. It-it's just an
old story, and no one even knows if it is true anymore."

"You mean what you just told me?"

Elena nodded. "If it even really happened, it was thousands of years ago.
Oh, I suppose I might as well tell you, Janet, even if you think me silly."

"You know you can tell me anything, Elena. Cross my heart 'n' hope to die,"
Janet declared earnestly.

Elena's voice dropped to a whisper. "They….that is, some of the Sithian
court, thinks I am the reborn Storm Queen, simply because I am small
(compared to them, everyone is small, though), red-headed, with green eyes
and fair skin. Most Sithians are very dark, with brown skin and black hair.
Even my older sister, Elara, has dark skin and hair. But I take after my
blonde Mummy, who is Illiran and very, very fair, with golden hair. Most
Illirans, even the brunettes, are quite fair. Darathe [dah-RATH] says she
will marry me someday, and that it is our destiny."

"Darathe?"

Elena suppressed a shudder. "Darathe is the Crown Princess, and what you
might call a rough brunette. A very rough brunette. She and her three
useless friends, Bareta, Chandra and Genna [GEN-ah is pronounced with a hard
'g' sound] go about playing mean pranks. I have even heard rumours that they
are thieves and worse. It may be just gossip…at least, I hope it is. My
brunette Mummy, who is Marshalle of the realm, complains constantly of
Darathe's behavior, but Methlai Aranna will not permit Darathe to be
disciplined in any way. She claims that the complaints against Darathe are
exaggerated. Brunettes will be brunettes, she says. Some people say that my
brunette Mummy complains of Darathe's behavior because she wants the throne
for herself. You see, my brunette Mummy is next in line, after Darathe.
They plainly do not know her - she loves Darathe as if she were her own
daughter and only wishes she would grow up and act like the Princess she is -
instead of a spoiled, vicious, overgrown bully. She does not seek to rule."

Janet frowned. "Like Cynthia Terwillinger. Maybe they ought to send that
naughty Princess here. Miss Veronica or Miss Maitland could sure straighten
her out a mite."

Elena's eyes widened and she shuddered. "Oh, please - do not wish that upon
poor Miss Maitland. She is still a blonde, after all. As for Veronica, I
love her too much to see her burdened with another bully. Besides, Darathe
is much to old to attend Avendale - she is twenty-two."

"And so….Princess Darathe thinks you're the Storm Queen, and…"

"And has decided that I will be her blonde - whether I want to or not. It
was one of the reasons my Mummies decided to send me to Avendale, completely
aside from learning of the West and receiving a top-flight education.
Darathe will not venture here, into foreign realms. I think she realizes
that her behaviour would not be tolerated anywhere else, as it is back home.
The Illiran Council of Nobles wished to bar her from re-entering Illiran
territories after her last visit, and it was only the fear of insulting the
Sithian people that kept them from doing do."

"Well," Janet said, a little uncertainly, for while she wished to reassure
her friend, she was not sure what this 'Princess Rough Brunette' would or
would not do, "I think you are safe here at Avendale, and I do not think the
Queens of the Western Realms would permit that varmint of a Princess to come
a-botherin' you."

Elena nodded and smiled, finally. "I think you are correct, dear Janet. I
will try not to worry."

"Listen - I think I ought to go back to the library and study a little more
Culverian history. Woul-would you like to come along?"

"Yes, I would," Elena replied. The two girls joined hands and returned to
the library to resume their study of Altalian history.
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From: <AnnalindeC@xxx.xxx>
Date: Mon Oct 18, 1999 8:19am
Subject: Annalinde and Genevieve
  	
Analinde smiled at Genevieve.

"I am sorry you have had such a difficult time. I suppose the problem is
that so many new girls have joined recently it has been hard for every one to
keep up and a poor new blonde can get sort of lost in the hurly-burly of
things.

"Probably the best thing is to try to talk to some of the other girls, do
things, involve them a bit. I know it can be very hard for a blonde to put
herself forward, but as you can see things chug along at such a rate it is
easy to get a bit left out if you don't.

"The thing to do probably is to think about what you might do - develop
what they call a *storyline*, possibly involving one or two of the other
girls you would like to become more involved with. Try that - and if you need
more advice, I am always here.

Good luck, dear,

Annalinde
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From: Malena Franklin <malena43@xxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Mon Oct 18, 1999 5:41am
Subject: Re: Sunday from Malena
  	
What a sunday!
I woke up and soon found Janet waiting and we talked and decided to go to
Elenas dorm and fetch her. I was so glad for having this day with my close
friends as I had spent all saturday writing 500 lines for Miss Veronica(and
been scolded for way doing it too by her and Miss Maitland!)We had our grey
blazers on and even if weather was cloudy we walked out with Elena hoping
sun would come but Elena turned and fetched her coat. I felt sorry for
Elenas bruises and we walked slowly to make it a pleasant time for all of
us.
We talked about school and our new Miss Jones and her ambitious start.
Both Janet and I were happy for Elenas sake that she was picked out to show
her work for Miss Jones as well as Miss Annalinde. We felt so proud that one
in our agegroup had that honour.
After talking about Cynthia and her new attitude rain began to drip and soon
sky opened.
Our blazers were dripping wet and also with some stains from dirt on. Both
Janet and I worried about it...if discovered we probably be spanked for
it.We followed Elena to her dorm and ran back to our dorm.

We ran to dorm and decided to dry clothes and have a warm shower.
That didnt stop us from having wonderful hot shower and helping each other
to dry with towels and having a cosy chat while getting warm inside towels.
I felt life had brightened with this friendship and school felt so good for
me. I leaned against Janet and we talked for long time about school our
lifes..... I felt so warm and cosy siting beside Janet and my hand went
around her giving her a little hug....smiling warmly to her.....


Malena
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From: Charlotte Greene <carlottagreene@xxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Mon Oct 18, 1999 0:55pm
Subject: Introduction
  	
Charlotte Greene, brunette, 14

My name is Charlotte Greene and I am a new arrival at Avendale so Miss
Maitland has asked me to introduce myself - properly this time, not just by
shouting out a silly question. I am afraid I am a little bit nervous and
terribly clumsy so please bear with me.

I come from a large family in the country and am afraid to say have had very
little formal education until now. My sisters think it very odd because I
actually asked Mother if she could send me to Avendale rather than the
"progressive" school I have been attending. They could not understand why on
earth I would choose the path of learning and discipline rather than what
they would call freedom. Their view (and mine until a recent epiphany) is
that freedom is the chance to do just about nothing with the occasional game
of lacrosse or illicit trip to the local smoking den thrown in. At school we
were never forced to do anything, only allowed a free rein to "express
ourselves". This would be all very well except I've never really expressed
anything and was rather bored.

My moment of enlightenment arrived quite suddenly one day when dawdling in
the library hoping (very successfully) to avoid a pointless lesson in human
geography (counting cars at roundabouts). On the top of a pile of books
waiting to be disposed of, I spotted a book called "Children of the Void"
and feeling in a bit of a boring void myself I settled down to read it. I am
sure that it is pretty much a set text at Avendale so I won't begin to
describe how wonderful it is, but suddenly I realised how I was throwing my
life away and how life could mean so much more if one strived to succeed.

So here I am at Avendale, a pretty much ignorant and uneducated and utterly
undisciplined brunette. I am looking forward immensely to buckling down to
some academic work and generally being part of the school, although I am
very scared and more than a bit homesick. My old friends have all promised
to write although none of them really understands why I have come to
Avendale - perhaps I can persuade them... But Mother has sent me with a huge
amount of tuck - is that allowed? - and so I'm sure that will cheer me up
and everyone is invited to share it. (Her strawberry shortcake is the best
in the world).

Yours sincerely
Charlotte Greene

PS All my gang used to call me Carlotta but my mother does not approve of it
at all.
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From: Tracey Austin <tracey_m_austin@xxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Mon Oct 18, 1999 1:22pm
Subject: Tracey seeks Charlotte and her shortcake
  	
Tracey hears that another brunette has *strawberry
shortcake*. She immediately hurries to Charlotte's
room to introduce herself.

"Hello, Charlotte," she says when the other girl
answers her knock. "I'm Tracey and I'm 14, like you.
I'm pretty new here too. You'll get used to the place
fairly quickly."

Charlotte invites her inside and the two girls talk
and get to be friends. Charlotte brings out the cake
and they gorge themselves on it.

Mouth full of cake, Tracey warns Charlotte to watch
out for the brunette prefect, Miss Veronica. "She's
rather snippy, Char. Pushes her weight around. She
had the audacity to ORDER me to carry a blonde's
books! I haven't been doing it, but she hasn't said
anything to me, so I think she forgot about
it...good."

Charlotte nods. "Thanks for the tip, Tracey."

"So far I pretty much like it here -- the classes are
fairly easy and the Mistresses are nice. Do you play
any sports, Charlotte? I like to play hockey," says
Tracey.

--Tracey Marie Austin, 14, brunette




=====
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From: <leslie7@xxxxxxx.xxx>
Date: Mon Oct 18, 1999 1:49pm
Subject: Miss Jones Waits
  	
Miss Jones finds herself waiting outside the Headmistress's Office for some time.
She recognizes that the Headmistress has so much to do and thus is unhappy at
having to take up her time but also wants to resolve this matter. She is torn
between wanting to get this over and to avoid discomfort on the one hand and
then the deeper feeling that she should not have been careless in her communicating
with the Headmistress and accordingly must receive appropriate discipline. After
the time she has spent in ministries and high places, Miss Jones realizes she
must adhere to the highest standard of behaviour--surely she must if she is to
impart that to these girls. And then she still does not know just what kind of
discipline is deemed appropriate here for a mistress.

Miss Jones is starting to feel she is losing a tad of her vaunted confidence as
she sits and waits. She suspects that the Headmistress may want to take her
down a peg so perhaps this too is for the best. She recalls again her own
school days: she starts to remember the young strict mistress who took her in
hand at an early age, Miss Smithers. Oh so sure of herself she was! But Miss
Jones remembers now all that she learned of this world she loves so and of which
Avendale is so exemplary. Miss Smithers insisted that the girls wear their seams
straight and that everything be just so. And Miss Jones even is thinking of how
Miss Smithers got her point across. Just like brunette Mum. Leslie, you must
learn to behave properly or I'll have your younger sister take charge of you.


Whew! Miss Jones brings herself back to the present. She smiles as girls pass her
and she hopes they have no idea as to why she is calmly waiting outside this
office. She hopes to maintain that blissful state of ignorance on their part.
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From: <aaclinkinbeard@xxxxxxx.xxx>
Date: Mon Oct 18, 1999 1:56pm
Subject: Tracy, Genevieve, Charlotte, Nikki and Lynette
  	
Lynette Klaire, br, 17

Lynette was thinking about heading down to visit Genevieve
when Tracy flew by her. Lynette was bumped to the side of
the hall way unceremoniously. She asked what the rush was
and Tracy squealed back that Charlotte Greene had
strawberry shortcake from home! Lynette hurried to get
Genevieve and Nikki. She told them there was a new shortcake
and they should hurry. The blondes busted out laughing and
Lynette just stood there looking very confused until they told
her what she said!

When they got to Charlotte "Shortcake" Greene's, it was a
wonderful confusion of " Glad to meet you" and "Have some
cake". There weren't enough plates so they went down to the
kitchen. Nikki graciously asked the cook for some plates and
tea. The morning was fun and of course Genevieve had to tell
everyone about Lynette calling Charlotte "shortcake". They
all burst out laughing and decided that Charottle Green would
now be called "Shortcake!"

The laughter was contagious and the cake delicious. Lynette
noticed Charlotte "Shortcake" Greene was off to a very sweet reputation!
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From: <aaclinkinbeard@xxxxxxx.xxx>
Date: Mon Oct 18, 1999 3:15pm
Subject: School List
  	
Lynette re-posted the School List at the end of the hall. She thought
that this may help some of the pupils get to know each other better.
She requested that any mistakes would be brought to her attention.

Students:

Yolande Allenby, bl, 15

Caitlen Ramsey Ash, br, 15

Tracey Marie Austin, br, 14

Veronica Bellemont, br, 15

Genevieve Bouvier, bl, 16

Emma Eilise Bradbury, br, 16

Nicola Bradford, bl, 14

Ashleigh Butler, bl, 16

Sarah Jane Callier, bl, 17

Emily Chambers, br, 15

Annalinde Chelverton, bl, 16

Elena Dierrian, bl, 12

Janet Dolan, br, 12

Elspeth Elsvetta, bl, 15

Georgina de la Falaise, bl, 12

Rebecca Fleming, br, 16

Malena Franklin, br, 12

Charlotte Greene, br, 14

Alexis Harrington, bl, 15

Lynette Klaire, br, 17

Michele Lea, br, 13

Sabrina McCloud, br, 14

Ariadne di Naxos, bl, 18

Jinjur Quinbury, bl, 16

Thelma Roberts, bl, 14

Cynthia Terwilliger, br, 16

Caroline (Carrie) Veleda-Binks, br, 14

Katherine (Katie) Webster, bl, 12


Player-character Mistresses:

Miss Maitland, bl

Miss Prism, br

Miss Serelique, bl

Miss Leslie Jones, br

Miss Maybridge, br

Miss Maybridge mostly looks after technical matters



Prominent non-player Characters

Miss Poindexter, br

Joan and Suzanne, br, middle school but exact ages not known.

Joan, br, 17- Rough brunette
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From: <michelegirl@xxxxxxxx.xxx>
Date: Mon Oct 18, 1999 3:52pm
Subject: Hello Gevevieve...
  	
Michele sits under a tree, quietly rewriting a page of her homework,
when she notices a pretty blond girl walking in her direction. She
thinks it is Gevevieve, another new girl and considers saying hello, but at
13 and brunette, is a little intimidated by the older blond. As Gevevieve
draws closer Michele decides to introduce herself.

"Hi, I'm..."
Michele quickly stands as she remembers that she is supposed to stand for
blonds.
Smiling, Michele says "Hi, I'm Michele, I just started here too..."

Sounding a bit shy, the blond girl says "Pleased to meet you, I am Gevevieve,
I haven't met anyone here yet." Happy that someone has introduced herself to
her, grows cheerful, and with a smile, adds: "How do you like the school so far?

Michele: "Better than I thought I would. Miss Maitland seems nice. My mother
is hoping that the school will teach me discipline... just because I am the
only child the teachers and kids at my other school treated me as if I was
spoiled....so I guess I just gave them what they were looking for! ~giggle~
I gotta watch it here though... all I'm hearing is lots of talk of girls
being caned and birched... and lines..."

Gevevieve: "Birched?"

Michele: " ...Whipped with switches from birch trees, one girl got it the
other day and still has whelts!"

Gevevieve makes a face of dread.

Michele continues: "...but if you just do as they say, everything should be
alright."

Gevevieve: "I just came from Miss Maitland's office... she is so nice, I can't
imagine her hitting someone."
Michele: "I know it, but another girl was sent to her for smoking and Miss
Maitland had her lay across her desk and gave her SIX with the
cane!!! I'm glad I hate smoking..."

Gevevieve: "I hope I don't cross her..."

Michele's eyes grow wide and with a smile, says: Hey, I heard another new girl
has some strawberry shortcake upstairs... maybe she'll let us
have some." ~smiling~

Gevevieve: "Alright..."

The two girls head off together toward the building...and hopefully shortcake!

Michele Lea, age 13, brunette.
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From: <headmistress@xxxxxxxxx.xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx)>
Date: Mon Oct 18, 1954 4:59pm
Subject: Re: Message to all Pupils: Lines
  	
Dear Genevieve,

Obviously if you have not access to a scanner you will have to type the lines.

Dorothea Maitland, blonde
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From: <leslie7@xxxxxxx.xxx>
Date: Mon Oct 18, 1999 8:32pm
Subject: Carlotta
  	
My dear Carlotta,

I adore your name because it has connections with a favourite playwright but
I enjoy strawberry shortcake even more. I do look forward to meeting you for
both these reasons! Am I correct that you have some Culverian background that
is attested to by your "shortcake connection"? I am sure we will meet when you
attend one of my classes soon but do send me a note which tells me more about you.

Sincerely,


Miss Jones

(brunette)
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From: <MissJoans@xxxxxxxxxx.xxx>
Date: Mon Oct 18, 1999 8:42pm
Subject: School List
  	
By the Muses, does not a mistress who has devoted her life to the service of
Art deserve to be included in the school list? What further indignities must I
endure from the Philistines?

Miss Elizabeth Joans, Art mistress, blonde
681
	

From: <roughbrunette@xxxxxxxxx.xxx>
Date: Mon Oct 18, 1999 8:47pm
Subject: School List
  	
The School List says:

"Joan and Suzanne, br, middle school but exact ages not known.

"Joan, br, 17- Rough brunette"

Both of these Joans are one and the same, and I am her. And I might not play
often, but I am a player, just ask Jinjur.

I'd like to make a suggestion: perhaps the school list could be alphabetized
next time?

Joan Mayfair, 17, brunette -- and a rough one at that
682
	

From: <Kitten1776@xxx.xxx>
Date: Mon Oct 18, 1999 5:16pm
Subject: Alexis meets Genevieve
  	
Alexis Harrington, Blonde, 15

Alexis, lost in thought, was humming to herself and skipping through the
hallway of the blonde dorm at a rather undignified pace. Unfortunately for
her, just as she was passing Miss Annalinde's room, the door opened and out
came a new blonde. Alexis bumped right into her, knocking her down. Miss
Annalinde was immediately at her side, helping the new girl to her feet.

"Genevieve! Are you alright?" the prefect asked the startled blonde.

"I-I-I'm so sorry! I just wasn't paying attention!" Alexis stammered before
Genevieve could respond to the prefect's inquiry.

"I'm fine, really. No harm done." Genevieve graciously replied.

"I really am sorry..." Alexis started.

The prefect cut her short, "I'm sure you are, Alexis. Please might I see you
privately in my room for a moment?" The question was more a command than a
question, and Alexis followed her into the room.

Curious, Genevieve waited in the hall...
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From: <Kitten1776@xxx.xxx>
Date: Mon Oct 18, 1999 5:26pm
Subject: Re: School List
  	
Thank you, Lynette, for keeping us all up-to-date on all of our new arrivals!
It certainly is hard to keep track of all the new faces here in the halls of
Avendale!

I noticed one name that seems to be missing... Miss Joans, our Art Mistress.

Alexis Harrington, blonde, 15
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From: Kadorienne <kadorian@xxxxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Mon Oct 18, 1999 11:01pm
Subject: Veronica and Tracey
  	
In the school corridors, Veronica saw something that stopped her.
"Tracey," she said sternly. Tracey saw who had addressed her, set her
lip obstinately, and walked over to the prefect.

"Tracey, have you been carrying Thelma's books, like I told you to?"

Thelma was at Tracey's side at once. "Please, Miss Veronica, it isn't
necessary."

Veronica inclined her head to Thelma cordially. "Thelma, it's my duty to
teach all of the brunettes here chivalry. Besides which, disobeying an
order from a prefect or a mistress is an offense in itself. Tracey, why
are you doing this?"

Tracey was feeling very numb, but she said, "Pardon me, but what goes on
between me and Thelma really isn't your concern as long as we're not
breaking any rules."

"If I allow one brunette to start taking advantage of one blonde, all
the brunettes will go wild," Veronica retorted. An image of Joan,
Suzanne and Cynthia Terwillinger, their natural inclinations unfettered,
went through her mind. It didn't bear contemplating.

"But, Miss Veronica, she isn't taking advantage of me," Thelma pleaded.
"Truly. I offered to carry her books."

"I've been wondering about that," Veronica replied. "Why on earth did
you do that?"

Thelma colored and lowered her eyes. "Because... I can't explain it,
but... I want to serve Tracey."

Veronica was stopped. The sweetness and obvious sincerity with which
Thelma spoke could not help but put the entire matter in a different
light. The straightlaced prefect felt rather confused. It was clear that
whatever was passing between these two girls had its own validity. And
yet, Veronica had very firm ideas about the proper relationship between
blondes and brunettes. These two certainties clashed within her. She
stood considering for a moment. At last she said, "Both of you, follow
me."

She led them to the nearby Pupils' Common Room. "Bend over that table,
Tracey," she ordered.

"Miss Veronica, please!" Thelma exclaimed.

"I'm sorry, Thelma, but I really have no choice. Tracey has openly
defied me."

Tracey bent over, her expression sulky. Veronica had no implement at
hand, but she was under the impression that Tracey had experienced very
little corporal punishment in the past, so her hand would suffice. She
positioned herself behind the fuming brunette and administered several
slaps to her derriere. Tracey was so indignant that the pain scarcely
affected her.

"You may stand. Now, Tracey, you may write one hundred lines." Veronica
turned to Thelma. "If you want to 'serve' Tracey, you may do so by
saving her derriere from further punishment. You can do that by letting
her carry your books for the next seven days. I'll be watching, and if
she doesn't, she'll get paddled. After that...." Veronica looked at the
two girls, who were looking back at her as allies against a common foe,
and wondered if the world had turned upside down. "After that," she
said, addressing Thelma, "if you still feel that way, I shan't
interfere. But remember," she turned to Tracey, "I'll have my eye on
you, and I'm sure any brunette at Avendale will tell you how I deal with
brunettes who abuse blondes. Thelma, give her your books." Thelma
hesitated. It felt so wrong to her. "Unless you'd rather she got a long
paddling, that is." Reluctantly, Thelma handed her books to Tracey.
Veronica watched them walk together down the corridor, baffled.

She pondered the incident for the next few hours, and after classes
sought out Annalinde's study. Annalinde was only too happy to put aside
the math homework on which she was catching up to listen to the story.

"I just don't understand it," Veronica finished. "Tracey's taking
shameless advantage of that blonde, and the blonde is defending her for
it."

Annalinde only smiled.

"What's so funny?" Veronica demanded. "I'll never understand blondes as
long as I live."

Annalinde laughed. "Most brunettes claim they never do understand us. I
suppose we don't really understand ourselves. But really, Veronica,
sometimes you're too good by half."

"What's that supposed to mean?"

"Well, every blonde and most of the brunettes at Avendale admire you for
your chivalry. But... well, it seems to be blinding you to the
possibility of... other types of bonds."

"You mean you think what Tracey's doing to Thelma might be all right?"
Veronica asked. She hoped the blonde prefect was correct, but the whole
thing made too little sense to her.

Annalinde considered, an odd smile moving over her face. She spoke
softly and hesitantly, and Veronica had the feeling of being granted a
glimpse into a secret chamber of delicate emotion. "What Thelma said
seems rather sweet. I can understand her wishing to serve a brunette. I
think that's something every blonde feels sometimes, in some way."

Veronica listened as if a difficult physics theorem were being explained
to her. She had no more idea what strange feelings blondes might harbor
in their bosoms than did any other brunette, but Annalinde must know.
"So you think I shouldn't have interfered between them? But it just
seemed so strange...."

"Yes, I would have found it awfully strange myself, if you hadn't told
me what Thelma said. Oh, of course you've got to make Tracey put in her
week of book carrying. It wouldn't do to let her detract from prefects'
authority. But after that, it does sound as though those two might be
best left to themselves."

Veronica pondered. Annalinde's words made sense, but doubt remained. "A
blonde serving a brunette sounds dangerous -- for the blonde. What's
going to keep those brunette instincts in check?"

Annalinde giggled. "Really, Veronica, the way you carry on, anyone would
think brunettes were rapacious beasts. If that's what you think of your
own sex, perhaps no blonde is safe with you! Should I summon a chaperone
to defend me from you?"

Veronica could not help laughing. "Very well, Annalinde. After Tracey
puts in her week of book carrying, I'll leave those two alone. I just
hope you're right." She stood. "Thank you, Annalinde."

"Any time, gallant knight," Annalinde replied with amusement.


Veronica Bellemont, brunette, almost 16
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From: Kadorienne <kadorian@xxxxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Mon Oct 18, 1999 11:08pm
Subject: Re: Ashleigh to the head mistress
  	
Dear Ashleigh,

I understand you've been wondering if you are supposed to have a "big
sister." I know that some schools assign "big sisters" to new girls to help
them meet other pupils, but we don't do that here at Avendale. Though
perhaps we should consider starting sometime.

You see, Janet and I are the only pupils at Avendale who are from the
Confederate States of Culveria, and we've become very close. We feel almost
as if we were blood sisters. So we call each other that as a term of
affection.

Sincerely,

Veronica Bellemont, brunette, almost 16
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From: Thelma Roberts <greenwellies@xxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Tue Oct 19, 1999 10:38am
Subject: Re: Message to all Pupils: Lines
  	
Dear Miss Maitland,

I would hate to think some girls were given written impositions and weren't
doing them, while others were!

Perhaps the prefects and mistresses could hand out impositions of such a
nature that laborious, tedious work is a necessity to accomplish the task.
Or, if lines are preferred, the scanned files can be deposited in
elektraspace in the "Onelist" Avendale area, under Files. One selects
"Upload file" then "browse," locates the scanned file and sends it for all
to see.

Sincerely,
Thelma, 14-and-a-half, blonde
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From: Charlotte Greene <carlottagreene@xxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Tue Oct 19, 1999 10:44am
Subject: Re: Reply to Miss Jones
  	
Charlotte Green, 14, brunette

Dear Miss Jones

Thank you for your very kind note. Everybody has been so welcoming,
particularly after I mentioned the tuck Mother sent. All the girls seemed to
love the shortcake, especially Tracy who has a very healthy appetite. I
expect that is because she plays such a lot of hockey. She's a real sport. I
used to play lacrosse but I think I may be out of luck at Avendale - perhaps
it is a little too rough, but then I am a brunette... Anyhow I still have a
little shortcake left so if you would like some should I bring it up to your
study?

I'm afraid I am not familiar with the playwright Carlotta Greene but perhaps
that is why Mother disapproves of the name. Is she awfully racy? I quite
enjoy putting on plays as long as I don't have to sing. At my last school we
performed The Taming of the Shrew which was very jolly, although full of
windy words which seemed terribly out of date.

Oh gosh that is probably a silly thing to say to a mistress and I don't even
know what you teach. I was a little slack at Literature at my last school I
must admit, but swear I'll try harder here. My Geography knowledge is
pathetic too (is Culveria one of the colonies?) but I blame that on our
Geography mistress who was an obsessive ghost hunter. We were quite a wicked
class because we used to spend all her lessons asking her about the latest
ghosts she had discovered and moaning loudly if she mentioned anything else.
I think she got her own back because one day she told us the story of the
ghost of Lady Valentine who haunted people who occupied her dressing room -
which of course turned out to be our dormitory. The worst night was supposed
to be Midsummer's Eve when she would return to the scene of her suicide and
swoop over and under the seven beds until she came to the seventh bed upon
which she laid a curse. The problem was nobody in the dorm knew which was
the seventh bed because the beds were laid out in a kind of square, so we
were ALL terrified. All of us tried to convince Matron that we has serious
illnesses which would mean a night in the Sanatorium but all we got was a
dose of reviving cod liver oil which was GRIM. I hope there are no ghosts at
Avendale because I just don't have the stomach for them and we seem to have
our own rooms here which is a bit scary after lights out.

Do we have any outings at Avendale or do we have to earn them? The only
thing is it would be very jolly to go to the Fun Fair which Tracy tells me
is arriving soon. Are we allowed to tootle off there or do we need
permission? Also do we have to tell our Mothers because mine needn't know...

Love

Carlotta
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From: Thelma Roberts <greenwellies@xxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Tue Oct 19, 1999 11:32am
Subject: Re: Veronica and Tracey
  	
The two girls rushed into Tracey's room, where Tracey set Thelma's books
down and immediately rubbed her seat.

"Gosh, that stung!" said Tracey.

Her blonde friend smiled. "You were so brave, Trace, taking a spanking like
that without even making a sound. I'm sure I could not be as brave!"

The two girls hugged, felling warmth from each other's body.

"So you have to carry my books for a week," the blonde murmured. I could
get you into tons of trouble by 'forgetting' my books one day."

Tracey responded. "You wouldn't dare, you little monkey. Because if you
did, you would find out what a spanking is like from me!"

They giggled, not that they would go through with such a thing, but just
finding the idea delicious. Then Thelma spoke: "So have a seat, if sitting
doesn't hurt too much, and I will write your hundred lines for you. Miss
Veronica does not know what either of our writing looks like, so you can
hand in lines that I have written."

And so it was. Tracey sat, amused but touched at the sight of her friend
neatly, tediously, repeating Miss Veronica's line over and over.

When the full hundred was written, and each page carefully numbered, Tracey
said "Does your wrist ache?"

Thelma nodded in reply, for indeed she had writer's cramp.

"Come here, honey, and I'll kiss it better."

And with that, Thelma came over and stood next to Tracey, feeling her heart
beat like it had never done before.
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From: Tracey Austin <tracey_m_austin@xxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Tue Oct 19, 1999 1:02pm
Subject: Tracey, Thelma, and Miss Veronica
  	
The confrontation with Miss Veronica was inevitable,
of course, despite Tracey's hope that the prefect had
forgotten about her order.

The quick spanking that Veronica administered to
Tracey's skirt, petticoat, and knicker-covered bottom
was not severe, although it stung a little. Tracey
was more indignant than anything else.

She was touched by Thelma's attempt to protect her.
This girl REALLY had fallen for her! Tracey had
scarcely noticed blondes before, other than thinking
they were such little crybabies about most things.
The feelings that Thelma stirred inside her were quite
alien.

She watched as Thelma wrote out the 100 lines that
Veronica had sentenced Tracey to write. She worried
momentarily about getting caught with the
substitution...what if Miss Veronica demanded a
handwriting substitute? Then she decided that was
unlikely to happen.

But the book carrying issue....it was to be a battle
of wills, wasn't it? Tracey's natural stubborn streak
told her to defy Veronica, while her wish to avoid
punishment told her to obey.

The spanking wasn't much, but the paddling that
Veronica threatened sounded much worse. Tracey's
mothers had rarely spanked her, and corporal
punishment was not used at her previous school. She
wondered if it was _worth_ it to challenge Miss
Veronica.

But there was the matter of appearing strong to
Thelma. She already knew the blonde adored her. What
would she think if Tracey buckled under so easily?

This was something Tracey would have to think about.

--Tracey Marie Austin, 14, brunette








=====
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From: Malena Franklin <malena43@xxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Tue Oct 19, 1999 5:55am
Subject: Re: Message to all Pupils: Lines
  	
Dear Miss Maitland

I consider doing given lines important in this play to get real punishment
feeling either by scanner or if not having that writing
to list in some way or directly to teacher or prefect giving lines so she
can confirm the punished girl that lines have been accepted.
If not scanner.....numbered lines done in different type style.
Each line a typestyle to avoid copying.

Respectfully
Malena Franklin 12 br
(Have written 500+400 lines)
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From: <Aphridite1@xxx.xxx>
Date: Tue Oct 19, 1999 9:24am
Subject: Re: Alexis meets Genevieve
  	
Genevieve brushed herself off, and looked around to see if anyone was coming,
and pressed her ear to the door to find out what exactly what the Blonde
Prefect was saying to Alexis, and what might have gotten her in so much
trouble. "If you don't listen you will never learn! " She thought to herself.
It wasn't as if she was trying to be nosey, but curiosity got the better of
her! She knew skipping during class hours was obviously undignified behavior,
but was skipping in the dorm prohibited as well? Not that Gevevieve ever
skipped, she was 16, and well beyond such behavior. Although, sometimes when
the mood struck her, and no one was about, she liked to spin and spin outside
until she was dizzy and fell down. After all, if no one was about to see
this, what harm could it do? Suddenly the door opened, and Gevevieve fell
forward in a most undignified way! Horrified to realize that her gym slip was
scrunched up around her waist and her garters, and stockings were showing she
blushed furiously...and knew that this would lead to at lecture at least! Oh
she would never live this one down.

Gevevieve, 16, Blonde
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From: <Aphridite1@xxx.xxx>
Date: Tue Oct 19, 1999 9:43am
Subject: Genevieve, The "Shortcake", and Study Hall
  	
Genevieve was smiling happily. They ran into a girl named Nikki along the
way, who was heading to the dorms for the exact same reason, so they all
decided to walk together. She was engrossed in a conversation with Nikki, and
her younger Brunette friend, when suddenly a girl named Lynette came
running up breathlessly to tell them there was a new shortcake. Genevieve
fell into hysterics, and had to stop laughing long enough to explain to
Lynette who seemed completely confused. So they all headed to meet the new
"Shortcake." Genevieve had so much fun meeting all the new girls and
giggling. She couldn't believe Brunettes could be so much fun. The Brunettes
at her old school had been so boring, and she said as much to her newfound
companion Nikki. When the shortcake was all eaten, it was time for the study
bell to ring. Humming softly to herself she headed to her dorm to get her
books, and head to the library, found an open seat closest to the window, and
attempted to tackle her math. Algebra was so very difficult, and not one of
her best subjects at all! Chewing on her pencil, frowning furiously, she
heard a "Is this seat taken?" She looked up to find Lynette standing there
with books in hand. "Oh not at all" she replied shyly, and began to move her
books to make room for Lynette on the bench. "Are you any good at Algebra
Lynette? I seem to be having a bit of trouble, math has never been my best
subject," she whispered.

Genevieve 16, Blonde
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From: <Aphridite1@xxx.xxx>
Date: Tue Oct 19, 1999 9:52am
Subject: Letter to Charlotte "Shortcake" Greene
  	
Dearest Shortcake,

Thank you so much for sharing your mums shortcake with us. Please thank her,
and tell her it was delicious. I must say you are sweet to share with us.
Your sweet shortcake name does do you justice. I hope that we can all get
together again soon, maybe go to town together, or the picture show, that I
have been hearing so much about!

With much gratitude,
Genevieve


Genevieve, 16, Blonde
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From: <leslie7@xxxxxxx.xxx>
Date: Tue Oct 19, 1999 3:37pm
Subject: to Annalinde re Your Essay
  	
Your analysis is worthy of a senior pupil. I am confident that Miss Myrtle
was a rara avis while a student at Avendale. Her wise decision to resist
any direct incorporation of incidents into her work also merits praise.
Nonetheless, every artist does include such references; the difference
between great art and other work lies in how skillfully a writer manages to
inform the spirit of the work with the source.

Your personal knowledge of the writer offers you an advantage but presents
equally formidable difficulties to overcome in approaching the work under
scrutiny. The work must stand on its own but you may possess special
insight into the impulses of its creator. Your reference to her behaviour
at Avendale raises an issue she apparently has sought to obscure or totally
ignore, and while it may surely exercise an influence on her work, it
behooves us to tread most delicately in drawing any quick conclusions
in this respect.

You refer to Coleridge in your essay and I can think of no better poetry
for use as an appropriate standard: the relatively modest corpus (in size
alone) contains only a few works but ones of enormous and enticing beauty.
"Kubla Khan" particularly comes to mind although its style is far
different from the instant work you are assessing. The imagery excites the mind. Consider: "where Alph the sacred river ran/through caverns
measureless to man/down to a sunless sea." We need not explore the asserted
superiorities of either free or scanned verse; we all can conjure up
superb and atrocious examples of each.

I would only take issue with your relatively uncritical analysis. Even
Coleridge and our finest writers normally merit some consideration of how well
everything they wrote has endured. While I would not quarrel with your
prediction regarding the ultimate verdict on Miss Myrtle's work-it of course
is far too soon for us to render such long-term judgment-I suggest that in your
future analyses, you allow yourself to weigh the work you are considering with
some degree of detachment. I enjoyed the quotation from her verse which you
quoted but would very preliminarily note that some of her devices are a bit
cute rather than truly searching: using "luminescent" and "juvenescent" as she
has, for example.

I do look forward to engaging in literary endeavors with you this term. To paraphrase another sage view, it is as silly not to be romantic when young as
it is to continue to be so readily enamoured by that spirit as one matures.
Your freshness is delightful and I would never seek to diminish it. Yet we
need not always be caught up in the fervor that characterized the contest
between the likes of Bunthorpe and Grosvenor in Patience. As a senior pupil-one
who has effectively, so I am informed, exercised significant responsibility
here-you will be among those most readily able to enter the world beyond school
with ardor and engagement. I do appreciate your willingness to undertake this
assignment and assure you that I hold you in the highest regard. I know that
you have fulfilled my request in your usual fine style despite your recent
return from what must have been a demanding trip and your illness. Such
outstanding behaviour confirms the school administration's wisdom in elevating
you to the status of prefect.
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From: Rebecca Fleming <becky_fleming@xxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Tue Oct 19, 1999 1:32pm
Subject: Rebecca Fleming's Departure
  	
Miss Dorothea Maitland
Headmistress
Avendale School for Girls

18 October 1954

Dear Miss Maitland,

I have found it necessary to withdraw my niece,
Rebecca Fleming, from Avendale School.

There has been an unexpected death in the family which
requires Rebecca's assistance in the affairs of the
Fleming Trust.

I will be arriving at the school to collect her in a
day or two.

I have decided that once the trust matters are
settled, she will be sent to a convent school where
she will be tutored by the nuns.

Yours very truly,

Theodora Fleming


=====
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From: Nicola - 3rd Year Avendale <skoolgirl@xxxxxx.xxxxxxxxx.xx.xxx>
Date: Tue Oct 19, 1999 5:55pm
Subject: a new begining
  	
Nicola Bradford 14 Blonde

It had been a very eventful days; After the discovery of the kitchens and Cook sweet gentle kind cook, Sunday had developed a pace all its own her pleasant chore finished Nikki and a delicious lunch over Nikki had made friends with a new girl called Genevieve. She had found her company delightful sharing gossip and foolish blonde chat about school, fashion and brunettes although Nikki aware of her feelings merely alluding to a certain brunette sweetheart of hers never naming Lynette. As they talked Nikki's heart had beaten stronger when Lynette had discovered them and made them laugh so much with her remark about 'a new shortcake' for the first time in Nikki's eyes her beautiful Lynette had looked vulnerable and somehow unsure until they repeated what she had said.


They had the pleasure of meeting Charlotte "shortcake" Green a most delightful brunette of Nikki's age and her justly famed shortcake, quiet unlike that which Nikki had tried before, as the girls sat around gossiping and giggling Nikki was somewhat shocked at Genevieve's confession that she had thought brunettes boring but then Avendale was educating Nikki in ways she seldom recognized or realized. The impromptu tea party had broken up for study and Nikki retired to the dorm to resume the challenge of Grammar lounging on her bed she attempted to make sense of the dry staid book as Carrie Binks, Thelma Roberts and Yolande Allenby chattered incessantly by the radiator. The complexities of Grammar still confusing a already easily confused blonde Nikki rose and decided to try to find Caitlen who may throw some light on the matter, when as she peeped into the library it hit her, for there was her beloved sitting, whispering and smiling her beautiful smile with Genevieve!. Her world turned upside down Nikki ran down the corridor oblivious to the rules tears streaming down her face until she found herself outside, in the rain her soul torn by the image she had seen. As she knelt in the shelter of cloisters which framed the main quadrant she sobbed, as her mind echoed the question as to why life was so cruel and why love hurt so much? How long she cried she knew not but eventually exhaustion with emotion and the chill wet Autumn wind Nikki trudged unhappily to the warmth of her dorm and safety of her bed.


She entered unnoticed quickly undressing from her wet uniform into the warmth and comfort of her nightdress. She cared not that she had laddered her stockings tossing them into the wastepaper basket although the though of the stockings benefactor almost induced more tears. Sitting in bed legs pulled up encased in the blanket clutched tightly by her arms Nikki tried to remember the words of the only blonde her guardian had ever shown any admiration for in that film what was it called ? remembering her guardians words she recalled the films title "Gone With The Wind" and her name "Scarlett" what was it her guardian said ? oh yes she recalled "the only blonde with the courage and pluck to be a brunette" what was that line she had said in the film ? Nikki could not recall. For although she knew she could never be the brunette her guardian wanted but she could be a blonde like "Scarlett" and Nikki was sure from what she little remembered other than the glamour and swish frock's that "Scarlett had no need for love ", yes she thought that was it, what did she need love for all brunettes were brutes and should be avoided at all cost just like Scarlett had and her guardian had liked golly even admired "Scarlett"!. Drifting slowly into sleep trying to assure herself that the hollow feeling inside was only to be expected for being foolish enough to have missed supper.
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From: Nicola - 3rd Year Avendale <skoolgirl@xxxxxx.xxxxxxxxx.xx.xxx>
Date: Tue Oct 19, 1999 5:58pm
Subject: a new begining
  	
Nicola Bradford 14 Blonde

It had been a very eventful days; After the discovery of the kitchens and Cook sweet gentle kind cook, Sunday had developed a pace all its own her pleasant chore finished Nikki and a delicious lunch over Nikki had made friends with a new girl called Genevieve. She had found her company delightful sharing gossip and foolish blonde chat about school, fashion and brunettes although Nikki aware of her feelings merely alluding to a certain brunette sweetheart of hers never naming Lynette. As they talked Nikki's heart had beaten stronger when Lynette had discovered them and made them laugh so much with her remark about 'a new shortcake' for the first time in Nikki's eyes her beautiful Lynette had looked vulnerable and somehow unsure until they repeated what she had said.


They had the pleasure of meeting Charlotte "shortcake" Green a most delightful brunette of Nikki's age and her justly famed shortcake, quiet unlike that which Nikki had tried before, as the girls sat around gossiping and giggling Nikki was somewhat shocked at Genevieve's confession that she had thought brunettes boring but then Avendale was educating Nikki in ways she seldom recognized or realized. The impromptu tea party had broken up for study and Nikki retired to the dorm to resume the challenge of Grammar lounging on her bed she attempted to make sense of the dry staid book as Carrie Binks, Thelma Roberts and Yolande Allenby chattered incessantly by the radiator. The complexities of Grammar still confusing a already easily confused blonde Nikki rose and decided to try to find Caitlen who may throw some light on the matter, when as she peeped into the library it hit her, for there was her beloved sitting, whispering and smiling her beautiful smile with Genevieve!. Her world turned upside down Nikki ran down the corridor oblivious to the rules tears streaming down her face until she found herself outside, in the rain her soul torn by the image she had seen. As she knelt in the shelter of cloisters which framed the main quadrant she sobbed, as her mind echoed the question as to why life was so cruel and why love hurt so much? How long she cried she knew not but eventually exhaustion with emotion and the chill wet Autumn wind Nikki trudged unhappily to the warmth of her dorm and safety of her bed.


She entered unnoticed quickly undressing from her wet uniform into the warmth and comfort of her nightdress. She cared not that she had laddered her stockings tossing them into the wastepaper basket although the though of the stockings benefactor almost induced more tears. Sitting in bed legs pulled up encased in the blanket clutched tightly by her arms Nikki tried to remember the words of the only blonde her guardian had ever shown any admiration for in that film what was it called ? remembering her guardians words she recalled the films title "Gone With The Wind" and her name "Scarlett" what was it her guardian said ? oh yes she recalled "the only blonde with the courage and pluck to be a brunette" what was that line she had said in the film ? Nikki could not recall. For although she knew she could never be the brunette her guardian wanted but she could be a blonde like "Scarlett" and Nikki was sure from what she little remembered other than the glamour and swish frock's that "Scarlett had no need for love ", yes she thought that was it, what did she need love for all brunettes were brutes and should be avoided at all cost just like Scarlett had and her guardian had liked golly even admired "Scarlett"!. Drifting slowly into sleep trying to assure herself that the hollow feeling inside was only to be expected for being foolish enough to have missed supper.
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From: <leslie7@xxxxxxx.xxx>
Date: Tue Oct 19, 1999 6:13pm
Subject: to Elena re Your Essay
  	
Thank you for introducing me to a writer I hitherto had not known. Clearly, you
enjoyed The Gammage Cup. I found your critique in your concluding paragraphs to
be doubtless appropriate to the level of the book. It sounds like a charming
story with appropriate themes highly geared toward pettes of your age. And let
me not forget to note that it also appears well oriented toward charting out
good roles for blondes and brunettes to assume as they mature. Your recognition
of Dea also goes beyond recitation to disclose a fine discernment of the call
of spirituality that we all must heed.

Although a very fine novelist reminds us never to forget amidst our efforts to
analyze and critique everything to death that "the novel tells a story" you will
find that you will be drawn by your own inclinations as a growing reader to
think about the book beyond the story itself. You have made a mighty start in your
last few paragraphs and I commend you.

However, Elena, you strike me as a superb storyteller and I draw that conclusion
not so much from this essay but from your history lesson about your home province
and its remarkable culture and traditions. The essay you wrote about that would
likely lead me to award you a very high term grade by virtue of your compelling
narrative and penetrating insights into the fascinating personalities you
described and illuminated. Try as hard as you can when you write for any class
to capture the spirit you invested in that tale of the Queen of Storms and her
ilk.

I requested you to submit an essay because I found your writing that I had
observed so far to be outstanding. The history lesson you wrote merely confirms
my first judgment that you have talent to spare. I look forward to encouraging
the growth of your gift this year.
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From: <Aphridite1@xxx.xxx>
Date: Tue Oct 19, 1999 4:07pm
Subject: Knowing is half the way (Genevieve and Nicola)
  	
Genevieve Bouvier, 16, Blonde

Gevevieve was chatting with Lynette, when she happened to look over to the
doorway and see her new friend Nikki, and a look of shock on her face.
Putting two and two together, Genevieve realized this must be the girl Nikki
was talking about! It wasn't like she was interested in Lynette, she was just
having a friendly chat. She thought she had better excuse herself, and
explain things to Nikki. After politely excusing herself, gathering her
books, and putting them away...she went looking for her friend. The dinner
bell rang, and still no Nikki. Thinking ahead, for Genevieve was a very
perceptive and considerate blonde, she stashed some dinner rolls. "After
dinner, I will try her room."
So the older blonde found Nikki in her room, huddled up under the covers,
tear stains on her face.
"Nikki? Please forgive my intrusion, I saw the look on your face, and
realized who that certain brunette is. Honest Nik, you have nothing to worry
about, Lynette and I were just chatting, and she was helping me with my
algebra. In fact she was asking about you when you popped your head in the
library. She was asking me where you were. She was hoping to talk to you.
Although about what, I don't know. Please don't be angry with me, I wasn't
trying to steal your sweetheart away. I would never do such a horrible thing"
the blonde's violet eyes implored,
" I just wanted help with my algebra, oh what a mess! Oh, and I thought you
might be a little hungry on account of you missing dinner, so I brought some
rolls as a peace offering" setting the rolls on the younger blonde's bed.
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From: <aaclinkinbeard@xxxxxxx.xxx>
Date: Tue Oct 19, 1999 8:51pm
Subject: Note to Nikki
  	
My Dearest Nikki,

There is something very important I would like to
speak with you about. Are you are available on
Friday afternoon? If so, would you let me take
you to the picture show? We could have a little
snack at Delmonte's Soda Fountain afterwards?
Please let me know.

Lovingly yours,

Lynette Klaire, br, 17
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From: <aaclinkinbeard@xxxxxxx.xxx>
Date: Tue Oct 19, 1999 8:59pm
Subject: Lynette gives a note to Genevieve
  	
Lynette Klaire, br, 17

Lynette caught up with Genevieve just as she was
heading off to visit Nikki. She passed her note
addressed to Nikki and made Genevieve promise
to deliver it. Lynette didn't know what was wrong,
but she missed Nikki so much it hurt. Sure she had
seen her around others, but Lynette was a bit selfish.
She craved her angel's smiles and kisses.
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From: <aaclinkinbeard@xxxxxxx.xxx>
Date: Tue Oct 19, 1999 9:19pm
Subject: Lynette to Rebecca
  	
Lynette passed through the long hallway silently. The sun
had just begun to set and it cast a somber glow through
the windows. She steadied herself and thought over her
words. She had just heard that Rebecca Fleming was
leaving. Lynette was never good at saying the right thing
so when Rebecca opened the door she just stood there
, her brown eyes mournful at the prospect of loosing her friend...

Naturally, Rebecca understood her friend's shock and let
her in the room. Lynette didn't want to lose her friend and
stumbled out "I will miss you so much! I know it is going to
be hard for you, but please remember you have a friend
that cares for you. You will have to mail me and let me
know how you are doing."

Lynette Klaire, br, 17
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From: <Elaryn@xxx.xxx>
Date: Tue Oct 19, 1999 5:23pm
Subject: Elena Replies to Miss Jones
  	
Elena Dierrian, blonde, 12 years old

Elena carefully opened the envelope and read the contents. It was all she
could do not to squeal aloud with delight right there in the Common Room,
which would have been quite a breach of decorum. Still, her companions,
Georgina de la Falaise, Malena Franklin and Janet Dolan could not help but
notice the flushed cheeks or wide eyed smile that lit Elena's features.

"What is it," asked Georgina.

"Oh, yes, DO tell us," cajoled Malena with an entreating look.

Janet quietly leaned in close and said, "It must be good news, whatever it
is."

Elena wordlessly handed her friends the note. "She liked it," Elena said in
an almost-whisper. "She really, really liked it."

Janet cracked a wide grin and patted Elena on the shoulder. "Now, will y'all
look at that? I bet you're proud fit to bust!"

"Oh, yes. Especially since she also asked Miss Annalinde for an essay, and
Miss Annalinde is sixteen, and a Senior girl, *and* a prefect besides. I
feel in quite exalted company."

"You're so clever," said Georgina with an admiring smile. "I hear Miss Jones
is a real stickler for proper form and all that. Of course, I thought your
essay was beautifully done, and did I not tell you she would like it, you
goose?"

"'Pride goeth before a fall,'" Elena quoted. But she was still smiling, and
her eyes were twinkling.

"I wish I could write like that," Malena said with a tinge of wistfulness in
her voice.

Janet nodded in agreement. "Sometimes I wonder if I'm even supposed to be
here. Everyone here 'ceptin' for me is The Daughter of Someone Important or
such. Me, I'm just--"

"Janet Dolan, stop that nonsense at once," declared Georgina in
schoolmistressy tones. "You are a very, very clever young lady who clearly
belongs here, and do not you ever forget it!"

"She is right, you know," Malena chimed in.

Elena nodded. "I think Janet is very smart, and beside that, she is kind and
brave and good. Dea meant for you to be here, Janet. I am sure of it."

"I only wish *I* were sure," Janet replied, though she felt very warmed and
comforted by her friends' affirmations. Janet managed a smile and was
surprised to find that by the time it reached her lips, she did actually feel
as though she were smiling on the inside, too.

"Say," said Georgina, "it's still sunny out. Would anyone like to play a bit
of badminton? We've enough people to play doubles."

Malena nodded and said, with a teasing smile, "Blonde-brunette teams or
blondes versus brunettes?"

"Let's do teams," said Janet. "Blonde versus brunette just wouldn't be
fitten. Besides, one of you will have to teach me the game. I never got to
play it back home."

"I do not know how to play, either," Elena said. "But perhaps Janet and I
could watch Georgina and Malena play for a bit so we have an idea of how the
game is supposed to go." Malena and Georgina nodded, and the four girls
headed out to the court. While they watched the Malena and Georgina play,
Elena took out a sheet of foolscap and began to write.

"Dear Miss Jones," she began, "I was so pleased to learn that you enjoyed my
essay on *The Gammage Cup*. I have already returned it to the library so
other may discover it for themselves. Miss Kendall wrote another book
titled, *The Whisper of Glocken*. I hope I may find a copy, for if it is
half as delightful as *The Gammage Cup*, I know I'll enjoy it, woo.

"I am looking forward to being in your class and learning how to refine my
small writing abilities. Books we have read are like portals into other
worlds, both in what the authoress has written and in how we, the reader,
interpret them. I am so looking forward to visiting your worlds, Miss Jones.
What adventure we will have this term!

"Warmly and Respectfully,

"Elena Dierrian"

As she placed her pen on the small bench beside her, Malena dashed up and
handed Elena and Janet two racquets. "Come on..."

Elena and Janet joined Georgina and Malena on the court and began to mimic
their movements. Behind where they had sat, unseen by them, stood Cynthia
Terwillinger. Her facial expression, could the girls on the court see it,
would have puzzled them, for Cynthia was wearing a look of sheer, unmitigated
envy. It was a sad, wistful expression that mirrored her inner sorrow. As
the girls played on, she slowly, carefully approached the bench and took a
peek at Elena's note. Now had this been the old, unimproved Cynthia at the
beginning of the term, there is no doubt she would have destroyed the note or
added an unpleasant postscript in a facsimile of the authoress' hand and
anonymously delivered it to Miss Jones, hoping to cause her unwitting victim
no end of grief. But this new, chastened Cynthia merely perused the note
sadly, carefully laid it back upon the bench, and melted back into he
lengthening afternoon shadows. She had a lot of thinking to do, did Cynthia,
and she preferred to do it alone.
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From: <Aphridite1@xxx.xxx>
Date: Tue Oct 19, 1999 5:42pm
Subject: Genevieve and Nikki...A note from Lynette
  	
"Oh, I almost forgot, this is a note from Lynette to you! You know, when I
told her I was going to find you her face lit up all over, and she made me
swear I would deliver this to you in person. The whole time we were chatting
all she talked about was you silly girl! It's easy to see Lynette is crazy
about you, and has no interest in any other blonde, least of all me.
"Remember,"
said with a wink and a giggle,
"I find most Brunettes dull. Although the Brunettes here seem a bit more
interesting. I'll tell you a secret Nikki if you swear you will never tell a
soul, I have never had a sweetheart. I seem to be the original invisible
blonde. Realizing that is was very close to bedtime with a sigh she said "I
suppose I should be getting back to my room, sleep well Nikki" Impulsively
hugging the younger girl.
"Goodnight" she whispered and she walked quietly back to her room.

Genevieve Bouvier, 16, Blonde, and never been kissed!
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From: janet dolan <janetd33@xxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Wed Oct 20, 1999 1:00am
Subject: Bedminton
  	
Janet enjoyed the bedminton game. It was so different from the baseball she
was used to, but her fast reactions helped her get to the small funny
looking ball and hit it accurately. Her first hits were too strong and the
ball went flying way past her opponents heads to the general laughter. Soon,
however, she was accustomed to the new conditions and her hits were landing
in the court. Elena did not hit as hard, but never missed a ball sent in her
direction. Her racquett seemed to be in the exact place were the ball was
falling to without any apparent effort on her side.

The four girls were having a good time. Janet was happy to have her good
friends with her, and was encouraged by their comments. She still felt
unsure, and the cultural differences from her town to Quirinelle seemed
larger than ever, but she felt she was finding her place at last.

A brunette approached the court. The girls stopped the game and turned
toward the prefect, who impeccable as ever, came closer to the girls. Janet
felt something was wrong the moment she noticed Veronica was not smiling.

"Janet and Malena, please come to my study right now, and bring your blazers
with you please"

Uh oh..
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From: <leslie7@xxxxxxx.xxx>
Date: Wed Oct 20, 1999 5:40am
Subject: Miss Jones to Charlotte
  	
My Dear Charlotte,

I enjoyed receiving your very nice note. It made me think of Culveria, from
whence I come, although I am from the northern region unlike some of the
students here who are southerners. You ask so many questions and I can only
begin to try to respond to them all. Do tell me where you are from as it will
orient me. About your name, for starters: Carlotta was the blonde love of the
playwright Eugenia O'Neill and who made us aware of one of her finer plays.

I would so enjoy your stopping by my rooms and especially if you bring a
piece of that shortcake you mentioned still existed. Please come by this
afternoon if you are free and I will enjoy chatting with you. I will be out
for a while getting some air and exercising. I have been active and in fact
played lacrosse in my own school days. I have not yet been involved in sport
here, although I expect to spend some time as a games-mistress. Although
cricket is not played in Culveria, I am familiar with it from my time in the
other provinces and at one time when I was a graduate student, was regarded
as a rather dangerous seam bowler.

I did get a bit reminiscent when I saw some of the pettes playing badminton
outside in the sun. Such a lovely way to spend the afternoon--they were merely
enjoying themselves and seeing them, blondes and brunettes, with the white
shuttlecock hurling back and forth on the greensward, so pleasant a scene to
contemplate. I had forgotten how pleasant most of the students are here. Where
I've spent much of my life, people tend to have rougher edges, alas. I did notice
a brunette, I believe her name is Cynthia, moving along the side of the playing
field and, to be quite direct, she seemed to be up to no good. Now that's only
a snap judgment so I should give her a chance to prove me incorrect.

I look forward to having some tea with you later.

Cordially,

Miss Jones

brunette
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From: ashleigh butler <ashleeigh_99@xxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Wed Oct 20, 1999 8:18am
Subject: Re: Miss Maitland
  	
Miss Maitland,
Would it be possible for me to send a letter to my
father and ask him to send some things here for a
party in the garden next week?
Sincerely,
Ashleigh Butler, blonde, 16

=====
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From: <carlottagreene@xxxxxxx.xxx>
Date: Wed Oct 20, 1999 0:50pm
Subject: Letter to Genevieve
  	
Charlotte Green, brunette, 14

Dear Genevieve

Thank you so much for your note. I'm glad you like Mother's shortcake - it seemed to go down a storm with everyone, even Miss Jones. I took her a piece of it which I'd managed to hide from Tracy (my she has a healthy appetite - but she is so very good at hockey). It was quite scary visiting Miss Jones because she is awfully clever and imposing but she was very kind and told me lots of tales of her days as a tip top bowler. And she has so many books in her study, it is like the Culverian National Library. I hope we don't have to do too much reading for her because my concentration is not all that good if it's a longie.

Are all the mistresses as nice as Miss Jones? None of them were half as fun at my last school but then none of them were quite as scary either! I'm still a little homesick but I expect that will gradually go - especially if we are allowed to go to the pictures. Were you very homesick when you first arrived? It's not that all the girls aren't nice, but more that I keep getting lost and everything seems so unfamiliar. Also I keep seeing Miss Maitland in the distance and although I'm sure she's lovely, I am ABSOLUTELY TERRIFIED! Silly really because I'm not usually the scaredycat type. She is frightfully glamorous too.

Anyway, can't WAIT to go to the pictures with you...

Love

Charlotte xx
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From: Charlotte Greene <carlottagreene@xxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Wed Oct 20, 1999 0:58pm
Subject: Thankyou for tea
  	
Charlotte Greene, 14 , Brunette

Dear Miss Jones

I am just writing to thank you for tea this afternoon in your study. I'm
sorry that the strawberry shortcake was a little ladyhandled but it was a
bit of a job rescuing it from enthusiastic fans. Nevertheless, the rest of
the tea was smashing thank you - I've never had toast with anchovy paste
before and it was very interesting.

Your cricket days sound super. Would you be able to give us a bit of a
lesson, if that would be no trouble? I'm sure I could persuade some of the
girls to give it a whirl, especially sporty Tracy and also Genevieve is
pretty game.

Yours sincerely

Charlotte Greene
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From: <michelegirl@xxxxxxxx.xxx>
Date: Wed Oct 20, 1999 2:08pm
Subject: a collision
  	
Michele Lea, 13, brunette.

Michele is about to knock on the door of Charlotte Greene's room, she hears
voices inside, so decides to write a note instead, not wanting to disturb
those inside.

"Dear Charlotte,
I also wanted to say thanks for the shortcake. Though we didn't speak, I
was the brunette girl who spilled strawberry juice on the front of my
white shirt! I thought it was really nice of you to share a piece of your
cake with someone that you didn't even know. If my mother ever gets around
to sending me her famous brownies, I will be sure to share some with you.

Take care,
Michele"

She slips the note under the door and turns around quickly and rushes off,
smashing right Veronica Bellemont who was trying to walk by, knocking her to the
floor!
Michele is horrified, the stories of strappings and line writing she's heard about pop into her mind as she looks down at the older brunette at her feet.

Michele stammers: "I...I...I'm so sorry Miss Veronica, I didn't know you were behind me...are you hurt?... Please let me help you..."

Veronica just glares up at the 13 year old brunette.....
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From: Kadorienne <kadorian@xxxxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Wed Oct 20, 1999 3:09pm
Subject: Re: a collision
  	
Veronica's elbow was throbbing painfully, but when she saw the stricken face of the girl who had knocked her down, she forced her expression to become more
pleasant. "I hit my elbow on the floor, but I'm all right." The younger girl who had collided with her timidly extended a hand. Veronica took it and pulled
herself up and at once began dusting off her uniform, fastidious with it as always. "I don't believe we've met. I'm Veronica Bellemont, brunette prefect. And
you?"

"M-michele Lea. Oh, Miss Veronica, I'm awfully sorry, I truly didn't mean to...."

Veronica burst out laughing. "Sounds like you've been hearing stories about me." Michele didn't dare to answer. "Well, you do have to be punished for running
in the halls, but don't look like that. It's not a capital offense or anything. Come on."

As they walked to Veronica's study, the prefect asked the younger girl where she was from and made other pleasantries. By the time they reached the study,
Michele had relaxed enough to ask, "How... how am I to be punished, Miss Veronica?"

"Six strokes of the paddle," Veronica answered cheerfully. "No lines for your first offense, unless you don't take your punishment well." Seeing the relief
on the girl's face, Veronica laughed again. "Do I really have a reputation for being that much of an ogre?"

"Well... some of the girls told me that you give frightful thrashings, and hundreds of lines...."

"Sometimes I do. If a girl needs it. Running in the halls is against the rules, but it's not the most serious offence by any means. And if I think a girl is
recalcitrant, I'm going to punish her much more severely than if she takes her punishment meekly and expresses penitence. Now, bend over my desk."

Michele obeyed nervously. She felt her skirt being raised, but not her petticoat. A moment later the paddle slammed into her derriere. She cried out.

Veronica paused. "I know you're young, Michele, but try to take it like a brunette."

Michele pressed her lips together and managed not to make much noise as she received the other five strokes. When they were over, she started to straighten,
but Veronica put a restraining hand on her back.

"You don't stand until you're told that you may," Veronica told her.

"Oh -- I'm sorry, Miss Veronica." Before Michele knew it, she felt another hard smack on her derriere. She could not restrain a cry this time.

"That extra stroke was for rising without permission."

Michele held the position. She could hear Miss Veronica behind her putting the paddle back in its drawer. She trembled lest further punishment await. After
what seemed a very long time, Veronica said, "You may stand, Michele."

Michele straightened quickly and began rubbing her derriere. Veronica indicated a chair with a hard wooden seat. "Please, have a seat."

"No thank you."

"I insist."

"But it will hurt too much to sit down."

Veronica smiled. "That's the idea. Now sit down."

After all the stories she'd heard, Michele did not dare to argue further. Gingerly she lowered herself onto the hard chair, her warm bottom stinging.

Veronica sat down in the other chair. "Now, welcome to Avendale. How have you been getting on? Have you been making friends? Remember, I might be a prefect
but I'm not an ogre. I'm here to help you with any questions or problems you might have. You can knock on my door at any time. Have you met Janet Dolan yet?
She's your age."

Veronica chatted with Michele until the girl felt quite at ease and not nearly so terrified of her as before. Though every time she shifted in her seat, the
stinging reminded her. She left thinking that, strict as the prefect might be, she had a friend in Veronica Bellemont.

Veronica Bellemont, brunette, almost 16
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From: Kadorienne <kadorian@xxxxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Wed Oct 20, 1999 3:22pm
Subject: Veronica to Charlotte
  	
Dear Charlotte,

Welcome to Avendale. I understand that you came here so that you could lead a
more disciplined life. You are certainly in the right place for that! Rules here
are strict and demands are high. The classwork is demanding, and girls are
expected to keep their uniforms pristine.

But the girls here are also very sisterly to each other, and I'm sure they will
extend the same to you. We have a lot of fun, and we have to work so hard for
some things that they are much more satisfying than if they had been given to us
easily.

Apparently all the new girls here are terrorized with stories of my crushing
punishments. I assure you, they are exaggerated. Oh, I am indeed strict, which
as prefect I have to be, but I think if you press these girls they'll admit that
I'm also fair. I do sometimes administer really hard punishments, but that is
always because the offense was serious or because the girl in question was
unrepentant.

But my role is not only to punish the girls here. I also am here to help you all
in any way I can. So if you have any questions or simply need to talk -- or if
you commit some misdeed and need to confess it so that punishment may relieve
your soul of it -- please don't hesitate to knock on my door.

Sincerely,

Veronica Bellemont, brunette prefect, almost 16
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From: <headmistress@xxxxxxxxx.xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx)>
Date: Wed Oct 20, 1954 4:19pm
Subject: Re: Miss Maitland
  	
Dorothea Maitland, blonde

Dear Ashleigh,

Certainly you may write home for some things - but I am a little
confused. What is the meaning of the word "father" and the curious pronoun
(I suppose it is a pronoun) "him"?

Dorothea Maitland
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From: Nicola - 3rd Year Avendale <skoolgirl@xxxxxx.xxxxxxxxx.xx.xxx>
Date: Wed Oct 20, 1999 5:42pm
Subject: bread rolls
  	
Nicola Bradford 14 Blonde

Nikki had been awoken from her light sleep by the *awful* Genevieve and resisting her temptation to speak her mind Nikki listen quietly and she hoped without visible sign of emotion as Genevieve attempted to explain. For the life of her Nikki could not say what Genevieve had said for although she could see her lips move her mind only heard what she had seen with her own eye's. Nikki realizing that as a blonde/brunette manors were still essential regardless of ones true feelings and endured Genevieve without a murmur even resisting the urge to move away when Genevieve had hugged her.


No sooner had the dorms door closed when impulsively Nikki picked up the rolls placed by Genevieve on her bed and in a extremely un-blonde like manor hurled them across the dorm causing a shocked Thelma Roberts to look up from her book with alacrity. Resisting her urge to cry like some silly blonde Nikki looked at the envelope laying on her bed, she had heard of these letters spurning one in favour of another, oh what were they called ? never mind she knew the contents without bothering to read it, after all Genevieve was almost two years old than Nikki and much prettier. Her mind made up Nikki picked up the letter and tore it unopened into a multitude of pieces placing the resulting fragments in the waste basket like so much confetti on her discarded stockings. No she would not cry, she was a blonde/brunette now. Wrapping herself tightly in the covers of her bed she needed to sleep to forget the horrid day, as Thelma Roberts selflessly and considerately tided the thrown rolls Nikki's tormented tired mind remembered the name for *those* letters.. "Dear Jo's".
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From: Delores Maybridge <MissMaybridge@a...>
Date: Wed Oct 20, 1954 4:53pm
Subject: Non-participation
  	
Girlies,

It has come to my attention that there are some girls on this list
who have not contributed for quite a long time. This list is for players,
and not observers; so please, take this friendly little tickling-up as
incentive to participate in the game. You have a week to play-or-go.

Delores Maybridge
717
	

From: <MissJoans@b...>
Date: Wed Oct 20, 1999 6:08pm
Subject: Miss Joans to Miss Maitland
  	
Dear Miss Maitland,

If you will excuse my intrusion, I happened to overhear little Ashleigh using
a peculiar word, "father", and you asking her about it. I am not certain, but I
believe that it is a contraction of "FAiry godmoTHER". Ashleigh is a fortunate
child indeed if she has a Fairy Godmother to give her things.

Sincerely,

Miss Elizabeth Joans, blonde, Art mistress
718
	

From: <MissJoans@b...>
Date: Wed Oct 20, 1999 6:14pm
Subject: Miss Joans to Alexis
  	
Dear Alexis,

You darling child! *You* remembered me even if the School List Monitress did
not. How discerning you are. I would not be surprised if such a discerning
child is gifted in Art. Do you draw, dear? Or sculpt from clay, or even whittle,
as that little Confederate Culverian Janet Dolan does? Or perhaps your gifts lie
in the performing Arts, in which case you will have to consult another mistress.
Do come to the studio and we shall discover where your talents lie so that you
may begin your service to Art.

Sincerely,

Miss Joans

blonde, mistress
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From: <Kitten1776@a...>
Date: Wed Oct 20, 1999 4:16pm
Subject: Re: Miss Joans to Alexis
  	
In a message dated 10/20/99 8:52:32 PM Eastern Daylight Time,
MissJoans@b... writes:

<< Do come to the studio and we shall discover where your talents lie so that
you
may begin your service to Art. >>

Dear Miss Joans,

Thank you ever so much for your kind note. I have never really tried my hand
at Art, but I would be very willing to try! May I meet with you sometime to
discuss this?

I do greatly enjoy the performing Arts, and would love to someday be a great
actress! Wouldn't it be wonderful if I were also a great Artiste?

I shall look forward to meeting with you, Miss Joans!

Sincerely,

Alexis Harrington, blonde, 15
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From: Kadorienne <kadorian@b...>
Date: Wed Oct 20, 1999 10:53pm
Subject: The Case of the Mystery Meat
  	
Veronica's mind went back to the time when she was Janet's age, still
living with her mothers and going to school in the Culverian
Confederacy. Janet was watching her with a mischievous light in her
eyes, eager to hear about her "big sister" getting into trouble.

Veronica could not help but grin as she began her story. "When I was
twelve I loved mysteries. I read all the adventures of Nancy Drew and
Cherry Ames and, of course, Sherlique Holmes. I wanted to be a
detective. And reading all those stories did something to my youthful
imagination. I started viewing every event around me with suspicion. I
was eager to begin my detecting career with my first case. And I chose
the most obvious place for it.

"The food here at Avendale is pretty good, but at my old school in
Culveria it was awful. We girls always joked about it and called one of
the dishes 'mystery meat'. I think every school in the Empire has that
joke, but given my reading matter at the time, the joke started wheels
turning in my head. I became convinced that the school cafeteria was in
some kind of conspiracy to feed us inedible substances. I tried to snoop
around the kitchen a few times. I got paddled and thrown out, naturally,
but instead of assuming that the kitchen maids were trying to keep order
by not having girls wander around their domain, I cherished a conviction
that they were hiding something.

"Have I ever told you about my chum Simone, little sister?" Janet shook
her head, listening intently, leaning forward with her chin propped.
"Simone was my own personal Dr. Watson. She was a brunette about a year
younger than me. She was short for her age and thin, and not in the
least athletic. That's why we first became friends, actually; a couple
of the rough brunettes at the school were pestering her, and I thrashed
a couple of them for her."

"You were a prefect at your old school too?" Janet asked.

"Oh, no, honey. This was a strictly unauthorized thrashing." The two
brunettes shared a grin. "'Course, I couldn't do anything like that now.
But anyway, Simone became my friend because I defended her that time.
The rough brunettes didn't bother her anymore, because they knew they'd
have to contend with me. But Simone was so smart. She could fix any
gadget at all.

"It wasn't difficult for me to persuade her to make a few adjustments to
Aunt Rosemarie's windie recorder. I asked Aunt Rosemarie if I could borrow it, and
she didn't even ask why. Aunt Rosemarie's terrific, but in some ways she can
be a little too indulgent. She always give me way too many presents at
Yuletide and on my birthday. She says it's because she doesn't have any
daughters of her own. Well, anyway, Simone made the adjustments I
needed, and I sneaked into the cook's little office -- I had to do it
after school, but she left the window unlocked, so I didn't have much
trouble -- and bugged her telephone."

Janet's eyes were wide. "You bugged a telephone? *You*?"

Veronica nodded, her expression a mixture of amusement and chagrin. "I
surely did. And a week later, I collected the windie and played it.
There were a lot of boring messages. She called her wife a few times to
tell her she'd be home a little late, that kind of thing. Incidentally,
I discovered that one of the kitchen maids had used the cook's telephone
to arrange assignations with a brunette of dubious character. But that
wasn't what I was looking for. There was one message where the cook
said, 'I want to trade in the beef for hogs. I'll make a bigger profit
that way.'"

"She was feedin' y'all hog meat?" Janet asked incredulously. "I mean,
I've eaten hog, and squirrel, and even possum during a lean winter, but
I wouldn't think that kind of thing would be served at a school.
'Specially a rich girls' school."

"It wouldn't be. The mothers would have fits. I tried to get the
headmistress, the cook and my mothers to have a conference, during which
I would dramatically unveil my discovery. But I didn't want to spoil the
surprise by telling them anything about why I wanted them to meet, so
they wouldn't. So instead I wrote an article about it and persuaded the
editor of the school paper to print it without letting the journalism
mistress see it. A few days later, there was my story on the front page,
and all the girls were making a big fuss over me." Veronica smiled and
shook her head at the memory.

"So then what? Did the cook get in trouble?"


Veronica laughed. "Not exactly. I got called on the carpet. I
dramatically played my windie for the headmistress, the journalism
mistress and the cook. I generously explained that Simone had rigged the
recorder for me, letting her share in the glory." Her voice was rueful.
"After I played it, the cook explained the commodities market to me. Do
you know anything about commodities, little sister?"

"Never heard of 'em."

"Neither had I. The cook explained that they're sort of like stocks, but
they're shares of crops and livestock rather than industry. When she
made that phone call, she was telling her commodities broker to trade in
her shares of beef for shares of hog."

Janet's eyes were wide. "Oh, no! That's just too much!"

"Yes, the headmistress seemed to be of the same opinion."

"What did she do to you?"

"Ten of the best." The prefect's eyes gazed into the distance as she
remembered her struggle to endure the thrashing with a stiff upper lip
as became a brunette.

"Ten! For a twelve-year-old?"

"Well, after all, I broke more than one law. That windie recorder was a
violation of our Culverian right to privacy, and the article was
libelous. If I'd been an adult it'd have been Punitive Service. I also
had to write more lines than you can shake a stick at, and make a public
apology to the cook." Veronica pursed her lips at a memory. "Simone and
the editor both got it, too. Though Simone only got two strokes -- she
was kind of delicate, you see. I told the headmistress that it was all
my idea and my fault and offered to take twenty strokes or however many
she wished in exhange for amnesty for my accomplices. She declined my
offer. She knew that other girls getting punished on my account would
make an even deeper impression on me than my own beating, and she was
absolutely right."

"What did your mothers say?"

The older girl chuckled. "What didn't they say! Once the bruises had
faded, 'Netty gave me a fresh set. 'Londie took away all my mystery
novels and said I couldn't read another one until I had read the entire
*Little House on the Prairie* series. She needn't have worried; I had
lost my taste for mysteries. 'Netty and Aunt Rosemarie had a quarrel because
Aunt Rosemarie had lent me her windie recorder without finding out what I
wanted it for, and Aunt Rosemarie finally let 'Netty cane her just to keep
peace in the family."

Janet shook her head slowly, grinning. "I can hardly believe the Perfect
Prefect ever got in so much trouble."

"Don't you start calling me by that silly nickname! Now scoot and go
study up on your Altalian history."

Janet gave her "big sister" a quick hug before skipping out the door.

Veronica, brunette prefect, almost 16
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From: <roughbrunette@a...>
Date: Wed Oct 20, 1999 10:42pm
Subject: The Apple Juice Caper
  	
Joan chose to drink orange juice that morning. She sat in a table in the corner,
facing the room, so that she could observe the other girls, and see who was
drinking apple juice.

Jinjur had apple juice, but after one sip she put it down and her eyes met
Joan's. Jinjur could not suppress a smile when she remembered her inspiration of
some weeks ago. The idea had been hers, and now Joan had carried it out.

Several girls' expressions changed after they sipped their apple juice, and they
furtively continued to drink it. Joan could scarcely keep from laughing aloud as
she observed some of these girls whispering to each other about the juice.
Others, on the other hand, clearly did not recognize the difference in the
taste for what it was. Ariadne, for instance, was loudly declaring to all
within earshot that the apple juice this morning was the best she had ever
tasted, and she drank several glasses, her giggles getting louder with each one.

At long last it happened. Janet took a swallow of the apple juice that had been
fermenting on the windowsill of the storage closet for the last month and put
it down abruptly. "Bless me, Miss Veronica!" she declared to her mentor, who
sat beside her and was drinking orange juice. "Bless me if'n this ain't apple
jack!"

"What?" the prefect responded.

"Miss Veronica, this here apple juice is alcoholic. Somebody done spiked it."

Veronica seized the glass and sniffed it. Then she looked around the dining hall.
Several girls were showing signs of spirits far too high for breakfasttime on a
school morning.

The prefect groaned. "Somebody find the cook." What a way to start the morning,
she thought.

Joan Mayfair, 17, rough brunette
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From: <MissJoans@b...>
Date: Wed Oct 20, 1999 10:49pm
Subject: Llangollen Museum of Art
  	
To the pupils, Miss Jones, and any of the mistresses who wish to accompany us to
the Llagollen Museum of Art:

The trip to the Museum will take place on Friday. All of the girls will be at
the front of the school at nine am sharp, wearing their gloves and blazers and
hats. You are all expected to behave with the utmost decorum, as you are
representing your school. No loudness or bad deportment in the least shall be
tolerated in the shrine of Art.

Miss Elizabeth Joans, blonde, Art mistress
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From: <Elaryn@a...>
Date: Wed Oct 20, 1999 8:12pm
Subject: Re: Llangollen Museum of Art
  	
Elena Dierrian, blonde, 12 years old

Dear Miss Joans,

If I may, I would like very much to see the Museum of Art. I draw a little,
you see, and though my talent is small, I do enjoy looking at art. Does the
Museum house all manner of artistic works, such as painting and sculpture or
just one type of art? I suppose I shall find out when we visit the Museum.

Respectfully,

Elena Dierrian
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From: Tracey Austin <tracey_m_austin@xxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Thu Oct 21, 1999 2:55am
Subject: Tracey Gets Inebriated
  	
Breakfast. Tracey, as usual, has a ravenous appetite.
She devours her plate of food, washing it down with
glass after glass of her favorite beverage, apple
juice.

By her third glass of juice, she notices something a
little strange. The juice tastes "off". She looks
curiously at it. Maybe it is getting old or
something.

Then she starts feeling "funny". Light-headed and
woozy. All of a sudden, she begins to giggle.
Everything strikes her as funny! She makes faces at
her dining companions, who begin to giggle with her.

Several mistresses frown at the noisy girls. Miss
Veronica glares at them. Tracey catches Veronica's
eye and decides she needs a WORD with Miss Perfect
Prefect.

Tracey scoots her chair back with a loud
SQUEEEAAAKKKKK! and lists toward Miss Veronica's
chair. The brunette prefect is daintily sipping a
glass of orange juice.

"Mish Verooonica!" says Tracey.

Veronica looks at Tracey with narrowed eyes.

"MISH VEROON-ICA!" Tracey hollers, MUCH louder.

"Yes, what is it, Tracey?!" replies Veronica, with
more than a hint of irritation in her voice.

"Y'know your ORDER for me t' carry Thelma's books?
Well, you c'n jes' F'RGET it 'cuz I am NOT gonna do it
and you CAN'T make me! So dere!" declares Tracey,
loud enough for the entire dining room to hear.

For emphasis, the intoxicated youngster slaps Veronica
hard on the back, then zigzags back to her place,
bumping into chairs all the way.

--Tracey Marie Austin, 14, brunette



=====
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From: Tracey Austin <tracey_m_austin@xxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Thu Oct 21, 1999 3:01am
Subject: Re: Llangollen Museum of Art
  	
[Written BEFORE Yracey goes to breakfast and gets
intoxicated on the spiked apple juice!!]

Dear Miss Joans,

I would absolute love to accompany you to the
Llagollen Museum of Art on Friday. I really enjoy
art. At my previous school we were studying the Dutch
mistresses, like Rembrant.

I have not yet been able to participate in a trip off
the grounds, as I only arrived recently, so it would
be a great honor to be allowed to participate.

I promise to behave as befits an Avendale girl.
Oh--may my friend, Thelma Roberts, also go?

Yours truly,

Tracey Marie Austin


--Tracey Marie Austin, 14, brunette





=====
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From: <aaclinkinbeard@xxxxxxx.xxx>
Date: Thu Oct 21, 1999 5:05am
Subject: Lynette and Nikki
  	
Lynette finished her breakfast that includes several glasses
of apple juice. She walks over to Nikki and asks her if she
got her note. Nikki is not saying much so she asks again.
" I send you the darn note, and you will answer the question
now!" Nikki just continues to stare coldly at her. Lynette is
feeling a bit fortified. She carefully picks Nikki up and carries
her out of the room over her shoulder before anyone can stop her!

They make it to the outside of the room and Lynette just looks
directly in her eyes. "Why do you have to be so hard on me?
I love you! Can you not see that? I thought we had something
, but you have made it so worthless. A heartless blonde is a
crime against all that should be good and true and beautiful."
Saying that Lynette gives the delicate gold locket she bought
for Nikki. "Maybe this cold metal heart will remind you to have
one!" She then leaves and goes back to collect her books,
leaving Nikki alone in the cold hallway.
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From: ashleigh butler <ashleeigh_99@xxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Thu Oct 21, 1999 6:31am
Subject: Re: Miss Maitland
  	
> Dorothea Maitland, blonde
>
> Dear Ashleigh,
>
> Certainly you may write home for some things - but
> I am a little
> confused. What is the meaning of the word "father"
> and the curious pronoun
> (I suppose it is a pronoun) "him"?
>
> Dorothea Maitland

I am sorry, I guess I mean my brunette parent? Its
just a little nick name I have :)


=====
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From: Georgina de la Falaise <Tanya@xxxxxxxxxxxxxxx.xxxxxxxxx.xx.xxx>
Date: Thu Oct 21, 1999 7:11am
Subject: Georgina's Musical Visitors
  	
Tanya@c...


Georgina de la Falaise, blonde, 12 years of age


Georgina had asked Miss Darnelle, the music and choir Mistress, whether she might be allowed to use the music room piano for practising on. Miss Darnelle was more than happy for her to do so providing she promised to treat the piano with the same respect she might accord to her own piano at home. Thus Georgina had begun to use the piano quite regularly almost on a daily basis. She had to go and collect the keys from Miss Darnelles's study and then return them to her on the completion of her practice session.

On one particular afternoon, she had gone through her usual, rather tedious repertoire of scales, broken chords and finger exercises when she decided on a whim to play one of her favourite classical pieces by Johanna Bach. It was a piece she played extremely well and with not a small amount of feeling and expression. She was a little over half way through when suddenly the door opened and there stood three of her best friends, Malena Franklin, Elena Dierrian and Janet Dolan.

On seeing them all standing there, Georgina stopped mid-phrase and wished them a cheery good afternoon. Elena gave one of her lovely wide smiles and opined,

"Georgina, we,ve been standing listening outside the door and I really must say you play absolutely beautifully"

Georgina blushed as was her wont and replied,

"Well that's jolly nice of you to say so but i'm very average really. When I hear Katie Webster play, it makes me want to give up immediately"

Malena quickly retorted, " But you play just as well, may we come in and listen to you for a while?"

Georgina beckoned all three girls in and proceeded to finish the delightful piece she had been playing before they arrived. They sat quietly and broke into a round of spontaneous applause on completion of the piece.

Janet had an idea and decided to put it forward, "Georgina, could you play some of our favourite songs and we could all try and sing along?"

Georgina told them which ones she knew how to play and then once a choice had been made, they all started to sing, (harmonies included). When they had run out of songs they all knew, they decided that it was perhaps time to give the rest of the school a rest from their very high-spirited renditions.

Elena stood up, turned to the other three and said, "You know, all this singing reminds me, we never did get to have that gramophone party a few weeks ago. What say you lets go and find Miss Annalinde and ask her whether it might be possible to have it this weekend. I think enough water has passed onder the school bridge since the "sneak-out" incident for Miss Annalinde to look more kindly on our request. What say you ?"

All four girls were in complete agreement and excitedly exited the music room to go and try to find Miss Annalinde. They dropped off the keys to the music room then headed directly for Miss Annalinde's study.
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From: Thelma Roberts <greenwellies@h...>
Date: Thu Oct 21, 1999 8:40am
Subject: Re: Llangollen Museum of Art
  	
Dear Miss Joans,

Although I possess little in the way of artistic ability, it would be a
privilege if I could be among the girls who visit the Museum of Art this
Friday. I am sure it would broaden my horizons. My friend, Tracey Austin,
has also asked to go and she will pass along some of her insights to me as
we tour the Museum.

Respectfully,
Thelma Roberts
blonde, 14
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From: Natalie C. H. Tyler <destro@q...>
Date: Thu Oct 21, 1999 10:25am
Subject: Re: Llangollen Museum of Art
  	
Letter to Miss Joans, sent via Elektraspace from Miss Charlotte Throckmorton, br, a
probationary Mistress

My Dear Miss Joans,

Allow me to introduce myself. I am Charlotte Throckmorton, and I plan to
arrive at Avendale this evening after I bid "adea" to my sister and take the train
to Avenbridge Station. Through my ordinator and the marvels of Elektraspace, I have
learned of your trip tomorrow to the Llangollen Museum of Art.

I have long desired to visit this famed collection. I hope that you will be
able to include me amongst your number.

I am confident that you share my ideals about the value of educational and
artistic growth for all girls, both brunettes and blondes, and that we will have
many stimulating chats about our mission to educate and to discipline those young
minds and bodies entrusted to our care.

Thanking you in advance for your most kind consideration,


Charlotte Throckmorton (Miss)
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From: <Aphridite1@a...>
Date: Thu Oct 21, 1999 6:03am
Subject: Faux Pas
  	
Genevieve, 16, Blonde

Genevieve wondered what had gotten into Nikki, And why Nikki ignored her all
yesterday, even when she smiled her new found friend turned away. Genevieve
felt awful, almost in tears, because she could not figure out, how sitting
with Lynette, and her helping with Algebra could be so dreadfully
misconstrued! She hoped that she had not made a grievous breach of etiquette,
it wasn't as if she was flirting. And the last person she wanted to ask was
Lynette. Being seen with her was what had gotten her into trouble to begin
with.
Puzzled, she headed down for breakfast, and pondered absentmindedly while
drinking apple juice. Things just seemed to get fuzzier and fuzzier, this
apple juice was delicious! She found herself belching loudly..and giggling
madly ...she simply must get more of this wonderful juice. She drank 3 more
glasses and suddenly felt very sick. She ran out of the dining hall, and just
made it outside before she threw up, very neatly of course, so as to not muss
her uniform. She began to cry, and cry, and sank to the ground Indian style,
with her skirt hiked up a little too high. For some reason she did not seem
to care.
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From: <Aphridite1@a...>
Date: Thu Oct 21, 1999 6:09am
Subject: Re: Letter to Charlotte
  	
Genevieve Bouvier, 16, Blonde

Dear Shortcake,

I haven't had the pleasure of tea with Miss Jones. She is an excellent
teacher, and wonderfully clever. I must confess though, I find her
frightfully intimidating. I would never want to hand in my lessons late that
is for certain!

As for the rest of the mistresses, they are all quite good. Tip top and
smart, I must say. As for homesickness, I am an old hand at boarding schools.
My first one was at 12 years of age. You get used to it after a while. When
my mothers died, I went to live with my Brunette Auntie, who is oh so
practical. She decided it would serve me well to go to a more "traditional"
school, so that I could take my place in the family when I turn 18. I do from
time to time still miss my sweet blonde mum, and clever brunette mum. Auntie
has been wonderful though! I was not happy at first when Auntie Jessie told
me the news, although now I realize that Avendale is simple the best there
is, and it was a wise decision to send me here.
I know what you mean about Miss Maitland she is so elegant, and truly
beautiful. I have seen her around campus, and she looks sweet enough, I hear
she is frightfully handy with a cane, but only in extreme measures does she
cane girls. I hear if you keep your nose clean, she is all in all a good egg.
I will look forward to this weekend, going to the pictures, and maybe if we
go early enough, we can go to Delmonte's Soda fountain. I hear they have
wonderful sodas and malts. Well, I must go now.

XO!
Genevieve
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From: Charlotte Greene <carlottagreene@h...>
Date: Thu Oct 21, 1999 10:40am
Subject: Re: Concerned about Veronica
  	
Charlotte Greene, 14, brunette

Dear Veronica

It was very kind of you to offer to hear my confessions anytime. I have
indeed heard of your reputation but your sweet letter seems to contradict
that terrifying spectre somewhat. You say that your purpose is not just as
an adminastrator of discipline but also as a general help to us all. That is
a lovely thing, but you are only sixteen and it seems very limited. Do you
manage to have any time for yourself or time for fun, not just a life
dedicated to serving others?

Also it must be dreadfully tiring and stressful and I wonder how you like to
relax - are you coming on the Art trip, for example? I don't mean so that
you can keep all the girls in line, but just for pure enjoyments' sake...

Yours worriedly

Charlotte Greene
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From: Charlotte Greene <carlottagreene@h...>
Date: Thu Oct 21, 1999 11:20am
Subject: Re: Plans with Genevieve
  	
Charlotte Greene, 14, brunette

Dear Genevieve

I do LOVE your name - it is so chivalrous and romantic. I think your mothers
must have known that you would make them proud when you were born and I am
just so sorry they are not around to see you now. You are terribly brave and
it makes me ashamed to think that I could ever complain of homesickness
after everything you've been through.

I am very excited about going to the pictures on Saturday, especially as not
only is it with YOU but it also follows an excursion with Miss Joans on
Friday - a double treat! School has really been very jolly since I arrived,
everyone is so nice even the reputedly nasty Veronica. She wrote me a
slightly odd letter which said I could confess my misdemeanours to her
ANYTIME which I thought was both funny and tragic at the same time. Tragic
because she seems to be so tied up with her duty that she doesn't seem to
have much fun (unless, could it be that paddling small girls is her fun?)
and funny because I can't imagine at the moment ever willingly putting
myself in her quote "hard" hands. Wouldn't it be better, if I really needed
to get something off my chest, to go to a nice blond mistress or have I got
the wrong end of the stick again? Anyhow it was very nice of her to write to
me, especially as she is a prefect.

Sodas are an excellent plan! I've never been into the town before so I'm
looking forward to seeing it and having a bit of an wander around.
Delmonte's sounds great - do they play music there and can we dance a bit?
That is one of my favourite things but I'm not sure if it is frowned upon
here. They positively encouraged it at my last school - it was part of our
freedom of expression, but that is not necessarily an Avendale ethos. Gosh
I'm sorry to keep asking all these questions, I am still so green. Ho ho
green Greene. Silly shortcake!

See you later
Love
Charlotte x
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From: Malena Franklin <malena43@h...>
Date: Thu Oct 21, 1999 5:17am
Subject: Re: Llangollen Museum of Art
  	
Dear Miss Joans

I would happily join You to the museum if I may......
(My only problem my blazer still not clean)

Respectfully
Malena Franklin 12 brunette
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From: <Kitten1776@a...>
Date: Thu Oct 21, 1999 8:24am
Subject: Re: Llangollen Museum of Art
  	
Miss Joans,

I should very much like to visit the Museum of Art, as you have piqued my
interest in the subject.

Alexis Harrington, blonde, 15
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From: <Kitten1776@a...>
Date: Thu Oct 21, 1999 8:44am
Subject: Re: Tracey Gets Inebriated
  	
In a message dated 10/21/99 3:54:48 AM Eastern Daylight Time,
tracey_m_austin@y... writes:

<< For emphasis, the intoxicated youngster slaps Veronica
hard on the back, then zigzags back to her place,
bumping into chairs all the way. >>

Alexis, having had her own fair share of apple juice that morning, sat
sipping at her fourth or fifth glass (she's not sure which), when she felt a
THUD at her back, causing her to spill her drink down the front of her
uniform. Angrily she turned to find a brunette of about her own age
struggling to walk behind her.

Jumping up to face the culprit, Alexis shouted "Look what you've done!", as
she gave the brunette girl a shove that sent her onto the table right behind
her.

Struggling to right herself, the brunette lunged for Alexis. A group of
mystified girls surrounded the two as they ended up rolling over one another
on the floor fighting. Soon excited shouts of the bystanders filled the air
as the two contenders continued their fight.

"You ruined my uniform, you wench!" shouted the blonde Alexis, as she landed
a punch to the brunette.

"I didn't do anything!" retaliated the brunette as she got the upper hand and
pinned Alexis to the floor.

Just then, Miss Veronica broke through the excited crowd and stood towering
over the two girls...


Alexis Harrington, blonde, 15
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From: Kadorienne <kadorian@b...>
Date: Thu Oct 21, 1999 2:14pm
Subject: Re: Concerned about Veronica
  	
Dear Charlotte,

It is very sweet of you to worry about me. In fact, I think that other girls do
not worry about me very often! And you are right, it can be tiring to be
constantly disciplining the other girls. Sometimes my right arm is so sore that
I have to give spankings with my left!

And I do have to worry a good deal about other girls. For instance, there is one
girl here who is a dreadful bully. Most of the girls are simply avoiding her,
but as prefect, it is my duty to try to reform her. And while her behavior has
improved a great deal of late, I know that, as a sage authoress once put it, it
will take several coats to varnish her.

But even though it is hard work, it is also very rewarding. The girls like to
tell "horror stories" about me, but in fact I have a very good relationship with
most of them. Most of them respect the Golden Order as I do, and so they respect
me as its arbiter. And I find it wonderful to see a girl who was formerly
degrading herself with unbecoming behavior come into line with her true inner
light and become a better girl.

I do relax when I have the chance. I have a few good friends, like Janet Dolan
and Carrie Veleda-Binks and Elena Elaryn, and we often go to the soda fountain
in Avenbridge on the weekends, and of course I go to the cinema with everyone
else on Saturday nights.

As for the Art Museum, I will of course be going, and I fancy I won't have to
keep order myself, as there will be several mistresses there. Most of the girls
behave for Miss Joans, too, because she is, well, rather quick-tempered with
girls who show disrespect for art. Always be attentive to her.

Oh, and I'm not the only disciplinarienne at Avendale, by any means! Though
right now I do seem to be doing the lioness' share of it. There is Annalinde,
our blonde prefect, who is very skilled at wielding canes and paddles even if
she is a blonde. And of course the mistresses all administer discipline. If you
or any other girl feels the need for discipline, Annalinde or most of the
mistresses would be as happy to offer it as I am.

Yours in friendship,

Veronica Bellemont, brunette, almost 16
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From: <MissJoans@b...>
Date: Thu Oct 21, 1999 2:13pm
Subject: Llangollen Museum of Art
  	
To all Avendale pupils:

Several of you girls have written asking if you could be included in the visit
to the Llangollen Museum of Art. My darling girls, you do not seem to understand.
You are all *required* to visit the Museum, and while we are there I shall assign
essays to you as well. Only mistresses have the option of choosing whether or
not they wish to go, but any who wish to are quite welcome, as I believe that
anyone can benefit from exposure to Art.

Many of you have also asked if the trip to the Museum is intended to be an IRC
lesson. It is not, though I shall be teaching an IRC class in the future.
Tomorrow morning I will give more details about the museum trip.

Anyone whose uniform is not in perfect order has today to repair the lack, or
tomorrow evening to be caned. I hope that I have made myself clear. We must show
our respect for Art in our dress for a visit to a Museum.

Yours in Art,


Miss Elizabeth Joans, blonde, mistress
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From: Kadorienne <kadorian@b...>
Date: Thu Oct 21, 1999 2:28pm
Subject: The Apple Juice Caper
  	
Several girls watched wide-eyed as Tracey thumped Veronica on the back
after shouting her impudent words. One or two might have been impressed
at her defiance of the fearsome prefect, but most thought her more
foolish than brave.

Veronica's cheeks were flaming. That rough brunette Suzanne asked in a
tone that just missed being taunting, "Aren't you going to thrash her,
Miss Veronica?"

It was clear that Veronica was angry, but she reined herself in. "I'd
say it's the apple jack talking. Go tell the cook what's going on,
Suzanne. Janet, go find Miss Maitland." Suzanne rose reluctantly to do
as she was bid. Janet left briskly, eager to be of service to her
mentor.

Within moments, a flock of adults had poured into the dining hall. The
cook was taking the apple juice dispenser away, loudly declaring what
she would do to the culprit when she was discovered. Several mistresses,
with the help of the school nurse, were herding the inebriated girls to
the infirmary, but many of the girls were resisting. Veronica could only
watch as the normally orderly dining hall turned almost chaotic. The
sober girls were sitting quiet and wide-eyed in their seats, secretly
enjoying the spectacle. Ariadne had consumed so much apple juice that
she had to be almost carried to the infirmary, a need which several
brunettes volunteered to fulfil.

Miss Maitland stopped by Veronica's table. All the girls at the table
rose respectfully. "Who do you think is behind this, Veronica?"

The prefect considered. "Well, miss, it looks to me like something
Jinjur would have thought up, except that she's been so good ever since
the hair dye incident."

"Perhaps the effects of the consequences of that incident have worn
off," Miss Maitland said dryly. "I shall summon her to my study. Do you
have any other suspects?"

Veronica looked around, considering. "There are other naughty girls,
miss, but most of them aren't so... creative."

"True. Especially since Angela graduated." With that, Miss Maitland
turned away. She paused at Jinjur's table to instruct the girl to report
to her in half an hour before rejoining the mistresses who were still
coaxing the intoxicated girls in the direction of the infirmary.

"Why in Dea's name didn't I become a zookeeper," she muttered to
herself.

Veronica Bellemont, brunette, almost 16
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From: Nicola - 3rd Year Avendale <skoolgirl@s...>
Date: Thu Oct 21, 1999 4:57pm
Subject:
  	
Nicola Bradford 14 Blonde


After a fitful disturbed nights sleep Nikki rose early washed, dressed and spent sometime before breakfast sitting on the side of her bed once again grappled with Grammar. It was with relief she joined the other girls trooping down to the dinning room for breakfast for she was hungry. Nikki spent an uneasy breakfast attempting to avoid looking at either Lynette or Genevieve and it was a relief when the rumpus breakfast became started. At first she had no idea what was happening putting Genevieve's shocking manors down to 'her being that type of blonde' although it soon became apparent that there was something else what she knew not. It appeared that several girls were acting like Great Aunt Selina had at Christmas but there was no sherry here, most odd. Nikki joined the unaffected girl quickly ushered from the room by Miss Veronica, oh the embarrassment the shame she was *caught* by a very loud Lynette who Nikki attempted to ignore just as her guardian had ignored Great Aunt Selina, Lynette was not so easily ignored and garbled something about answering her question , then to a confused and startled Nikki she had practically ordered *her* to answer the question, but what question? oh and then the embarrassment, being picked up like that in front of everyone.


Frozen to the spot quiet alone now she stared at the delicate crafted gold locket sitting in her hand and attempted to make sense of what had happened. Her mind raced from strand to strand what had the letter really said? she raced to the dorm and frantically tried to put the fragments fished from the bin together oh it was impossible, flinging herself on the pieces trying to think. Lynette had *told* her she loved her, Nikki had so longed for Lynette to kiss her after she carried her away, what did it mean? what was she going to do? The bell rang for assembly where a number of girls were absent including Lynette and then on to a mornings lessons. Lunch time still no Lynette, afternoon lessons ; hockey, yuck ,it was cold and far to physical besides Nikki just needed to know what had Lynette *meant*, did she really love her? Relief at the final whistle, she had managed to avoid the mud and a bruising from carelessly wielded hockey sticks, a bath and change as she touched the delicate gold locket through the material of her blouse she really must find Lynette.
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From: <Aphridite1@a...>
Date: Thu Oct 21, 1999 1:16pm
Subject: Re: Plans with Genevieve
  	
Genevieve Bouvier, 16, Blonde

Dear Shortcake,

I am very flattered you love my name. You are simply adorable! And my dear
homesickness is quite normal, think nothing of it! Thank you so much for your
flattery, you are quite good at it I must say. You truly are as sweet as your
name.
I have not had the pleasure of meeting her, but I have noticed her in the
school halls. I must confess, although Veronica is a stunning specimen of a
Brunette, I do think she is much too caught up in her duties. She will make
someone a superb catch someday. Very level headed and practical...and oh so
boring. I hope I wind up marrying someone interesting, when the time comes. I
think you have the discipline all backwards, or from what I understand. The
Brunette Prefect can punish all the girls, Blonde and Brunette alike, but The
Blonde Prefect cannot. Brunettes are supposed to be the more level headed,
well more so than us Blondes, and are to set an example for us Blondes.
However, between us, some of these blondes would be simply helpless without a
level headed brunette around.
May I confide in you? I was sitting with Lynette during Study hour, and now
Nikki won't talk to me. It was so innocent, I was just having her help me
with my Algebra. I looked up and Nikki was positively white! Lynette gave me
a note to give to her, and I went to explain things, and it was as if she
didn't hear me at all! She won't talk to me or even look at me. I can't
imagine what's wrong. Did I make some Faux Pas that I have no knowledge of? I
don't want to talk to Lynette about it because that's how all the trouble
started in the first place. What should I do? I don't want Nikki to be angry
with me. You and Nikki were the first people I met, and I so want to make a
good impression. I don't want anyone to get the idea that I am a "Brunette
Stealer."
Yes, the picture show should be great fun. I hear there is a place in town
where we can dance called Maria's Soda Fountain. It is frowned upon by the
school, but if we keep quiet, I don't see how a bit of dancing to the latest
Rock 'n Roll should hurt. I mean it isn't out of bounds or anything, I just
think this should stay between us. I was quite the dancer at my old school,
and would love to dance, it's been such a long time. We could always skip the
picture show and dance if you would like.
I am also new, so your questions do not seem silly to me at all. And now I
must go, I have a beastly headache from the "Apple Jack." I have to say
though, what a tip top prank! Whoever did this prank really through the
school into utter chaos. I managed to crawl in a most unladylike manner, to
the infirmary. All the beastly brunettes were busy fawning over that Ariadne
girl, so I had to fend for myself. I thought Brunettes were supposed to be
chivalrous in this school. Chivalrous indeed! Good night sweet shortcake,
pleasant dreams.

Love and Hugs,
Genevieve
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From: <leslie7@h...>
Date: Wed Oct 20, 1999 9:01pm
Subject: to carlotta and others--cricket
  	
My Dear Carlotta,

It was most enjoyable having you stop by for tea. I was happy too
that you drink it strong as I do. Your mum's shortcake was a delight.
In northern Culveria, that confection is a special summer treat so it
brought all my fondest memories of lovely summers back to me.

Summers make me think of your showing an interest in cricket. I would like
to take you up on gathering your friends here to engage in some practise
in the nets. I know that the school has some bats and balls and stumps so
perhaps you might speak to the prefects and have them suggest a good time
for this exercise. I will consider myself lucky to bowl a few overs without
being blasted off the pitch for sixes with abandon--and I did used to cherish
all my maidens.

I gather that some of the girls find me "scary." I assume that means that I
inspire some natural fear by dint of being in a position of authority, albeit
limited. Education does seem to stir such feelings, however exciting the process
of learning new thoughts and knowledge may be. Avendale is such an admirable
institution because of the respect for learning but also the respect for the
individuals here, respect which manifests itself in the form of discipline.
I know that the girls may be frightened by the prospect but most are brave when
put to the test. Surely you are. The example of my esteemed colleague, Miss Joans,
inspires me to greater effort. Vissi d'arte, as Tosca sang: she lives for Art.

Let me know when you will all be ready to meet me on the pitch. As I said, I
think the prefects are best situated to select the proper time.

Cordially,

Miss Jones
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From: <leslie7@h...>
Date: Thu Oct 21, 1999 8:12am
Subject: music to my ears
  	
Miss Jones walked back to her rooms with a pleasant glow on her
cheeks. It was a lovely autumn day and the sun had been shining
and all her thoughts were about how much it seemed like Culveria,
the part she was from, where the autumn was the most glorious
time of the year, replete with the yellows, red, and oranges of
all the hardwoods, but especially the maples. It made her recall
that blonde mum had written and promised to ship a gallon of
their own maple syrup which would be the first sign of spring
after the hard winters there.

And then she heard this entrancing music, the sound of a piano
echoing from an adjoining wing. It was Bach, of course, and Miss
Jones stopped to try to think of when she had last had the luxury
of hearing such superb playing. It made her think of Anne-Marie,
her flatmate who practised so long and hard, and now was playing
professionally but so so far away. But then several of the girls
appeared, and she smiled and greeted them and asked who had been
playing so beautifully.

"Oh Miss Jones," Elena cried out, "you cannot imagine how
marvelously Georgina plays!"

Georgina blushed but only slightly. "Why Georgina, you have such
a delightful gift," Miss Jones exclaimed. "And you play at such a
level that you understand without anyone telling you that you
need to practice. And so you did. And so we all got to enjoy it."

"Are you musical, Miss Jones?" the blonde ventured to inquire.

"Yes, Georgina, I did play the violin for a long time but I've
been away from it and am wretchedly rusty now. But hearing you
made me long to find someone who would tolerate me as second in
the Bach Double sometime. That might awaken my impulse along
with hearing someone play so nicely as you do."

Miss Jones told the girls she needed to be getting back to her
rooms to finish grading some papers, so she left them still
exulting over Georgina's pleasant interlude.
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From: <michelegirl@m...>
Date: Thu Oct 21, 1999 6:11pm
Subject: Re: a collision
  	
Michele Lea, age 13, brunette.

Michele shifts uncomfortably on the hard wooden chair as she sat before
Veronica Bellmont. Her bottom still stinging badly from seven strokes
of the paddle delivered by the prefect, who now sits across from her
calmly making small talk. Michele can't help but wonder how Veronica
can talk so cheerfully to the person whom she just punnished, it is as
if it never happened! She likes her though and imagines that she'd like
to be friends, and though Veronica would always be superior, it would be
as if she were the older sister that she always wished she'd had.

...Veronica says: "Have you met Janet Dolan? She is your age.

Michele: No Miss, I have only met a few girls, Sabrina greeted me at the
curb the day my mother dropped me off here at school, but I have not seen
her for a few days. I've also met Genevieve Bouvier, and we went to
Charlotte's room to have shortcake, which she was so nice to share with us."
"...and I had just slipped her a thank you note under her door when I
knocked into you." Michele adds with a blush.

After a little more talk Veronica sees Michele to the door. As she is walking
back to the brunettes dorm, Michele's bottom is still very sore. She is quite
humiliated as she thinks of herself lying across Veronica's desk, as the
15 year old hit her with stroke after stroke with the paddle. She had NO
choice but to lay there and take it! Her mother was right, this school will
show her discipline...and apparently will make her feel it as well...
She arrives at her dorm and goes into the bathroom, pulling down her knickers,
she sees two bright red cheeks, quite warm to the touch. She can't imagine how
she took it so well, and will be sleeping on her tummy tonight...
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From: <michelegirl@m...>
Date: Thu Oct 21, 1999 6:12pm
Subject: Re: a collision
  	
Michele Lea, age 13, brunette.

Michele shifts uncomfortably on the hard wooden chair as she sat before
Veronica Bellmont. Her bottom still stinging badly from seven strokes
of the paddle delivered by the prefect, who now sits across from her
calmly making small talk. Michele can't help but wonder how Veronica
can talk so cheerfully to the person whom she just punnished, it is as
if it never happened! She likes her though and imagines that she'd like
to be friends, and though Veronica would always be superior, it would be
as if she were the older sister that she always wished she'd had.

...Veronica says: "Have you met Janet Dolan? She is your age.

Michele: No Miss, I have only met a few girls, Sabrina greeted me at the
curb the day my mother dropped me off here at school, but I have not seen
her for a few days. I've also met Genevieve Bouvier, and we went to
Charlotte's room to have shortcake, which she was so nice to share with us."
"...and I had just slipped her a thank you note under her door when I
knocked into you." Michele adds with a blush.

After a little more talk Veronica sees Michele to the door. As she is walking
back to the brunettes dorm, Michele's bottom is still very sore. She is quite
humiliated as she thinks of herself lying across Veronica's desk, as the
15 year old hit her with stroke after stroke with the paddle. She had NO
choice but to lay there and take it! Her mother was right, this school will
show her discipline...and apparently will make her feel it as well...
She arrives at her dorm and goes into the bathroom, pulling down her knickers,
she sees two bright red cheeks, quite warm to the touch. She can't imagine how
she took it so well, and will be sleeping on her tummy tonight...
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From: michele L <michelegirl@m...>
Date: Thu Oct 21, 1999 6:19pm
Subject: Re: Llangollen Museum of Art
  	
Michele Lea, 13, brunette.

Dear Miss Elizabeth,

Would you please allow me to accompany you to the art museum. I have a great love for art and photography and promise to be on my best behavior.

Sincerely,
Michele Lea
--
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From: michele L <michelegirl@m...>
Date: Thu Oct 21, 1999 6:39pm
Subject: Re: Tracey Gets Inebriated
  	
Michele, brused bottom and all, witnesses Tracey's spectacle with Miss Veronica. Her head spinning from the funny tasting juice, laughs with a mouthfull of the liquid, spattering it all over the blond sitting across from her. She does not know who it is, but the reaction from the rest of the table told her that she may have soaked the wrong person! The blond rises,
her hair, face, and shirt dripping with juice...
Miss Veronica meanwhile, heard the loud laugh and shifts her glare from Tracey to Michele. Michele instantly sobers up and wishes she could be invisible...

Michele Lea, age 13, brunette.
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From: Nicola - 3rd Year Avendale <skoolgirl@xxxxxx.xxxxxxxxx.xx.xxx>
Date: Thu Oct 21, 1999 6:41pm
Subject: tomorrow
  	
Nicola Bradford 14 Blonde

Refreshed from her bath Nikki took extra care to make herself presentable, however she envisaged a problem, how was she going to get Lynette alone? As Nikki returned to her dorm to dress Cassandra Brayne called her over, the quiet bookish blonde gestured with her hand inviting Nikki to inspect her handiwork. There on the small desk pieced together was Lynette's letter Nikki scanned the contents avidly as Cassandra apologized for her intrusion explaining that she had noticed Nikki struggling earlier with the pieces and she had always found puzzles jolly challenging and would Nikki please forgive her? Nikki hugged her surprising benefactor as the contents of letter echoed through her mind, Lynette did love her. Thanking Cassandra for being so kind and assuring her that her intentions were perceived as honorable and the act of a true friend. Making her apologies to her surprising new chum Nikki went of in search of Lynette, as she searched the surprisingly quiet common rooms and library Nikki knew she would have to throw herself on Lynette's mercy and explain the whole silly thing including the laddered stockings which would mean five strokes, well perhaps she would omit that part. Search as she might Nikki could not locate Lynette, as the bell for tea rang she decided to skip tea and elected to seek Lynette in the gardens. It was a cold afternoon and there were few others girls in the gardens, Nikki could see in the distance some of the younger brunettes searching for conkers but no sign of Lynette and night was fast approaching and there was a stack of homework to be completed. Unhappily Nikki returned to her dorm realizing that her own silly actions had created a drama from something probably innocent oh why hadn't Lynette kissed her when she had carried her away this morning? perhaps it was all to late? As she settled down with Cassandra to complete her geography homework, Nikki looked up at the window, curtains as yet un-drawn, the cold rain beating down in the darkness outside, thinking almost aloud not realizing the subconscious plagiarism she was making 'I'll think of it all tomorrow, Tomorrow I'll think of a way to get her back. After all, tomorrow is another day'.
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From: <Elaryn@xxx.xxx>
Date: Thu Oct 21, 1999 5:42pm
Subject: Apple Juice and Other Follies
  	
Elena Dierrian, blonde, 12 years old

There was something "off" about the apple juice that morning. Elena could
not quite tell what, but it did not taste like normal apple juice -- that
much was certain. She hesitantly took another small sip. The stuff tingled
as it slipped down her throat, warming her all the way to her tummy.
Ariadne, sitting not too far from Elena, was giggling effusively, her fair,
pretty face flushed a deep pink. She declared, in tones so unlike her usual,
silvery voice, that this was the best apple juice she had *ever* tasted.
Seeing Elena's curious gaze, the blonde Senior giggled wildly and declared,
"Bottoms up, my dear. O, but the apple juice is divine this morning -- truly
nectar from Olympus!"

Elena took another careful sip. "It-it tastes so odd."

Meanwhile, Tracey Austin, a 14-year-old brunette who had plainly had more of
the strange, new apple juice than she could handle, was on her feet and
verbally accosting the brunette prefect, Veronica Bellemont, about the matter
of Thelma Roberts' books. Ariadne was having *quite* a lovely time, for she
was laughing out loud, instead of merely giggling, and favouring the
gathering with a performance of the Avendale School Anthem. A couple of
other blondes chimed in, their voices weaving in and out of Ariadne's
soprano. Elena raised her glass for another sip. My, how good it tasted,
and how it warmed her inside. All of a sudden, Elena started to grin, then
to giggle. Why...it was suddenly clear why Ariadne was laughing so. The
world was suddenly a hilarious place, and everyone in it, a clown. She
finished off her glass and poured herself another. The second glass was
finished in three gulps. My, how fuzzy the world suddenly looked, yet there,
through the haze, was Miss Annalinde, who looked very concerned and was
consulting with Miss Maitland and Miss Veronica. Poor Ariadne had slumped to
the table, asleep. My, but Miss Annalinde looked especially pretty this
morning! What was that term Brunette Mummy had used when speaking of Blonde
Mummy? Ah yes -- 'a delectable confection -- good enough to eat.' Miss
Annalinde was a 'Delectable Confection, Good Enough to Eat.' And what did
Brunette Mummy do when she caught Blonde Mummy looking so...delicious? Why,
she kissed her, of course! Elena stood, suddenly feeling the effects of the
apple jack. Her knees felt like rubber, and the room spun, and her head felt
light, and everything seemed warm and rosy and comfortable. She ambled up to
Miss Annalinde as best her wobbly knees would carry her.

"Oh, Elena!" said Annalinde in surprise, feeling the younger girl's hand upon
her forearm. Seeing Elena's face, which wore an uncharacteristically broad
grin, Annalinde groaned inwardly. "Here's another one for the Infirmary,
Miss Maitland."

Elena suddenly reached up and kissed Miss Annalinde full on the mouth,
intending to do just as Brunette Mummy did with Blonde Mummy. Now, of
course, Elena was but 12 years old, and Annalinde was 16 and, though Elena
was tall for her age, Annalinde was several inches taller, so the effect was
not at all what Elena pictured it would be, but it certainly caught Miss
Annalinde (not to mention Miss Veronica and Miss Maitland) by surprise. In
fact, poor Annalinde was so surprised, she quite lost her footing and toppled
backward, carrying Elena with her. Elena then raised her head from
Annalinde's and declared, "Mish Annalindey, you are a collectible
defec-shion, and I love you madly! '0, how much more doth beauty beauteoush
sheem; By that shweet ornament which truth doth give! The Rose looksh fair,
but fairer we it deem; For that shweet odour which doth in it live,'" quoted
the now-quite-inebriated child. Quickly, but gently, Miss Maitland and
Veronica lifted Elena from Annalinde, who stood carefully and straightened
her uniform. Elena tittered and looked up at brunette prefect and Mistress
with a wide, idiotic grin. "Mish Veronica ish pertty, too....pertty, pertty,
pertty....! Ev'ryone ish pertty! All the pert-ty ladiesh....!"

"Oh dear," said Miss Maitland. "Get this child to the Infirmary at once."

"Please, Miss..." came a most unexpected voice. Prefects and Mistress turned
to see Cynthia Terwillinger standing quietly behind them.

"Yes, Cynthia," said Veronica, who did not wish to deal with a drunken
Cynthia, along with everyone else. She noted, though, that Cynthia's eyes
seemed clear and her demeanor, quite calm.

"I can help...that is, may I assist you? I can take Elena to the infirmary,
if you want me to."

Annalinde and Veronica exchanged looks; Veronica nodded. "That's a splendid
idea, Cynthia. Escort the little lady to the infirmary, then come on back
and help with anyone else. We have to unravel this mystery quickly."
Cynthia nodded and gently took Elena by the arm to guide her out of the
dining room.
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From: Natalie C. H. Tyler <destro@xx.xxxx>
Date: Thu Oct 21, 1999 10:37pm
Subject: Miss Throckmorton arrives
  	
Letter from Miss Charlotte Throckmorton, br, to her sister, Olivia (br)

My Dear Sister,

I know that we kissed each other with full soraral tenderness but
this morning, however I know that you are eager, nay anxious, to learn
of my trip and my situation. First allow me to assure you that the trip
was most pleasant but did not make any great impressions upon me until I
caught a glimpse of the waters of the beauteous Riven Aven flowing near
the train. I poked my head out the window agog to take in all the
splendour on this autumnal day of magnificent "mists and mellow
fruitfulness," as one of my beloved Romantic poets would call it. I
reflected of course on the great pleasures of teaching great literature,
from the period of the Renaissance through the end of the nineteenth
century to the discerning and intelligent girls of Avendale.

Arriving at the Station, with such enthusiasm and excitement I
barely noticed the delightful town of Avenbridge.
The school grounds are truly splendid and my eyes feasted upon so many
diversions, I cannot tell you. Lovely buildings, a splendid Bell Tower,
but most enthralling for me, a sea of grey and maroon blazers and neat
boaters which adorned the rosy cheeked blondes and brunettes of
Avendale. Now that the roses have quite left my own cheeks, having
celebrated my fifty-fourth birthday last month (remember how we did
laugh over the champagne!), I more than ever appreciate the sight of
girls just beginning to bloom. I cannot describe to you the delicacy of
their young figures striding about the grounds with such academic
purpose. My heart leapt up!

My accommodations are quite as satisfactory as could be imagined
and the enchanting portresses from the train delivered every one of my
cartons of books and my delicate gramophone and musical long-playing
albums without one scratch, without one hitch. My suite of rooms offers
such a generous array of book-shelf space that any trepidations I might
have entertained about a paucity of room were immediately put to rest.
I unpacked, arranged my hundreds of books, and settled down for a
soothing cup of Countess Grey tea and a digestive biscuit.

I must confess to you a little secret, Olivia, which I know that
you will understand well. Our Headmistress, Miss Maitland, is a
blonde. You know that nothing gives me greater pleasure than working
under the supervision of an intelligent blonde. Not only is she
strikingly intelligent, she is delightfully sympathetic. My heart
verily performed cartwheels of ecstasy when I met her, but I was able, I
think, [I hope!] to conceal my excitement under a mask of
imperturbability as I thanked her for her gracious greeting.

I will write and tell you more as I meet the other Mistresses and,
of course, the girls. I wonder which will become my bright, particular
pet, the star who enlivens my dreams? All will unfold itself and as you
know, I never keep secrets from you, so you will be the first to hear.

The other Mistresses sound as if they will be heavenly to work
with. It is always good to know that there are other brunettes with
whom I can consult. Miss Jones, the other Literature Mistress,
evidently has a collection of books that rivals or ever surpasses mine
so I am most interested in meeting her. Miss Joans, the Arts Mistress
(isn't that a queer way that their names are so similar and yet so
different, Olivia? I know it will make you smile) is also someone I am
excited to meet. Miss Prism is an authority on language and I
anticipate many professional chats with her. But there is some
immediately exciting news. Tomorrow Miss Joans is leading a field trip
to the Llangollen Museum of Fine Arts and I intend to join the group.
It should be a great way to meet some of the pupils without outside of
the classroom. I am most heartily looking forward to this trip. What
larks!

My dear Olivia, I must put down my pen and attend to my nocturnal
ablutions. I will write to you again very soon. In the meantime I
anticipate dreams to be filled with rosy-cheeks and those toothsome grey
and maroon blazers.

Your loving sister,

Charlotte Throckmorton
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From: Georgina de la Falaise <Tanya@xxxxxxxxxxxxxxx.xxxxxxxxx.xx.xxx>
Date: Fri Oct 22, 1999 5:32am
Subject: Welcome to Miss Throckmorton
  	
Tanya@c...


Georgina de la Falaise, blonde, 12 years of age


Dear Miss Throckmorton,

Miss Veronica informed me that a new Mistress had arrived and I just wanted to write welcoming you to our happy school. There is always an atmosphere of excitement around Avendale's corridors when word gets out that a new Mistress has arrived.

I do so hope you enjoy a long, happy and fulfilling stay here and I look forward greatly to perhaps attending your classes in the near future.

Respectfully Yours,

Georgina de la Falaise
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From: <MissJoans@b...>
Date: Fri Oct 22, 1999 8:06am
Subject: Llangollen Museum of Art
  	
Hello, girls. I believe that everyone is here. And Miss Jones, Miss Throckmorton,
how good to see you both. I shall call roll.

(roll is called, and all girls are present)

Excellent. Now we may proceed. Remember, you are all to be on your best behavior.

Each of you is to choose one of the paintings we shall look at and write a short
essay on it. At the Museum, there is a postbox where you may submit your essays
to me. You may turn them in at any time between now and the end of October. I
asked two of the girls to write me essays in advance to give you all some idea
of what I am looking for. They are posted at the Museum, and the best essays
from you girls shall also be posted at the Museum for all visitors to read.

Is everypette ready? Good. Now, girls, let us all proceed to the Llangollen
Museum of Art at http://belladonna.org/llangollen.html.

Miss Elizabeth Joans, blonde, mistress
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From: Malena Franklin <malena43@h...>
Date: Fri Oct 22, 1999 2:34am
Subject: Re: Concerned about Veronica
  	
Dear Miss Veronica
I would like to give You a big bouquet of flowers. I feel You are acting as
our heart and nave here in school and i felt much when You wrote and told
about getting tired of disciplining and writing all punishments out.
I just want to say I am very glad You are our prefect and that Your work
means so much to us and that we should think of Your advice of
turning directly to mistresses or to Miss Annalinde too.
I hope mistresses lay out homework for us and also control result.
I miss real life lessons on IRC and would like them to take place soon.
Maybe mistresses should give collective work to be done on certain time?
Then deal with homework and poor performances or lack of work
or praise good work.
Midterm grades another idea......Maybe on account of participation...
and behaviour and performances....
Could be very realistic if done in serious way.....
My love and wishes for You too feel not only obliged to answer all writing
but also enjoying it Miss Veronica and in right dose.
Hugs and much respect from

malena Franklin 12 brunette
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From: Kadorienne <kadorian@b...>
Date: Fri Oct 22, 1999 11:40am
Subject: Re: Concerned about Veronica
  	
Dear Malena,

Why, thank you for the flowers, dear! That was so sweet of you. You know, those
of us whose duty it is to look after others often forget that we need to be
looked after ourselves. *All* of us need this; it is part of the Golden Order
ordained by Dea.

Certainly I like being prefect. Fear not, I have no intention of abandoning you
girls. It is so rewarding to know I have helped girls to conform to their own
inner light. And I wouldn't turn away a girl who needed me to guide her,
discipline her or anything else, of course! But there is simply so much work to
do in the line of discipline that I cannot do *all* of it myself.

You know, it seems to be almost a fashion at Avendale for new girls to be
frightened with wildly exaggerated stories about my fearsome strictness. Oh, I
am strict, I think, but some of the new girls seem to believe that I'm a
fire-breathing ogress. I think some of them have to test me just to see if I'm
really as much a monster as they've heard. And of course I'm not!

I understand that there will be some more IRC lessons in the future. As for
homework, I'm sure you noticed that we all have to write essays for Miss Joans
now. Well, actually, I already wrote mine.

Sincerely,

Veronica Bellemont, brunette, almost 16
757
	

From: Natalie C. H. Tyler <destro@q...>
Date: Fri Oct 22, 1999 0:32pm
Subject: Re: Miss Throckmorton writes to Georgina
  	
My Dear Georgina,

Thank you so very much for your kind note. I appreciate it
enormously. You must be a very energetic and very conscientious young
blonde to have thought of sending me a note of greeting amidst the
excitement of the Museum outing and the very unfortunate experiences
that I have heard of that occured at breakfast yesterday. I was
concerned that some of the girls might wake today even still
incapacitated by the excesses of superannuated apple juice. I hope, my
dear child, that you were not amongst the victims of that apple juice
gone awry!

Please feel free to visit me in my study. At four o'clock I
usually have an assortment of biscuits and a pot of Countess Grey tea
brewing to offer to any pupils who wish to discuss their academic plans
and progress or who wish guidance from the hands and the heart of one
who cherishes discipline, discernment, and duty.

Yours sincerely,

Miss Throckmorton, br
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From: Natalie C. H. Tyler <destro@q...>
Date: Fri Oct 22, 1999 0:44pm
Subject: Re: Letter to Miss Joans
  	

My Dear Miss Joans,
I am writing to thank you for the opportunity to visit the splendid Llangollen
Museum of Art. What a smashing and inspirational way to commence my first full day
at Avendale.

The Museum is such a great tribute to the magnificent blonde and brunette who
lived at Llangollen some decades ago. I hope that all the girls are familiar with
their story.

I was enthralled by the art-work. My favourite period in art is represented by
the works of the Pre-Raphaelite Sisterhood so I was delighted to see an original work
by Edwina Burne-Jones. I was inspired by the brilliant piece by Gadward. Such a
lovely brunette looking upward, where all our aspirations must lie. Forever toward
the light! Ad aspera.....

Thank you again, Miss Joans, for including me in the outing. I very much look
forward to working with you in what I consider to be the highest calling in life --
the education of young girls.

Please come round to my study whenever you wish. At four I customarily serve
tea and biscuits and later in the evening I can offer gaspers and highballs to the
mistresses.

Yours most sincerely,

Charlotte Throckmorton, br
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From: Charlotte Greene <carlottagreene@h...>
Date: Fri Oct 22, 1999 0:18pm
Subject: Re: Saturday night secrets
  	
Charlotte Greene, 14, Brunette

Dear Genevieve

Wasn't the trip to the Gallery absolutely super. It was so interesting and
both the JonesJoanses were great, as was the enigmatic Miss Throckmorton.
The only real bore is having to write an essay and all I can think of to
write is "This is a very nice picture". I don't have your abilities with
words I'm afraid.

Don't worry about the Lynette affair. After all it was just a
misunderstanding and Nikki knows you are quite new so she should be able to
cut you a bit of slack. I think their friendship is quite umm, intense?
Anyhow they are both pretty decent so please don't be upset by it.

Have you told anyone about our plans for "the pictures" on Saturday night? I
think it would be just the BEST thing to go dancing and it sounds very
glamorously dangerous! But we'll have to be quite careful about our stories
because I think I heard that Veronica is going to the pics on Saturday too.
Actually I'm a bit scared of doing this as part of me actually doesn't want
to do wrong - I don't like the idea of telling fibs BUT I do like the idea
of dancing! Fun wins the day perhaps...

I hear there is an imminent arrival of chocolate brownies from Mrs Lea so
see you at cocoa time!

Love

C xxx
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From: <leslie7@h...>
Date: Thu Oct 21, 1999 8:42pm
Subject: To Miss Joans
  	
My Dear Miss Joans,

My apologies for being so tardy in responding to your kind note of
inquiry. I did write to thank you and agree to join you on the museum
trip but the post appears to have been misdelivered. I will be pleased
to assist you on the trip in any way you may want me to help.

Cordially,

Leslie Jones (Miss)

brunette
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From: Thelma Roberts <greenwellies@h...>
Date: Fri Oct 22, 1999 1:13pm
Subject: To Miss Joans re field trip from Thelma
  	
Dear Miss Joans:

My appreciation for art and artists has increased immeasurably as a result
of the field trip to the Llangollen Museum of Art. I have posted my essay
in the place you requested.

I know my good friend Tracey Austin also enjoyed the visit. She knows more
about art than I, and kindly explained some of the more subtle features of a
few of the works.

Thank you for giving us all this opportunity to learn more about art and art
appreciation.

Respectfully,
Thelma Roberts, blonde, 14
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From: <Aphridite1@a...>
Date: Fri Oct 22, 1999 10:03am
Subject: Re: Saturday night secrets
  	
Genevieve Bouvier, 16, Blonde

Dearest Shortcake,

Well, I do think the museum was simply superb. I do love museums. All those
lovely works of art in one place. I am terribly nervous about my essay. It is
my first real essay, and I do confess essays are not my strong point at all!
I have always found Essays a bore myself. I am sure you will come up with
something wonderful my dear sweet Shortcake.
I do hope Nikki forgives me. Is there some sort of etiquette, that Blondes
should not be seen sitting with someone else's Brunette? I think I shall ask
Miss Annalinde what the proper etiquette is. What do you think? You seem to
have sound judgment being a Brunette and all. Or do you think I should talk
to Miss Veronica, they both seem to have perfect etiquette. Although Miss
Veronica seems dreadfully intimidating, and I think Miss Annalinde is
dreadfully elegant and quite knowledgeable herself. I never know if I am
stepping on someone's toes. I can be quite oblivious sometimes.
As for dancing, it is imperative that we go. I so miss dancing. I haven't
danced since my debut this summer. All summer long I went to frightfully
wonderful coming out parties, the season was simply smashing! And yes we must
be careful, we don't want to get caught by Miss Annalinde or Miss Stuffy
Pants Veronica. I say, I have a capitol idea. Why don't we go to town early,
and go to Maria's to get in some dancing, and then go to the picture show? As
for saying anything to anybody I think maybe we might keep this one to
ourselves? As for telling fibs, it isn't as if we are telling a lie, and we
aren't really going out of bounds. The soda shop is really ...well, only
frowned upon. So it would be fun just to keep it a secret don't you agree?
Well, dearest see you for cocoa. I shall be looking forward to our rendezvous
at Maria's. Until then...

Love,
Genevieve xoxo
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From: Nicola - 3rd Year Avendale <skoolgirl@s...>
Date: Fri Oct 22, 1999 2:47pm
Subject: a trip to Llangollen Museum of Art
  	
Nicola Bradford 14 Blonde

All the girls stood outside the classical portals of the Llangollen Museum of Art, Nikki had walked accompanied by Cassandra and they had gossiped in hushed whispers as they had walked the not considerable distance to the Museum. Nikki so wanted to see Lynette but decorum and opportunity had conspired to deny her the opportunity so far. As they entered the foreboding entrance and moved into the gallery Nikki was surprised to find how light and spacious it appeared, displaying the exhibits in a almost mystical light. However she did find most of the pictures rather boring that was until she saw the one titled 'Girl' by Mme Tamara something or other, the picture seemed to express the outward appearance of the strength of a brunette with a subtle undertone of the fragility of a blonde, most odd but jolly nice. What was jolly odd was that no matter how Nikki attempted to get close enough to talk with Lynette she was always outside of her reach. Nikki felt somewhat swizzed having to complete a essay like that and produced one somewhat brief and lacking in perception . As the girls returned to Avendale Nikki reached around her neck and removed the delicate gold locket fighting back the urge to cry she handed the locket to Cassandra and requested she returned it to Lynette at the earliest opportunity. Safely within the sanctuary of Avendale walls Nikki slipped away to see Cook, oh how she needed some comfort and love.
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From: <Aphridite1@a...>
Date: Fri Oct 22, 1999 10:58am
Subject: Cocoa and Brownies with Miss Lea and Charlotte "ShortCake"
  	
Genevieve and Charlotte spent most of their time, off to themselves.
Although, of course making sure the proper thank you's and perfunctory
greetings were exchanged. They were plotting their big night in town!
Charlotte was quickly becoming Genevieve's very best friend, and partner in
crime. Everyone observed the two girls sitting huddled close together,
whispering in each others ears, and giggling madly.
"I bet you are a simply tip top dancer, I can't wait to dance with you, it's
going to be such fun." Genevieve said, with her violet eyes sparkling.
"I wonder if we have to wear our uniform, or if we might get away with
something a bit more glamorous? Of course, we could always change! I have a
wonderful black skirt and red sweater set that I have been dying to wear, and
the sheerest of black stockings, and wonderful heels! For the ultimate, I
have red lipstick, in the latest shade, that I am dying to put on. That way
the locals will have no idea we are from Avendale.
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From: janet dolan <janetd33@h...>
Date: Fri Oct 22, 1999 3:45pm
Subject: Re: Llangollen Museum of Art
  	
Janet was walking by Malena in the Llangolen museum of art. She looke
dmistified at all the paintings and listened attentively to Miss Joans
explanations. Taking careful notes in her notebook as they all went along.
Then they came to the platinum print caleed "Blessed thou art among women"
Janet stood there, gaping at the picture, trying to stop the tears from
dripping down her cheeks. This picture of the ultimate mother, the mother
she never had, having to fend for herself so early in life. She was so
engrossed in the picture that she didn't notice all the school has gone on,
and she was still there, wiping secret tears.
Miss Jones, being in charge of the end of the coloumn of girls noticed Janet
was still behind. She waved at her to come over, but the 12 year old just
stood there. Miss Joans came over and touched Janet, again eliciting no
response. She sighed, raised Janet's skirt and delivered a full force slap
to her left thigh. Janet jumped, not emitting a sound, but looked at miss
Jones with teary eyes. Miss Jones wondered if her slap was that strong, but
decided to leave the solution to their return to school.
Ordering Janet to hurry up they both joined the others.
Janet knew what she was going to write about.
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From: Charlotte Greene <carlottagreene@h...>
Date: Fri Oct 22, 1999 5:06pm
Subject: Re: Llangollen Museum of Art
  	
Charlotte Greene, 14, brunette

Dear Miss Joans

Thank you so much for taking us all to the Llangollen. It was a wonderful
place though I'm afraid I have not quite finished my essay yet. In fact I
haven't actually started because I don't think I know what to say - I'm
speechless! I will hand it in soon when the Muse has visited me.

Anyhow, it was very kind of you to do such a thing for all of us and I hope
we can go there often.

Best wishes

Charlotte Green
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From: Natalie C. H. Tyler <destro@q...>
Date: Fri Oct 22, 1999 6:41pm
Subject: Letter from Miss Throckmorton to her Sister
  	
Miss Charlotte Throckmorton, br, to Olivia Throckmorton, br

My Dear Olivia,

So much to tell you, my dear sister! And where to begin! I dash
this off in haste since I can't possibly allow myself to get too behind
in telling you all my news.

This afternoon I invited the two precepts to tea in my study. How
you would have relished the occasion! I have never met two more
delightful, sensible, and erudite young girls in my life. Veronica
Bellemont, a brunette, who is almost sixteen years of age, and Annalinde
Chelverton, sixteen, the blonde prefect arrived most punctually at the
stroke of four. Their uniforms were immaculate and I could tell right
off that both girls are most fastidious in all manner of dress, speech,
carriage, and air. The certainly do Avendale proud. I asked them many
questions about their course of study and about Avendale traditions.
They were charming, delightful, intelligent girls and I must say that
even in our own school days (remember that stern brunette precept, Myra
Millington?) there never was a precept that I felt was as commanding and
school-spirited as Veronica and Annalinde. Even in my own years as
precept I cannot imagine that I had the poise and self-command of these
girls.

I was so delighted to find that they are both willing students of
literature. Indeed, their versitility is quite compelling. Somehow I
imagine that I will never have to administer correction to these two
girls, a fact I find rather bittersweet. Yes, it is "sweet" to know how
well-regulated and studious they are but the "bitter" is in thinking
that perhaps they will never require discipline at my hands and that
they will pass into full maturity with little influence from me.

Veronica and Annalinde told me a tragical-comical-epical story of
what happened in the breakfast room just the very morning of my
arrival. Evidently by some mishap, of which I am confident that the
fine Cook is completely innocent, some apple joice had gone bad and was
inadvertantly served to the girls. You know what happens to apple juice
as it ages. So hearty portions of Golden October were quaffed by the
poor young girls. The sweet things must not have known what hit them.
Some of them were sick and had to go to the infirmary. So while I am
certain that "all's well that ends well" I do feel pity for the poor
innocents who tasted a potation so potent.

I also had a most intelligent and stimulating conversation with my
visitors about the Llangollen Museum and discovered that not only are
they not at all deficient in matters of taste, but that they are quite
knowledgeable and have well-developed aesthetic sensibilities.

It did my aging heart good to have tea with such jolly, robust,
charming young things.

And what is more I received the most charming note of welcome from a
delicate blonde 12 year old. Her name is Georgina de la Falaise. What
a wonderful child she must be to welcome a new Mistress in such
delightful terms. She will certainly be invited to tea with me next
week.

In the meantime, I hope that you will receive the postcards I sent
you from the Art Museum detailing the lovely time we had there. What an
impressive building! The edifice is startingly beautiful as are the
works inside.

I will now embark on preparing some lessons in poetry of the
nineteenth century for the 200 young darlings who attend Avendale.

With much love and a soraral kiss from your own
Charlotte

(Miss Throckmorton, br)
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From: michele L <michelegirl@m...>
Date: Fri Oct 22, 1999 6:17pm
Subject: Re: Concerned about Veronica
  	
I would also like to give flowers to Miss Veronica. I am so thankful to her for her thoughtful words and guidance the other day. I was careless and knocked her to the floor hurting her elbow. Though she gave me seven very hard strokes with the paddle, she was most kind in welcoming me to Avendale and offered me help and friendship.
I would also like to apologize to Miss Veronica for my behavior during that whole apple juice episode.
Thank you Miss Veronica and if there is any way I can be of help to you, please let me know.

Sincerely,
Michele Lea, age 13, brunette.
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From: <aaclinkinbeard@h...>
Date: Fri Oct 22, 1999 7:37pm
Subject: The locket and the bell
  	
Lynette looked at the locket with hate. Her sorrow was a cold
hard knot in her throat that could not keep back any longer.
If love was this, then she never wished to have it again. To be
so easily discarded and ignored by a blond was beyond
cruel. She felt such resentment toward Nikki. Her blond
mother had died, and her own love had ignored her.

Walking outside she looked up at the big clock. Investigating
further she found that she could shimmy through the chained
doors. Looking around quickly, she squeezed in! Then raced
up the stairs and into the top chamber. Lynette was quick and
moved before she felt the cold night. She took out the locket
and holding the cursed object in her teeth she put it around the
beam that held the great bell. Carefully, she made it down to
the ground level and outside. Glancing up she could make
out the locket if she moved to one side.

Lynette Klaire, br, 17
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From: <Kitten1776@a...>
Date: Fri Oct 22, 1999 4:20pm
Subject: Re: Llangollen Museum of Art
  	
Dear Miss Joans,

Thank you so very much for organizing the wonderful outing to the Llangollen
Museum of Art. What a marvelous time I had! Your enthusiasm and knowledge
of the all the museum has to offer simply overwhelmed me. My personal
experience with art is very limited, and you have certainly piqued my
interest in the subject.

I submitted my essay as required. I do hope that you will find it
satisfactory, as this is the first time I have done such an assignment. I do
hope that you will be able to provide me with your thoughts on what I have
written, and to enlighten me on the finer points that my essay will
undoubtedly lack. I do hope you shan't find my essay too unpolished for a
first attempt. I do so want to please you, and I am looking forward to
learning ever so much more about Art from you!

Yours respectfully,

Alexis Harrington, blonde, 15
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From: <Elaryn@a...>
Date: Fri Oct 22, 1999 4:59pm
Subject: Llangollen Museum of Art
  	
Elena Dierrian, blonde, 12 years old

Dear Miss Joans,

Thank you again for taking us to the Langollen Museum of Art. I enjoyed it
very much, and I am looking forward already to other excursions of this kind
throughout the term. I cannot speak for the other girls, of course, but I
had a really lovely time. It was not only that the paintings were beautiful;
it was also the seemingly rarified atmosphere of the Museum itself. Perhaps
I am being foolish, but I cannot help but feel that anyone who ventures
within its walls undergoes a kind of spiritual purification. Indeed, it is
very akin to a religious ceremony. Come to think of it, the very origin of
the word, "Museum" comes from the Ancient Grecian goddesses of the Arts, the
Muses, does it not? Therefore Museums are Holy Temples to Art, and
therefore, sacred.

Forgive me for rambling. I have already submitted my essay for your perusal.
I hope you will find it satisfactory.

Gratefully and Respectfully,

Elena Dierrian
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From: Kadorienne <kadorian@b...>
Date: Fri Oct 22, 1999 10:14pm
Subject: Veronica to Miss Throckmorton
  	
Dear Miss Throckmorton,

I want to thank you for having me and Annalinde to tea today. I have
been wishing for a chance to speak with you since I glimpsed you on your
arrival. May I express my admiration for you erudition? All
schoolmistresses must be very well read and educated, of course, yet it
seems to me that you are even more so than most. I am certain that
literature class with you this year will be as fascinating as it will be
improving.

I do hope that the disgraceful "Apple Juice Caper" won't give you a
bad impression of Avendale, happening as it did on the day of your
arrival. Certainly the girls here are mischievous sometimes -- have you
heard about the "Hair Dye Caper"? -- but I assure you that pranks of
this magnitude are entirely exceptional. Perhaps the visit to the Museum
has balanced your impression of us. It was so beautiful, and Miss Joans
must know everything there is to know about fine art. I felt very
flattered that she asked me to contribute one of the preliminary essays.

Allow me to welcome you to Avendale, and if I may aid you in any way, I
hope you will not hesitate to let me know.

Yours respectfully,

Veronica Bellemont, brunette, almost 16
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From: Kadorienne <kadorian@b...>
Date: Fri Oct 22, 1999 10:41pm
Subject: Veronica and Janet
  	
During the walk back to school from the Llangollen Museum of Art,
Veronica noticed that her young friend Janet was rather quiet. She put
it down to fatigue, but when Janet scarcely spoke all through dinner,
Veronica knew that something was wrong. She fell into step beside her
protegee as they left the dining hall.

"Are you all right, Janet?" she asked.

"Yes, Miss Veronica," Janet replied absently.

As they moved away from the crowd of girls scattering for the brief
reprieve between dinner and the evening study period, Veronica put a
hand on Janet's shoulder. "You seem to have something on your mind. I
don't want to pry, but if you want to talk about it...." To her
surprise, Janet's eyes were suddenly welling up with tears. "Oh, Janet!"
Quickly she steered the younger girl around a corner, where there was a
little more privacy, and hugged her closely.

Veronica only held Janet as the younger girl wept quietly, not asking
questions. After a few minutes Janet pulled away and groped for her
handkerchief.

"Is it anything I can help with?" Veronica asked softly, her heart
aching for this brave little girl who had had to struggle so hard
already in her short life, and had done so with such gallantry.

"That... that picture made me sad," Janet whispered finally, dabbing at
her eyes furiously.

"Picture?" Veronica echoed, bewildered. "What picture?"

"'Blessed Art Thou Among Women.'"

Veronica thought back to the pictures she had seen that day. When she
recalled the one Janet was referring to, she understood. Janet's hard
young life could not have offered much of that kind of love. Veronica's
eyes filled with tears. "Oh, my poor little sister," she burst out, and
in a moment both the girls were crying, their arms around each other.
Veronica groped for words of comfort, but truly, what could she say? She
wished that her own affection for Janet could heal all her scars and
fill all the gaps in her life. But all she could do was clasp the
sobbing girl close.

After a few minutes Janet straightened up again, obviously determined to
regain control of herself. "I'm sorry 'bout that, Miss Veronica. Reckon
I'm pretty tired."

"You don't have to apologize, little sister!" Veronica exclaimed. But
Janet, unused to sharing her feelings so freely, was stepping away.

"I reckon I'd better go and write my essay for Miss Joans," she said,
not meeting Veronica's eyes for fear she'd start crying again. Veronica
made a gesture to stop her, but the younger girl turned resolutely and
headed for the dormitory. Veronica watched Janet go, her thin shoulders
squared, her head held proudly erect. The child had always carried such
a heavy burden. True, Veronica did as well, but Veronica had two loving
mothers and an indulgent aunt behind her, not to mention a family
fortune and a surname spoken with respect throughout the Confederacy.
All Janet had was her own quick brain and her two dexterous hands with
which to fight the whole world. Veronica had met authoresses,
Senatresses, millionairesses, and once a movie star, but seldom had she
felt admiration of the sort that welled up in her as she watched little
Janet Dolan, the scholarship pupil from the wrong side of the tracks,
making her own way through the corridors of Avendale as through her own
life.

Veronica Bellemont, brunette, almost 16
774
	

From: Kadorienne <kadorian@b...>
Date: Fri Oct 22, 1999 11:43pm
Subject: Re: Concerned about Veronica
  	
Dear Michele,

More flowers? My goodness, when it rains it pours! To think that all the time I've been struggling so to keep a stiff upper lip about my heavy load of duties, and now I express just a *little* bit of the difficulty I'm feeling, and everyone is so sympathetic and nice! Perhaps I should have spoken sooner! Let me tell you, the attention
and kind words -- and flowers -- I've been getting make me feel that I have the energy to do twice what I was before.

Let's see, I think I have a glass to put these flowers in. There! Don't they look nice and cheery on my desk? And it's such a lovely reminder that I have friends here at school.

There's no need to apologize for how you acted while under the influence of that "apple jack". I know you would never have acted so had you been in control of yourself. Gracious, what a sight the dining hall was that morning! I'm sure it was a lesson to us all about the dangers of alcohol consumed irresponsibly. It was a relief when we
had all the inebrated girls in the infirmary where they could sleep it off.

Thank you for your offer of help. I will indeed remember it and let you know if there's anything you can do.

Sincerely,

Veronica Bellemont, brunette, almost 16
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From: Tracey Austin <tracey_m_austin@y...>
Date: Sat Oct 23, 1999 2:34am
Subject: After the Apple Juice; Art Museum Trip
  	
Tracey spent an uncomfortable morning in the Infirmary
after drinking the tainted apple juice. She vomited
several times and had to be calmed with cool cloths
from Matron.

After sleeping nearly until noon, she felt well enough
to go to class. The morning was a dim haze. She
remembered the shocked and angry face of Miss
Veronica, but had no memory at all of slapping her on
the back.

She did recall mentioning something about carrying
Thelma's books, which she had "forgotten" to do all
week.

Tracey was MUCH relieved to learn that no punishment
would be forthcoming for what happened at breakfast.
After all, someone had spiked the juice. It wasn't as
if she had PURPOSELY gotten intoxicated. She hoped the
person or persons who had done it would be caught and
severely thrashed.

The next morning, she felt much better and eager to go
on the field trip to the Llangollen Museum of Art.
She made sure that her uniform was as perfect as she
could get it. Unfortunately, there was a small stain
on the sleeve of her gray blazer from the strawberry
shortcake she'd eaten the other day. She hoped Miss
Joans would be far too busy to notice such a thing.

The trip was fun and exciting. Thelma was at her
side, asking her opinion of all the paintings. Tracey
really knew next to nothing about art, but possessing
the gift of gab, she made it up as she went along.
Thelma listened, enthralled, as Tracey waxed poetic
about "Neo" this and "Post-Contemporary" that.

She really liked the painting 'Girl" by Mme. de
Lempicka. She giggled with Thelma about the girl's
nipples sticking out under her green dress. "I guess
she forgot her brassiere!" she whispered to Thelma.
Both girls broke out in fits of giggles, earning them
cross looks from Miss Joans and Miss Throckmorton, the
new mistress.

Tracey decided to do her essay on that painting, since
it was the least complicated. Tracey's motto was,
"Rush through homework and get on the hockey field"!
She jotted down a few notes in her notebook before
leaving the painting.

The trip came to an end all too soon, and the girls
trooped back to Avendale. "Thelma," said Tracey, "why
don't YOU lose YOUR brassiere and look like the Girl?"
She and Thelma nearly collapsed in giggles at the
notion.

--Tracey Marie Austin, 14, brunette


=====
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From: janet dolan <janetd33@h...>
Date: Sat Oct 23, 1999 5:25am
Subject: Janet and Veronica
  	
Janet finished her essay and folded it neatly, before going to put it in
Miss Joans' box. She felt a little better after putting her emotions in
writing but felt she might have offended Veronica. She loved the way her
"older sister" hugged her and longed to spend some more time with her. She
suddenly remembered being told to report to her with her blazer.
Janet has cleaned up her blazer using the technique she learned at home with
hard laundry soap, and it has passed the mistresses in the Museum, but she
was not so sure about Veronica.
She put the blazer on and knocked on Veronica's door. "Come in"

"Janet! so good to see you sugar. Are you feeling better now?"
"Yes Miss Veronica. I am so sorry I cried". "Nonesense" replied Veronica
"You needed that emotional relief, and I understood. I cannot imagine your
feelings because I have had two loving mothers and a big family all my life,
but I understand"
Janet smiled. "Well, I do have a large family Miss Veronica, but I reckon
seeing their pictures on the Sherrif's office bulletin board instead of the
family album makes a little difference". Both girls laughed.

Veronica hugged Janet and suddenly said "You brought the blazer now? I think
this can wait for another day, because I will have to paddle you for what
you did"
"No Miss Veronica, I know I was wrong about the weather and I risked a blond
as well. I fell better after you punish me, and having a clean conscience
will help me"
"OK sis. I will paddle you, but I will still do it across my knee. I see you
really cleaned that blazer well. I'll help you clean this last little spot
here later."
Veonica took her paddle and sat down, motioning Janet to go across her
knees. Janet did so without hesitation, and did not move when Veronica
lifted her skirt. She remailed there stoically for all 6 strokes, and
Veronica once more wondered what the younger girl have been through at home
to gain such will power.
Veronica lowered Jan't skirt back to it's place, helping her to sit up and
pulling her on her lap. She hugged Janet, and felt her hands around her neck
in a loving embrace.

"Thank you so much for being here Miss Veronica" whispered Janet.

They both felt the bond growing between them.
777
	

From: Georgina de la Falaise <Tanya@c...>
Date: Sat Oct 23, 1999 6:40am
Subject: Georgina to Miss Jones
  	
Tanya@c...


Georgina de la Falaise blonde, 12 years of age

Note slipped under door of Miss Jones' private study


Dear Miss Jones,

I just wanted to write and thank you so much for your compliments regarding my piano playing. Sometimes, one practises so much that one doesn't really know if any real progress is being made. I suppose it's a case of being so close to it that you can't stand back and recognise objectively whether you're getting any better or not. Anyway, your comments and those of some of the other girls have given me a little more confidence in myself and my ability. For this I graciously thank you.

I was so interested to hear that you used to play the violin during your student days. I'm willing to take a bet that you are not half as rusty as you think you are. Like you, I just adore the Bach Double and used to accompany blonde Mummy on this piece. She plays the violin so delightfully. Miss Jones, if you felt you would like to give it a try, It would be an honour and a privilege to accompany you to the best of my ability. Perhaps we could even perform this most wonderful of pieces at the Avendale Christmas Concert.

I must say, I did so enjoy our outing yesterday to the Llangollen Museum of Art. I was so impressed with Miss Joans' strength and depth of knowledge in all matters pertaining to Art and Painting and I've decided to write my essay on the picture entitled "Blessed Art Thou Among Women". The woman in the picture reminds me so much of my own dear brunette mummy, so strong, wise and reassuring.

I do so hope you will decide to give the Bach a go Miss Jones. Sorry, I must stop rambling !

Respectfully yours,

Georgina de la Falaise
778
	

From: Charlotte Greene <carlottagreene@xxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Sat Oct 23, 1999 7:46am
Subject: Re: Nerves
  	
Charlotte Greene, 14, brunette

Saturday morning arrived and Charlotte awoke with a tickling sensation in
her tummy. At first she thought it was due to the rather large amount of
Michele Lea's chocolate brownies she had consumed the previous evening, and
then she remembered. "Oh my goodness, our Saturday night rendez-vous".

Genevieve and Charlotte had spent the best part of Friday night plotting.
Genevieve decided that they should leave school on the pretense of sampling
the local soda and perhaps catching a flick afterwards, but most importantly
they would be in uniform so as not to catch the beady eye of Veronica or
Miss Jones. She knew a place they could change and that would almost be the
best part - the plans of what they would wear! Genevieve was the mistress of
style with her blond good looks and glamorous demeanour. She decided that
lipstick was a must - the absolute heights - and she even had a similar
shade to the glorious Miss Maitland. Charlotte was less sure on the fashion
front, never having tried makeup before and feeling a bit gauche about
clothes. Still Genevieve would lend her a cashmere sweater so at least she
could feel a bit more grown-up.

Still the whole day had to be endured in this state of excitement and dread.
Charlotte was still relatively new and had not yet done anything she could
think of that was possibly out of line with the Avendale code - or was it?
They wouldn't really have to tell lies, as Genevieve had said, but then they
were being deceitful about clothes.. Perhaps the dancing was not all that
bad - no indeed it would be SUCH fun! And after all, who goes dancing in
school uniform. No, it wouldn't be so bad and no one need ever know.

Saturday had never seemed so long. First singing prac and then morning
lessons. Geography with Miss Prim - more interesting than anything Charlotte
had learnt before, but her lack of concentration was apparent and a small
reprimand from the mistress sent her into a spin and a crisis of confidence.
This was banished by a secret smile from Genevieve over lunch and a
helpfully delicious treacle sponge. The afternoon should have been very
jolly as there was an interhouse hockey match and Tracy was playing, but
Charlotte's mind was elsewhere. "Not really your game, is it Charlotte?"
said Miss Jones wryly. "Sorry Miss Jones?" mumbled Charlotte. The mistress
noted her dazed state and made a mental note to keep an eye on her. Perhaps
the poor girl was not settling in well, although she did seem to have made
some good friends in the lovely Michele Lea and the sweet Genevieve Bouvier.
Maybe she was worrying about her schoolwork, after all the girl was not
terribly academic - she would speak to Miss Throckmorton about some extra
coaching for her.

At last the old bell in the clock tower rang in the hour. It was six
o'clock, time for the rendez-vous. Time to be brave and time to have fun.
But where was Genevieve?
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From: janet dolan <janetd33@xxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Sat Oct 23, 1999 9:57am
Subject: From the office of the President of Confederacy of Culveria
  	
Dear Miss Maitland.

The President of the Confederacy of Culveria will be touring Altalia in the
next two weeks. She requests that scolarship students in Altalia will
accompany her on that trip,

As you have one of our scholarship students, Janet Dolan, We request her
release upon that tour. She will have a good cultural view of all areas in
the continent, and I am sure she will be able to catch up on her studies
when she returns. Adequate shaperons will accompany the girls all the time.

I will personally pick Janet Dolan up this evening. I hope you will see to
her being ready.


Sincerely

Joanna P. Forest
Special assistant to the President
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From: Georgina de la Falaise <Tanya@xxxxxxxxxxxxxxx.xxxxxxxxx.xx.xxx>
Date: Sat Oct 23, 1999 11:16am
Subject: Georgina to Miss Throckmorton
  	
Tanya@c...


Georgina de la Falaise blonde, 12 years of age


Dear Miss Throckmorton,

Thank you so much for your reply to my letter of welcome. I do so hope your first two days here at Avendale have afforded you a favourable impression of us in spite of the "apple juice incident" ! Fortunately, i did not partake of the "superannuated juice" as i always prefer my glass of fresh milk in the morning but several of my friends did and I know they are still feeling a little worse for wear even today, two days later.

It was so lovely that you could accompany us on our art museum trip yesterday. I think we all learnt so much that was new and exciting. As for myself, it was only my second ever visit to a museum of this type and it is one I shall cherish and remember for a very long time to come. The rarefied atmosphere in such places is so inspiring and galvinising and you feel so privileged to be able to walk amongst such works of awe-inspiring beauty and sublime talent.

Miss Throckmorton, I should love to visit you in your study one afternoon and partake of a cup of Countess Grey which I simply adore. Would next Monday be convenient for you?

Respectfully yours,

Georgina ds la Falaise
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From: <Elaryn@xxx.xxx>
Date: Sat Oct 23, 1999 7:30am
Subject: Elena Recovers
  	
Elena Dierrian, blonde, 12 years old

Elena woke in the infirmary with a start. Her shoes were off and someone had
covered her with a blanket. She did not notice her how her head ached until
she tried to lift it from the pillow. Not good! It throbbed and felt as if
it were twice its size. The light in the room was painful to her eyes, and
her mouth felt bone dry. Oh, Dea, what was this strange illness? The last
thing she remembered was being at breakfast. Ariadne had been acting most
strangely, and come to think of it, so were many of the other girls... Miss
Annalinde had been there, and... Oh dear....

Elena clamped her eyes shut tightly and devoutly wished she were dead, or
failing that, instantly transported back home so she could crawl into her
Mummies' laps and hide. It had to have been a dream! Could she have
truly...kissed Miss Annalinde...full upon the lips? Declared her undying
love, there, in front of the entire school, mistresses included? Oh, what
Miss Maitland and the other mistresses must think of her! Oh, worse -- what
must Miss Annalinde think of her? It didn't bear consideration. Elena would
have loved nothing better than to have crawled to her room, perhaps to hide
under the bed or pack her bags and flee Avendale. Drowning herself in the
river was not an option, Dea knows, since her brunette Mummy had ensured that
both her daughters could swim as soon as they could walk.

The nurse was checking each girl periodically. Ariadne was still out cold,
for she had consumed several glasses of the fermented apple juice. Tracey
Austin was sitting up and holding her head, a pained expression on her face.
Velma Travers, a blonde 17-year-old was moaning softly in her troubled sleep.

"Oh, Elena Dierrian; awake at last, I see." The nurse, a plump blonde of
middle age, was a very no-nonsense lady attired in a Kadorian-style nurse's
uniform, complete with starched cap. "Can you sit up?"

"Not very well, Miss. My head..."

"Hurts? Not too surprising. I hope they catch the pette who did this and
cane her soundly." She clicked in disapproval. "Come on, then, love. Let's
see if you can sit up for me, and I'll give you a little something for that
head of yours, hmm." She helped Elena to sit. "There's a girl. Now - you
drink this, and we'll see if that doesn't chase away the headache."
Obediently, Elena drank. The concoction was slightly bitter but not all that
bad when drunk swiftly.

"Shall I remain sitting up, or..."

The nurse took the glass from the child and placed it in a sink. "Oh, best
you sit up if you can, love. Your head'll clear much faster that way. After
you feel more yourself, you should go down and eat. Something light, mind
you."

"What happened?" Elena asked.

The nurse gave a gentle laugh. "Oh, my guess is that some rough brunette or
other swoggled a bit of apple juice and left it to ferment. Hard cider, my
dear. A sort of apple wine, if you like. Those naughty girls -- they
haven't pulled a caper like this'n in quite a while, I can tell you. I
expect Miss Maitland is not a happy Headmistress right about now, and just
wait'll she catches up with the little devil responsible!"

Elena did not want to think about it. Some poor girl was going to have a
very sore seat, indeed. Of course, Elena thought, that could well apply to
me, too. I hope Miss Annalinde is not too, too angry with me? I hope she
won't think I'm just a nasty, common sort of girl who... She buried her head
in her hands, with a low groan.

"What's this, then?" The nurse was with her in a twinkling, one comforting
arm about her shoulders. "Still not feeling quite the thing?"

"Oh, Miss, I-- It's just that... I mean, I... I only hope I did not behave
very foolishly whilst I was.....drunk."

The nurse gave Elena's shoulder a squeeze. "Not to worry, poppet. I'm sure
no one'll blame you for it, whatever you said or did. 'Twas not as if you
went got tipsy on purpose, now."

Elena nodded dully. "I suppose you are correct."

"Can you make it back to your dormitory, then, or would you like to stay here
for a bit?"

"I-I think I'd like to return to my own bed, if you please, Miss." So I can
crawl under it and die, Elena added to herself.

"Very good, then, my dear." The nurse handed Elena her shoes. "Come see me
if you don't feel quite the thing later today. Strong drink can affect some
girls more'n others -- especially if they're young, like yourself."

"Yes, Miss. Thank you, Miss." Elena dipped the nurse a curtsey and
departed, hoping to see no one in the hallways.

"I-I say there, are you all right?" Cynthia Terwillinger's face swam out of
the fogginess, and Elena stepped back with a squeak. Cynthia's face turned
crimson. "Oh, bother -- look, I'm sorry I was such a cad." Elena gave her a
wary look, like a stray cat gives someone it does not know. Cynthia
reflected that Elena very much resembled a cornered feline at the moment.
She imagined that if she could see beneath her flaming hair, her ears would
be back like a frightened cat's. "I truly *am* sorry, Elena. Really. I-I
was the one who brought you to the Infirmary, at Miss Veronica's request..."

"I-I do forgive you, Cynthia." The wary, watchful expression faded somewhat.

"Look, I know you probably don't trust me, but-- I just wanted to make it up
-- make it right, somehow... Please?" Cynthia's expression was now one of
supplication.

Elena nodded. "Very well. A new beginning, then. I am Elena Dierrian. How
do you do?" She dipped a neat curtsey.

Cynthia's eyes widened, then she smiled a little and gave a short chuckle.
"Cynthia Annabelle Terwillinger, at your service, milady."

"Oh please -- do not call me 'Milady' -- just 'Elena' will do." Elena
managed a smile, which Cynthia returned.

"May I escort you to the blonde dormitory," Cynthia asked, an edge of
nervousness creeping into her voice. She was sure -- quite sure -- that
Elena would reject her offer.

But the junior blonde simply smiled up at her and said, "Yes, please - I
would like that. I'm still a little unsteady." And with a wide smile,
Cynthia clumsily, but with all her heart, took up Elena's hand in her arm and
escorted her to the blonde dormitory. She looked every bit as nervous and as
happy as a brunette bride, escorting her blonde from the church.
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From: <Aphridite1@xxx.xxx>
Date: Sat Oct 23, 1999 7:31am
Subject: Re: Rendezvous
  	
Genevieve came walking with a satchel to meet Charlotte as soon as Old Liza
struck 6.
"Shortcake are you ready?". Charlotte said that she was, so off they headed
to change and go to Maria's. Genevieve noticed her friends case of nerves,
and decided to try to calm her. Imagine a Blonde calming a Brunette!
"Shortcake, think of this as one very glamorous experiment. We are going to
Maria's to dance out of uniform for one night. Sort of let our hair down a
little, so to speak. Avendale has so many rules and regulations, and all the
etiquette I can possibly stand for one week! Don't be so nervous shortcake,
it will be great fun, really, I promise."With a pretty pout, a gleam in her
eye, she giggled and offered her arm to Charlotte, and off they went. And
Charlotte finally relaxed.

They found a place to change, Genevieve slipped off her gymslip and started
adding a few petticoats to her skirt, and pulled out a sweater set for
Charlotte, and another skirt. Of course she was modest and tried to find some
place where they could change discretely, but as places were very limited,
she had to settle for both of them changing, with their backs to each other.
She assumed her friend was not a "rough" brunette who would try to take
advantage of this situation. So all would be fine, although if word got out,
slightly scandalous. Genevieve began to fix her face in the mirror and
realized Charlotte didn't have any!
"Darling, really let me add a bit of color to your face."
Reluctantly agreeing Charlotte let Genevieve add some blusher and lipstick to
brighten her up a bit. Genevieve then pulled her hair into a very high
ponytail, and off they finally went to Maria's for a fun evening of dancing.

Genevieve could hear the jukebox playing from out the door and turned to
Shortcake "Oh this is going to be so much fun, I can hardly stand the
excitement." So in to the "frowned upon" soda shop they went, to dance the
night away.
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From: Kadorienne <kadorian@xxxxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Sat Oct 23, 1999 0:16pm
Subject: Veronica disciplines Tracey
  	
Tracey, having been told by Michele that she was summoned to Veronica's
study, entered it with a sullen expression.

"Hello, Tracey. I really don't think we have any more to talk about. I
have lost patience with you," said Veronica. "Disobeying a prefect is a
serious offense. Until you do your duty and carry Thelma's books, I will
cane you every single day. Bend over the desk." As she spoke, Veronica
took the two vases of flowers off her desk and put them on her bureau
instead.

Tracey, looking astonished, complied. She had never been caned before.
Oh, well, how much could it hurt, after all?

She quickly found out. The cane cut into her derriere like fire. She
cried out.

Veronica ignored the cry and gave the recalcitrant brunette a second
stroke, getting another loud exclamation. She smiled grimly.

"A prefect can only administer three strokes of the cane without special
permission. You may consider yourself fortunate. Only one more."

Veronica took aim and gave the third cut. Tracey whined like a much
younger girl. Veronica was rather disgusted by such a childish display,
but instead she merely said, "Report to my study every evening. If I
haven't seen you carrying Thelma's books, I will cane you again. Some of
the others have told me that the relationship between the two of you is
simply unusual, but your behavior leads me to believe that your
intentions toward Thelma are highly dishonorable. If you wish to sit
comfortably, I suggest that you prove otherwise. You may go."

Tracey staggered out, blubbering like a child, not like a senior
brunette at all. Veronica sighed as she left. Why did some girls insist
on demanding so much punishment?


Veronica Bellemont, brunette, almost 16
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From: Rough Brunette <roughbrunette@xxxxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Sat Oct 23, 1999 1:06pm
Subject: Joan gives Tracey advice
  	
Joan noticed Tracey ducking into her room in tears, massaging her rump.
Joan shook her head. She could have told the silly girl what would
happen. Was the girl off her head, provoking Veronica the Straight-Laced
like that?

She waited for a while before knocking on Tracey's door. A sullen "Come
in" answered her. When Joan entered, Tracey was lying on her bed
stretched on her stomach, her face streaked with tears, her lower lips
protruding.

"I hear you've been defying Bellemont," Joan said without preamble.

"It's none of her business whether I carry someone's books or not,"
Tracey pouted. "If it's going to be a contest of wills, I'll show I'm
more stubborn than she is."

Joan sat beside her uninvited. "The only contest is going to be how long
before you decide you want to be able to sit down again. You're going to
do what she says. The only question is how many beatings you're going to
require first."

"She'll give in sooner or later."

Joan laughed aloud. "Give in? Bellemont? Listen, it isn't a question of
stubbornness. She *can't* give in, because if she did, she would
undermine her own authority. And Annalinde's, and the mistresses'. Don't
you see that?"

"Well, so what if it would?"

Joan was impatient. "So what? Do you think you're attending one of those
soppy progressive schools? Avendale wouldn't be Avendale without
discipline. Everyone thinks I'm a Rough Brunette, but even I think so.
Look at this." Joan stood, turned and lifted her skirt and petticoat,
exposing thighs marked and red. "Veronica gave me these a few days ago
for not standing up when a blonde entered the room."

Tracey looked at the red marks in awed silence.

Joan turned back to her. "You just don't get Bellemont. She's an
absolute maniac on the subject of blondes. She thinks Dea ordained her
to protect them all. If she thinks you aren't 'chivalrous', she won't
give you any peace at all. Nor should she. I may be rough, but I have to
admit that she's right. Blondes are delicate. They need protection."

"But Thelma -- Thelma and me -- it's different...."

"So I heard. I also heard that Bellemont actually said that after you
put in your week of book carrying, she wouldn't interfere if Thelma
carried yours, or if you two acted 'different'."

"Yes, she did."

Joan stared at Tracey. "Well, then? Don't you realize that all the girls
are really impressed that you got Miss Straight-Laced to relent to that?
Here you are trying to win a contest with the Perfect Prefect, and
everyone else thinks you've already won beyond all reason."

"I have?"

"Stars above, yes! And look, there's something else. Word will get
around that you're defying Veronica. Annalinde and the mistresses will
know. They'll think you're a troublemaker and they'll always be watching
you and they'll let you have it for the least little thing. Why not pull
the wool over Bellemont's eyes?" Joan hoped that putting it this way
would appeal to Tracey's childish defiance. "Make a big show of giving
in to Bellemont's demand. After you've put in that one week, she'll
leave you alone, and all the mistresses will think you're reformed, and
you can go about your business."

Tracey pouted. "I don't know."

"You don't, eh? Well, while you're considering, I suggest you go into
one of the schoolrooms and sit down on one of those nice hard chairs on
your freshly caned rump. And you think about whether you want your rump
to feel that way every single day for the rest of the year."

With that, Joan decided that she had done all that she could. If Tracey
wished for a daily caning for the rest of the year, she could have it.
As she went back to her own room, Joan smiled to herself, wondering what
Miss Veronica would think if she knew that she, a Rough Brunette, had
been trying to help her keep order. Well, there was a difference between
being a rough brunette and being a spoiled baby, she thought
disdainfully.

Joan Mayfair, Rough Brunette, 17
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From: ashleigh butler <ashleeigh_99@xxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Sat Oct 23, 1999 3:31pm
Subject: Re: Ashleigh off grounds
  	
Ashleigh loved to walk, and was tired of all the
things to see when she walked around the grounds. She
decided to take her walk off the grounds today. She
set out walking past the gates and into the woods.
After walking for quite a while she turned back, but
something was different now, she was not sure which
way to go. She walked around the woods wishing she
would see something that looked familiar. She was
lost. She knew she should not be off the grounds but
she had never gotten lost before, so she had not
worried about it. She slumped down against a tree.
How long would it be before anyone noticed she was
gone?!!

Ashleigh Butler, blonde, 16

=====
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From: Nicola - 3rd Year Avendale <skoolgirl@xxxxxx.xxxxxxxxx.xx.xxx>
Date: Sat Oct 23, 1999 3:35pm
Subject: finding oneself at a lose end
  	
Nicola Bradford 14 Blonde


Saturday what was Nikki to do with herself ? in her heart she longed to spend the day with Lynette, most of all the thing she wanted most was to be kissed by Lynette. Cassandra had reported the details of her meeting with Lynette in unfavorable terms , Nikki had lost her or rather her foolishness had. Still as nanny would say there was little point crying over spilt milk but were did that leave Nikki other than at a lose end. It was Saturday she was suppose to have fun ,cook had made it clear yesterday she would be busy, Cassandra was off to poetry club and the thought of homework bored her what was she to do?


Wandering aimlessly through the almost barren rose garden all she could do was think of her loss and plan for how to recoup her losses but what where her options?; she could cut her losses, not a attractive option to a blonde who still had every doll she was ever given. She could plead with Lynette to be forgiven, a very unsavory option to both her pride and blonde decorum. Or she could win her back but how that was the problem?. Nikki retired to the library and taking the classic love stories from the shelf continued her quest for the solution.
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From: <aaclinkinbeard@h...>
Date: Sat Oct 23, 1999 4:34pm
Subject:
  	
After picking up some ham sandwiches, apple and a thermos
of ice tea. Lynette went off exploring. She had lost with Nikki,
and wanted to get away for a while. The air was crisp, but not
yet cold. Lynette walked off in to the woods. Normally, she kep
t to the school grounds, but today she wanted just for herself.
As she walked she started to feel a bit better. The squirrels
scampered around preparing for the winter.

Lynette carefully noted where she went so she could find her
way back. Her brunette mother started taking her camping
after her blond mother died. Nature had become the magical
mother to them both. She could console and comfort them
when their hearts could not stand another's touch. She thought
about Nikki a lot. She realized that Nikki was not evil or bad
, just still quite immature. She had been foolish to expect so
much from her. Lynette still cared for her, just she saw her
now as a little sister, and not her love.

Walking on a bit Lynette spied the biggest oak she had ever
seen! She removed her stockings and shoes and climbed up
the tree. She felt like a queen, like an amazon explorer deep
in the jungle! She let out a yelping cry to announce her
presence in the creatures in the forest. She felt the air come
through the treetop and walked out on the limb a bit. Again and
again she let out her primitive call to the creatures below.
She called to her fellow amazons so far away! She knew they
heard her in spirit.

Lynette Klaire, br, 17
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From: ashleigh butler <ashleeigh_99@y...>
Date: Sat Oct 23, 1999 4:47pm
Subject: Re: Ashleigh
  	
She felt like a queen, like an amazon
> explorer deep
> in the jungle! She let out a yelping cry to
> announce her
> presence in the creatures in the forest.



From somewhere far off Ashleigh heard a sound. A
yelp, or cry. She started to panic, what kind of
wild animals are out here? she thought....

=====
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From: <leslie7@h...>
Date: Sat Oct 23, 1999 5:12pm
Subject: To Miss Throckmorton
  	
My Dear Miss Throckmorton,

I am remiss in not sending you a word of welcome because not
only are you teaching literature but I wanted you to know that
I am rather new here myself. The school and its personalities
continue to fascinate me but at times I have found it a bit like
finding one's way through a labyrinth -- with only occasional sightings
of Ariadne's thread.

The girls do have so many interests--artistic, musical, sporting-- that I have
been getting used to appreciating from my years away from teaching. In a
literary view, I have been acquainted by them with writers I had not hitherto
known. On one level I find myself recalling Enid Blyton's school stories;
on another, romantic poetry captures the mood here.

I would love to have you stop by my rooms for tea soon so we might chat--
perhaps the day after tomorrow. I have been considering whether to assign
the wonderful novel "Billiards at Half Past Nine" by Henrietta Boll. It
raises the most fundamental issues of moral values yet never exceeds the
bounds of propriety with which the school must properly be concerned.

Sincerely,

Leslie Jones (Miss)

brunette
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From: <aaclinkinbeard@h...>
Date: Sat Oct 23, 1999 5:13pm
Subject: in the jungle, the Lynette sleeps tonight...
  	
Lynette came down from the tree. Walking along further
she found a stream and had a great deal of fun splashing
about. Sitting on a log, she ate half of one of the sandwiches
. She was feeling happy and yelped out "HELLO THERE!!"
to the forest nymphs in the distance...


Lynent Klaire, br, 17
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From: ashleigh butler <ashleeigh_99@y...>
Date: Sat Oct 23, 1999 5:25pm
Subject: Re: in the woods..
  	
> . She was feeling happy and yelped out "HELLO
> THERE!!"
> to the forest nymphs in the distance...


The next sound Ashleigh heard was not an animal at
all. It was a girl. She knew she was right, she
walked in the direction of the voice. Maybe she would
not stay lost after all....

=====
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From: <leslie7@h...>
Date: Sat Oct 23, 1999 5:23pm
Subject: A walk and a talk
  	
Miss Jones was out for a walk and again it was a glorious day.
She exulted in the beauty of the autumn and held her breath when
she saw two curiously dressed girls scurrying past the building
as if they were avoiding her.

Just then the brunette prefect Veronica came along and Miss Jones
smiled and asked her how she was, adding that she hoped Veronica
would come by for tea soon. She added that she had gathered that
Veronica did a superhuman job in watching out for the brunettes;
Miss Jones wanted her to know how much she for one recognized the
burden and hoped she could help her in any way possible.

She told Veronica that two things she had seen appeared strange. First,
she thought she had noticed two girls dressed rather exotically scurry
past the building across the garden from where she and Veronica stood.
"I only think it may bear looking into," she said, "and I think they
looked like Genevieve and Charlotte. I only hope they're not up to some
mischief."

But then Miss Jones looked straight at Veronica and told her she respected
her being proud of hailing from the south of Culveria but that as little
as it might appear, she as a northern Culveria did share a number of
traditions. One, she noted, was to state straight out when one had possibly
not done the right thing. "I realize that I was hard on your congfederate, Janet, at the Llangollen Museum. I plan to call her in to tell her that but
I thought you as the prefect should know and I see you are close with her,
as I would expect. She was lost in thought at a picture and I somehow
thought she was dawdling. I really don't tend to take that approach to
the girls and it must have been my concern that I do what I could to make
Miss Joans's day easier. I will let Janet know very soon that I had her
wrong that day."

With that, Miss Jones thanked Veronica again and said she hoped to see her for tea and to be of any aid to her in the future that she might be able to be.
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From: Charlotte Greene <carlottagreene@h...>
Date: Sat Oct 23, 1999 6:12pm
Subject: Re: The first dance
  	
Charlotte Greene, 14, brunette

Swathed in cashmere and a heady scent, Charlotte overflowed with excitement.
Gevevieve took her arm as they trotted down the street heading for Maria's
Soda Bar and Charlotte all of a sudden felt more grown up than ever before.
This was real glamour - walking along with an exquisite blond on your arm -
and she knew know what it meant to be a brunette. If anything were to happen
to Genevieve, well, she HAD to protect her. How lucky she was to have such a
wonderful new friend.

A cloud of cigarette smoke greeted them as they opened the door to the soda
bar. Jumping music blared out from the gleaming chrome jukebox and Genevieve
squealed with excitement. "My favourite, Shortcake, Peggy Lee!" Charlotte
was not entirely sure who this lady was but the beat was infectious and soon
they were crawling through the crowd, heading for the dancefloor. "I wish we
could have some of that Apple Jack now, Shortie, it sure would be fun. Come
on, twirl me around!" The once nervous brunette lost all her doubts and
twirled her partner magnificently, guiding her gracefully around as though
they were in an Arcadian ballroom, not just the slightly seedy floor of a
soda bar. "Oh for a cocktail like the ones at my coming out party", gasped
Genevieve. "I AM thirsty". "I'll see what I can do," said Charlotte bravely
and headed towards the dimly lit bar area.

"Hello, please could I have two cocktails" asked Charlotte feigning a
disinterested air. "Cocktails? Young lady, what kind of cocktails would you
be talking about?" quizzed the bemused barlady. "Umm, the Appley ones
perhaps?" gulped Charlotte, her grown-up confidence ebbing away. Suddenly
even the lipstick and the borrowed sweater didn't seem to change the fact
that she was only just 14 and didn't know what a cocktail was. She glanced
around at the ladies surrounding her and realised that they were all much
older and definitely not the Avendale type. On top of that, Genevieve had
disappeared from sight and the barlady was becoming increasingly grumpy.
"First of all young lady, you are underage. Secondly, we do not have a
license to serve alcohol here, at least, not to strangers. Thirdly - " but
at that Charlotte swiftly retreated into the crowd.
794
	

From: Thelma Roberts <greenwellies@h...>
Date: Sat Oct 23, 1999 6:20pm
Subject: Aftermath from Veronica disciplining Tracey
  	
A timid knock sounded on Tracey's door. The brunette arose from her bed --
upon which she had been laying on her stomach -- and opened the door to find
Thelma.

"Oh Tracey, I heard you were caned. By Veronica! I am so sorry this whole
business over carrying my books has caused you to be punished so."

With that, the two hugged, and Tracey started crying again, softly, but
wetly. "It hurt so much, Thel. You would not believe what agony a piece of
rattan can cause. But I will not give her the satisfaction of winning. She
will have to beat me every single day."

"Now, Tracey," intoned her friend, "I know you are strong-willed. That's
one of the things I like about you. But I do not want you to be caned
again. It hurts me, too, because I feel guilty as the person somewhat
responsible for getting you into this mess. So you have to promise me
you'll carry my books for a week, and we'll make sure Veronica sees us,
alright?"

Tracey nodded, smiling wanly.

Thelma drew a hankie from her pocket and dried her friend's eyes.

"Now, let me see the marks. I brought some Ponds cold cream to take the
sting away. Lay down on your bed."

Tracey wasn't sure what to do. After a moment's reflection, she turned and
raised the hem of her skirt, revealing the tips of three weals. In a flash,
Thelma had put her finger and thumb into the waistband of Tracey's underwear
and pulled the elastic back to see the entire set of weals.

"Thelma, what are you doing!?" Tracey exclaimed.

"Don't get in a fuss, Trace. I see more of you when we are in the shower
room after phys ed class. Now let me put some cold cream on it. it looks
so sore!"

The brunette lay down again on her bed, skirt raised, panties lowered to her
knees, while her friend gently applied some soothing cold cream to the
affected area. It felt vaguely wrong to be ministered in such a way, but
school was all about new experiences.

After two or three minutes of gentle care, Thelma plumped herself down on
the bed next to Tracey and giggled. There's something you haven't noticed!
Remember when you told me to lose my brassiere, to look like the painting of
the girl at the Llangollen Museum?"

Tracey looked. Down. At her friend's heaving chest, where it was evident
that no bra was being worn. Nipples stood out, pressed against the starched
white cotton blouse Thelma wore. Tracey had two simultaneous thoughts:

1. To give Thelma a big kiss right on the mouth.

2. To recognize her friend was somewhat naive and hold back a little on
future suggestions.

But neither thought was translated into action, because Thelma bounded off
the bed and said "I am going out now to run into Veronica accidentally on
purpose. When she sees me without a bra it will want to make her discipline
me, and although I have not reviewed the dress code I am sure there is
nothing about what kind of underwear one must wear. So she will be vexed,
but helpless. Doncha just love it?"

And the blonde headed out, leaving behind the cold cream and her friend who,
for once, was speechless.
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From: <aaclinkinbeard@h...>
Date: Sat Oct 23, 1999 7:12pm
Subject: forest nymphs
  	
> The next sound Ashleigh heard was not an animal at
> all. It was a girl. She knew she was right, she
> walked in the direction of the voice. Maybe she would
> not stay lost after all...

Lynette was dancing around happily over the rocks in the
stream when Ashleigh came upon her. Her hair was wild
and she was so gay you would have thought she was a
forest nymph! She would race along the rocks and then
quick-as-you-please she climbed up a tree! Her delicate
feet racing though the leaves on the forest floor. When she
saw Ashleigh she let out a laugh in delight. "Oh, there is
another forest nymph?" she teased. Lynette smiled
playfully to Ashleigh. "Uh-oh!" Ashleigh gasped and then
was immediately covered with autumn leaves!

Lynette couldn't stop laughing seeing Ashleigh so aghast!
She couldn't even stop when Ashleigh came over and
dumped even more leaves on her! "Oh turn-about-is-fair-play!"
Lynette warned and took off after Ashleigh with several armfuls of leaves.
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From: ashleigh butler <ashleeigh_99@y...>
Date: Sat Oct 23, 1999 7:38pm
Subject: Re: forest nymphs
  	
> Lynette warned and took off after Ashleigh with
> several armfuls of leaves.
>
Before they knew it they were both covered in leaves
and dirt from head to toe, and laughing so hard they
could hardly breathe. Ashleigh grabbed a hand full of
leaves and tried to stuff them down the back of
Lynettes shirt. When Lynette struggled they both fell
backwards into the creek still laughing....

=====
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From: <aaclinkinbeard@h...>
Date: Sat Oct 23, 1999 8:26pm
Subject:
  	
Noticing it was getting late the two girls though it best to
head back to school... but what a mess they were! They
were both covered head-to-toe with dirt not to mention
soaked to the bone. Lynette figured they could get back
and changed before dinner. Ashleigh wasn't so sure.

Lynette asked Ashleigh how long she had been out here
and if she was hungry. Ashleigh thought she might stea
l the acorns from the squirrels! Lynette brought out the
sandwiches she had packed. They both ate ravenously
totally forgetting their manners. Ashleigh claimed it had
to be the best ham sandwich in the whole world. Lynette
laughed " It is not much of a feast, but it sure beats acorns!"

After they had refreshed a bit they headed back towards
school. The sun was setting and Lynette didn't want to fight
her way out in the dark! As luck would have it, they reached
the garden right before nightfall and Lynette was able to
sneak in unnoticed. Going back to her dorm, she wondered
why Ashleigh would go off in the woods like that alone when
she got lost so easily? She would ask her when she saw her again.
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From: ashleigh butler <ashleeigh_99@y...>
Date: Sat Oct 23, 1999 8:36pm
Subject: Re:
  	
Ashleigh snuck back into her dorm also, but as she
went in she dripped a trail of muddy water behind her
in the hall. She slipped in and changed into her
night clothes. She dumped her dirty, wet clothes into
the sink of the bathroom. It was a good thing for her
that Lynette had come into the woods. She wondered
what Lynette had done with her dirty uniform..



=====
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From: Kadorienne <kadorian@b...>
Date: Sat Oct 23, 1999 10:44pm
Subject: Re: A walk and a talk
  	
Veronica took her leave of Miss Jones, feeling very gratified at the mistress' words of praise, but also slightly uncomfortable, as she did whenever she was
praised for doing what was after all only her duty. She resolved to be certain to attend tea with the mistress. She had had difficulty, however, not to smile
in amusement when Miss Jones had said that the Confederacy and the Union of Culveria shared a custom of directness. Perhaps Confederates were direct in
comparison to Altalians, but not in comparison to Northerners!

She promptly reported what the mistress had told her about Charlotte and Genevieve to Miss Maitland. Miss Maitland thanked her for the intelligence and
dispatched one of the mistresses to fetch the girls, if it were indeed they.

Veronica Bellemont, brunette, almost 16
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From: Miss Joans <MissJoans@b...>
Date: Sat Oct 23, 1999 11:04pm
Subject: Miss Joans administers discipline
  	
Come in, Tracey. I have summoned you here to pay the penalty for
disrespect to Art in the temple of the Muses. Did I not instruct you
girls that your uniforms were to be pristine for the visit to the
Museum? Did you imagine that I would not notice that dreadful red stain
on your blouse? Not to mention your dreadful behavior before the work of
Madame de Lempicka, whispering and giggling. Bend over my desk.

What? You just had three strokes from a prefect? I am certain that you
deserved them. What of it? No, of course you can't wait a few days
before receiving your six from me. That's right, six. And one more for
protesting. Bend over at once.

(Miss Joans delivers seven strokes of the cane to Tracey rapidly and
vigorously.)

Stop blubbering, you irreverent child. You are also to write two hundred
lines. Now go, and send in Malena. She should be waiting outside.

(Tracey exits, Malena enters. Both girls are in tears, Tracey from pain,
Malena from remorse.)

Hello, Malena. Are you going to attempt to evade correction too?

(Malena shakes her head anxiously.)

I am glad to hear that. If you are going to visit a Museum, the temple
of the Muses, you must show your respect for Art by having a perfectly
neat uniform. Bend over the desk.

(Malena weeps quietly through her six strokes.)

You are also to write two hundred lines. Now go.

(Malena leaves and Miss Joans sinks wearily into her chair.)

What in Dea's name must I do to inculcate these foolish children with
respect for Art?


Miss Elizabeth Joans, mistress, blonde
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From: Miss Joans <MissJoans@b...>
Date: Sat Oct 23, 1999 11:23pm
Subject: Miss Joans to Miss Throckmorton
  	
Dear Miss Throckmorton,

I was indeed glad that one so appreciative of Art as you was able to
join us at the Llangollen Museum of Art. We will be making several
visits to that noble institution during the coming year, and I hope you
will care to accompany us for all of them, for it is clear that you can
appreciate great works.

I do not think that most of the girls are acquainted with the famed
inhabitants of Llangollen, though probably most of them know that it was
the wealthy philanthropist Nicola Girlston who purchased the estate and
endowed it with her magnificent Art collection and made it into a
Museum. A few generations later, the Museum fell on hard times and would
have had to close its doors and dismantle its collection, but the
magnanimous Queen Anna Maria, who also founded our own school, had it
restored and caused many more excellent works to be brought there. Since
then, Llangollen has remained among the most famous and illustrious
Museums in the Empire. Well, as a literature mistress, perhaps you would
be the one best fitted to tell the girls the lovely story of the Ladies
of Llangollen. That is, if it fits with your lesson plan, of course,
darling.

Yes, isn't Godward's work lovely? Godward was one of the followers
of the style of Alma-Tadema, and as much as I revere Alma-Tadema, I must
say that the brighter colors of Godward appeal to me even more.

I will indeed take you up on your kind offer of highballs -- and
congenial conversation, I am certain. I am confident that a lady as
discerning as yourself will be a most valuable asset to this school, and
that you will do much toward raising our girls to the light.

Yours in Art,

Elizabeth Joans, blonde
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From: <aaclinkinbeard@h...>
Date: Sat Oct 23, 1999 11:05pm
Subject: to bed...
  	
Lynette stripped off her clothes onto a towel. Standing
there in the nude, she washed everything. The blazer
needed special attention. She hoped that a trip to a
professional clean wouldn't be necessary. She sang
softly as she cleaned, making sure she took care of
everything.

Carefully, she rolled and blotted everything with two fresh
towels and got dressed for bed. She remembered the
correction she had received from Miss Veronica before
and would not be caught with a mess. She hung the
delicate clothes up to dry and ironed the rest. She was
very thankful for the portable iron and miniature ironing
board she brought from home.

Her roommate was out at the movies still. It would have
been nice to have someone to talk to this evening.
Lynette thought of how much fun she had today with
Ashleigh. The girls here were nice, but it was hard to
get to know them. Lynette thought until she couldn't
think anymore and feel asleep.

Lynette Klaire, br, 17
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From: Kadorienne <kadorian@b...>
Date: Sat Oct 23, 1999 11:56pm
Subject: Veronica prepares Janet for her journey
  	
If anything, Veronica was even more nervous than Janet about the
President's invitation. She spent the afternoon helping Janet iron her
clothes and giving her advice, much of it unnecessary. "Try not to say
'ain't', and eat slowly, and chew with your mouth closed. At the table,
try to copy what the others do."

Janet managed a smile, though she was clearly nervous. "I'll do my best
to act like a lady, Miss Veronica. Oh, I wish you could go instead.
You'd know how to behave around a President."

"I just wish you had been here longer before this happened, so that you
would have learned more about grammar and deportment," Veronica said,
biting her lip as she pressed a difficult seam. Then she realized what
Janet had said. "Janet, this is a wonderful opportunity for you. You're
going to meet the President! I've met Senatresses, but never a
President. This is exactly the kind of opportunity you deserve, after
how hard you've worked. And she knows that. Why do you think she's
invited scholarship pupils to accompany her? She knows self-made maidens
are what makes our country great. Look at Abigail Lincoln. So self-made
that the pettes at my old school joked she was born in a log cabin she
built with her own hands."

Janet laughed shakily. "What should I say to the President, though? Do I
call her 'Your Majesty'?"

Veronica smiled. "Nothing so picturesque for us boring Culverians. You
call her 'Miss President. Now, let's see. The eagle you carved! It's the
symbol of Culveria, North and South. Why don't you give it to her?"

Janet hesitated. She had been thinking of giving Veronica the eagle for
her birthday. But she could always carve something else. "All right. If
you think it'd be fittin'."

"I'm sure she'd be delighted." Just then a maidservant entered. "Yes?"
Veronica said to the girl, since Janet had no idea how to speak to a
servant.

"Please, miss, I've brought Miss Janet's trunk."

Veronica looked at the shabby trunk. "I see. Put it back in the attic
and bring one of my trunks, the second smallest one."

Janet marvelled for a moment that Veronica had multiple trunks, but
then, it was only to be expected, wasn't it? "Oh, Miss Veronica, you
don't have to...."

"Don't talk nonsense. You don't want to look shabby in front of the
President."

"But she'll know I'm a scholarship pupil, and most of us are from poor
families. Won't she wonder why I have a nice-lookin' trunk?"

Veronica stopped, the iron poised in the air, as she considered that
anxiously. But the thought of the President's maidservants handling that
awful shabby trunk was more than she could bear. "If it comes up, you
tell her someone lent you the trunk. I'm certain she'll understand that.
And I'm going to lend you some jewelry, too."

"Oh, Miss Veronica --"

"Well, just take it. You don't have to wear it if you don't think it
would be right. But I'm going to lend you my pearl clip earrings, and my
pearl necklace. Just keep them in case you decide you need them."
Veronica put the iron down. "There! Now you'll look your best when you
meet the President. And the other pupils, too. You'll get to meet other
scholarship girls. I'm sure it will be good for you to meet other girls
who've had to struggle as you have. Maybe it'll cure you of that silly
notion you keep getting, that you don't belong here. You belong here
more than anyone else, little sister." Veronica put her arms around the
thin young girl.

At that moment the maid returned with one of Veronica's fine trunks of
burgundy leather. "Put it at the foot of the bed," Veronica instructed
briskly.

"Very good, miss." The maidservant complied and withdrew. Janet's eyes
bulged. It seemed almost magical, having maids to do things for you like
that. But Veronica, used to this, took no notice. Instead she began to
pack Janet's uniforms, showing her how to fold the garments so that they
would wrinkle as little as possible. She tucked the eagle Janet had
carved and her own pearl jewelry in the corners. Then she hugged Janet
again.

"Good luck, little sister," she whispered.


Veronica Bellemont, brunette, almost 16
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From: <LSDixie@xxx.xxx>
Date: Sat Oct 23, 1999 10:20pm
Subject: Introduction of Alisa Elizabeth Westerling
  	
Alisa Elizabeth Westerling, 13
brunette

As the car pulled up the drive to the school, Alisa's heart began to
race. Never in her life had she felt so helpless. She wasn't supposed to
feel this way, being a brunette, but she was completely out of her element.
In all of her thirteen years, she had never been far away from Sterling
Estate, her family home. She had never been to school, as her brunette
mother had thought that her children would be better off taught at home by
their governess, Miss Fraser. Miss Fraser had done a quality job of it,
especially for Alisa'a three younger, blonde sisters, but Alisa'a recent
behavior problems had forced her mothers' to find another alternative for her
education.
Alisa was a very intelligent girl with a passion for nature and science.
She had, up until recently, excelled in her studies. But she has reached a
stage in her life where she needed another brunette's influence. Both of her
mothers' time was spent out of the country, managing their numerous silver
mines and investments. They only came home about 4 weeks out of the year.
Alisa and her sisters had been raised by Miss Fraser and the house staff--all
of them blonde. Alisa was adored by them and any attempts at discipline were
thwarted by her charm and their indulgence. But, lately, they had all been
very concerned with Alisa's brooding and angry moods. She would have nothing
to do with her daily studies, arising early in the morning and galloping away
into the woods on her black mare, Omega. She would return after dusk,
offering no answers for her behavior. Her brunette mother had been contacted
in Amazonia and sent word home that she would be soundly thrashed if she
didn't change her ways (not that she had ever taken the time to discipline
her in the past). Alisa was convinced that the only reason she was even
concerned about it was because Alisa was to take over the family business
when she became of age. The last time her mothers' were home, Alisa had told
them that she wanted to become a doctor. Her brunette mother had just
laughed at her and told her, " That's nonsense!"
Alisa would have never let her mothers' see how bad this had hurt her, but
this is when her behavior had changed. Now, as a result, they were sending
her to Avendale.
Alisa knew she had been setting a bad example for her blonde sisters.
She doted on them and would do anything for them. That is one reason that
she came to Avendale without argument. She was excited about the new
adventure but scared to death of what she was about to face. She had no idea
what would be expected of her or how she would react to all of the
restrictions. She has had complete freedom for years and has never been
around other brunettes, although she did look forward to all of the sports
(especially baseball--her favorite)! She had heard that it was a very strict
school and this was not something that she was used to. She hoped that she
could stay out of trouble--if she could just keep her temper in control.
As the car pulled to a stop, she was sure the driver could hear her heart
beating! She got her bags and knocked on the front
door...........................
Alisa Elizabeth Westerling, 13
brunette
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From: Tracey Austin <tracey_m_austin@xxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Sun Oct 24, 1999 2:31am
Subject: Two Canings In One Day!
  	
What a horrible Saturday! First three strokes of the
cane from Miss Veronica for defying her about the book
carrying thing, then Miss Joans made her bend over for
seven more for having a stained uniform and giggling
at the art museum.

Even though the caning was over her clothing, Miss
Joans caned VERY HARD and the pain was excruciating.
Tracey barely made it back to her room before
collapsing.

Tracey lay on her tummy on her bed, crying, her bottom
now sporting TEN stripes of the cane. She had NEVER
been caned in her whole 14 years, and today she had
gotten it TWICE.

There was a knock on the door, and Tracey painfully
got up and answered it. It was Thelma, holding a
bottle of Pond's cold cream. "Tracey!" cried Thelma,
rushing inside. "I just heard that you got caned
AGAIN! I'm so SORRY!"

Thelma pushed Tracey down on the bed and in a
businesslike manner, flipped up her skirt and eased
down her knickers. "Wowwwww," whistled Thelma. "She
really whacked you. Those are way worse than
Veronica's!"

Thelma traced one of the weals with the tip of a
finger as Tracey shuddered and wriggled a little. The
touch hurt and felt nice at the same time...

Softly, Thelma began to smooth cream onto Tracey's
ravaged buttocks. "What did Miss Joans say??" asked
Thelma.

"She...said..my uniform was stained...I didn't think
she'd notice, but she did...and she saw us whispering
and giggling before Mme de Lempicka's painting.." said
Tracey, her voice muffled by her tear-soaked pillow.

Thelma stopped rubbing. "Oh, oh...I was giggling with
you...do you think she'll cane ME?"

Tracey looked at Thelma. "She didn't say so...gosh, I
hope not, Thel! I'd feel awful if she did that to
you! But you're a blonde...maybe she wouldn't be so
hard on you..."

Thelma finished rubbing in the cream. "Thank you so
much, Thel," sighed Tracey. She lifted herself up by
one elbow. "You know what? I decided I do NOT like
to be caned! Not at ALL! I will for sure carry your
books all week! Forget stupid pride!"

Tracey thought about the earlier visit by Joan, the
"rough brunette". If even Joan thought defying
Veronica was stupid, maybe the only stupid one
was...Tracey.

Thelma hugged Tracey, glad her stubborn brunette
friend had finally seen reason! Tracey hugged her
back, also giving her a tender kiss on the mouth that
sent Thelma spinning.

"Oh, Thelma!" said Tracey. "I nearly forgot! Joans
said I have to write 200 lines. You don't mind, do
you...??"



=====
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From: <aaclinkinbeard@h...>
Date: Sun Oct 24, 1999 3:09am
Subject: Lynette takes Alisa to Miss Maitland's office
  	
Lynette was just coming of the building when she noticed
Alisa Elizabeth Westerling at the door. "Hello there, how
are you?" She said cheerfully. Lynette noticed the girl
seemed unsure of herself, looking around she notice the
trunks. She guessed the young brunette was new. Lynette
politely introduced herself to the bunny and offered to take
Alisa to see the headmistress. "Goodness, you must have
come a long way! Your trunks are much heavier then mine!"
she gasped.

Lynette and Alisa had quite a chat all the way to the office.
They found that they both enjoyed biology, and chemistry.
Lynette had never known another girl that enjoyed such
things. She mentioned that there were many different sports
here, and that maybe they could get with Miss Veronica and
see about a baseball/softball team?

Lynette gently took Alisa aside and checked her over. "You
need to straighten your tie a bit, and pull up your socks.
Miss Maitland is quite serious about appearance." Lynette
smiled reassuringly to the new girl. "You will do fine, just
introduce yourself, and remember be very respectful."
Saying that she left the girl at the big oak door.

Lynette Klaire, br, 17
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From: <LSDixie@xxx.xxx>
Date: Sun Oct 24, 1999 5:53am
Subject: Alisa at Miss Maitland's office
  	
Alisa was relieved to see the friendly brunette come to the door. And
although she was to nervous to think (much less talk), Lynette was able to
strike up a nice little conversation with her as she directed her to the
headmistress's office. Lynette liked science, too, although she was not sure
if they would be offered as classes to her this year. She had also told her
that another brunette named Veronica liked baseball. Lynette had called her
a "prefect," but Alisa was unsure as to what that was exactly.
Lynette left her at the door to Miss Maitland's office and Alisa watched
the older girl disappear around the corner. She had the desperate urge to
run while she could, but she was too proud to let something like this defeat
her! She looked down at the uniform that had been sent to her home. The
grey skirt and white shirt were wrinkled from all of the wriggling and
squirming she had done on the long car ride here. Lynette had told her how
much appearance meant here. She reached down and pulled up her socks and
straightened her tie. "At least these will be presentable," she thought.
She took a deep breath and knocked on the door. There was no turning back
now........
Alisa Westerling, 13
brunette
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From: <Aphridite1@xxx.xxx>
Date: Sun Oct 24, 1999 7:06am
Subject: Re: The Last Dance
  	
Genevieve watched "Shortie" (although a she wasn't really short, but rather
slightly tall for her age) head over to the soda fountain, and wondered
whatever could she be doing? When "Shortie" told her she had tried to order
cocktails, Genevieve all most exploded from laughing. "Shortcake, no wonder
the woman looked at you funny, they don't serve alcohol here." Seeing her
friends embarrassment, she dragged her out on the dance floor for more
dancing. The song was a slow one, but one of Genevieve's favorites, and she
wanted to dance. She whispered to "Shortie" that after this dance, they had
to get changed and head over to the movies, so that they would not be caught.
They had exactly one hour, to run, change, straighten there uniforms, and
stash the clothes in their respective dorms. Genevieve would think about all
that later, right now all she wanted was to put her head on "Shortie's"
shoulder and hum to the song.

Genevieve Bouvier, 16, Blonde
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From: Charlotte Greene <carlottagreene@xxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Sun Oct 24, 1999 11:30am
Subject: Re: Wounded pride
  	
Charlotte Greene, 14, brunette

Genevieve as usual came to the rescue. As she gently teased the bewildered
Charlotte and brought her back onto the dancefloor, Charlotte mumbled "I
wish I could be a proper brunette and stop being such a dunce."
"Forget about it sweetheart, and let's just enjoy the music as we'll have to
go in a minute".
"Pehaps we could find a cocktail somewhere else?" asked Charlotte,
determined for a moment to satify both her wounded pride and her lovely
maiden's thirst. "I heard Miss Throckmorton talk about the Golden Lion Inn -
she said her "Highballs" are better than theirs or something like that
anyhow. Should we give it a go?"
Genevieve just looked at her in amazement.
810
	

From: <leslie7@xxxxxxx.xxx>
Date: Sun Oct 24, 1999 0:24pm
Subject: To Miss Joans
  	
My Dear Miss Joans,

I wanted to let you know how much I enjoyed the opportunity to accompany
you and assist with the girls' trip to the museum. I did want to mention
to you that although I understand some of the girls misbehaved, I feel
I was unduly hard on one. I was seeking to get the girls to where they
needed to be and Janet was seemingly not complying with the directions.
I was becoming annoyed and a bit impatient and so I slapped her to get
her attention and get her in motion. I subsequently realized she was
admiring a painting and have felt unhappy about the matter since then.
I wanted you to be aware of this because I know you regard her as a
talented art student. She should not be regarded as among those girls
who misbehaved.

Sincerely,

Leslie Jones (Miss) brunette
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From: Natalie C. H. Tyler <destro@xx.xxxx>
Date: Sun Oct 24, 1999 1:17pm
Subject: Re: Miss Throckmorton to Georgina
  	
My Dear Georgina,

Thank you so much for your kind, sweet note. What a relief I felt
when I read that you had not partaken of the superannuated apple juice.
A girl of your tender years! Why the concern for you that leapt up in
my breast was truly heart-felt.

You express yourself so beautifully on the sentiments that the
Llangollen Museum inspired within you. I am confident that you are a
young lady of most especial talents and sensitivity.

I am delighted that you will come for tea on Monday at four. I hope
to learn all about you and about your academic interests then.

Yours sincerely,


Miss Throckmorton, br
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From: Natalie C. H. Tyler <destro@xx.xxxx>
Date: Sun Oct 24, 1999 1:30pm
Subject: Re: Miss Throckmorton to Miss Joans
  	
Dear Miss Joans,

Thanks so much for your charming note and for the background history of
the Llangollen Museum. I did not know all of those fascinating details.

I simply cannot get Godward's portrait of that smashing brunette out of my
mind. It is odd, since I generally prefer artwork that depicts blondes.
But great art does transcend our own personal tastes and idiosyncracies. I
think I will procure a bundle of grapes to serve to you in commemoration of
that divine portrait.

I have long been a great admirer of the works of Alma-Tadema and even have
Alma-Tadema's autograph in my rum little collection of sundry jous-jous,
bibelots, objets d'art, and other queer little things. It would be my
pleasure to show it to you.

Thanks again, so very much, for your kind letter and I hope to see you in
my study for a postprandial highball and un po de conversasione a domani.

Most sincerely,

Charlotte Throckmorton, br
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From: Natalie C. H. Tyler <destro@xx.xxxx>
Date: Sun Oct 24, 1999 1:38pm
Subject: Re: Miss Throckmorton to Miss Jones
  	
My Dear Miss Jones,

Thank you so very much for your most gracious note. I am really enthralled
with the prospect of discussing literature with you and hope that you will tell me
about the great twentieth century authors you admire. So much of my time has been
spent studying previous centuries that I feel my ignorance of our own is quite
shocking. Of course I have heard of Henrietta Boll, but it will dismay you, no
doubt, to learn that I have not perused a single page.
I have heard that you are a great afficianado of Joyce. Now that is an author
I have read and been enthralled by. You must tell me which of the works is
dearest to your heart.

I would cherish the opportunity to come to your rooms the day after tomorrow to
discuss our mutual discipline. Oops! Perhaps you will take me wrong here. I
meant, of course, the discipline of literature. The phrase "mutual discipline"
just put a not-very-Mistressy image into my head.

Yours most sincerely,

Charlotte Throckmorton, br
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From: Natalie C. H. Tyler <destro@xx.xxxx>
Date: Sun Oct 24, 1999 1:48pm
Subject: Re: Miss Throckmorton to Veronica
  	
>

My Dear Veronica,

Thank you so very much for your kind note. I wanted to write back and
let your know how much I enjoyed meeting the two Prefects. I know what a
serious responsibility rests on your shoulders and from all I have heard,
you are acquitting the job most splendidly.

Avendale is very lucky to have such conscientious prefects and I am so
much looking forward to many more delightful conversations with you.

On a more personal level, I am not hesitant to tell you that I, too, was
a brunette prefect in my school days which was during the time of the Pit's
First Great War. I can well remember the vigilence and tireless service
that was required of me, so if I can help or inspire you in any way, please
do not hesitate to approach me. I also know the mischeif that girls can get
up to. During my first two years at school, I was a veritable hoyden and it
was only the discipline of my own brunette prefect that taught me the value
of right-thinking.

Brunette prefects! It is a veritable apostolic chain of brunette
prefects that decade by decade helps to form the characters of half our
population.

Yours, with warmth,

Miss Throckmorton, br
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From: Natalie C. H. Tyler <destro@xx.xxxx>
Date: Sun Oct 24, 1999 1:54pm
Subject: Assignment for all pupils
  	
My Dear Girls,

I trust that you all have completed the essay for Miss Joans. I now
want to step in and give you a brief assignment.
First, does anyone know about the history of the two ladies of
Llangollen? Lady Eleanor Butler, a brunette, and her blonde friend,
Miss Sarah Ponsonby, lived for many decades during the late eighteenth
century and the first thirty years of the nineteenth century together.
Their romantic friendship was celebrated throughout the country. If you
would like to look at the house wherein they lived, you may follow this
link:

http://www.llangollen.com/plas.html

I would like you to remember their names and to remember that they
strove to master the arts of literature, the epistolary arts, and the
arts of elegant and eloquent conversation.

Most faithfully,

Miss Throckmorton, br
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From: <michelegirl@xxxxxxxx.xxx>
Date: Sun Oct 24, 1999 2:53pm
Subject: Michele confesses to Tracey.
  	
Michele approached the door to Tracey's room three times, only to lose
nerve and go back to her own room. Michele heard that Tracey was caned
and given 200 lines for a stain on her blouse that she wore on the
trip to the art museum. "Seven strokes of the cane, what could that have
felt like" thought Michele, "Miss Veronica gave me seven with the paddle
and that was almost more than I could bear..."
Finally the moment of truth, as she cannot keep silent any longer.....
Michele knocks on Tracey's door, a voice tells her to come in...

Hi Tracey, I heard what happen to you, I feel so sorry Tracey,
seven strokes...AND lines...that must have been bad...all for a
stain...I was so afraid that would happen!" said Michele.

Tracey: "It was BAD!...What do you mean that you were afraid it would
happen?"

"Well...I" Michele looks as if she is about to cry. "...I had strawberry
shortcake a few days ago and...

Tracey: "AND ...what?"

"...I spilled strawberry juice on my blouse...Tracey, I am so, so sorry,
I was scared"
Tracey glares as Michele continues. "...I was scared because of the stain
AND the trip...Miss Veronica paddled me for knocking her down while
running... I was afraid to get paddled again for a stain...
Tracey, I switched with you!...your stain was my stain..."
Michele confesses, eyes welling up. "I am so sorry."

Tracey: "sorry?...YOU'RE SORRY"

Michele: "I will go to her...ask her to let me do the lines... I wish I
could take away your caning..."

Tracey: "Take away this???"

Michele is shocked as Tracey has lifted her skirt to reveal the damage,
10 ugly red swollen lines on her bottom and upper thighs, 7 of which
came from Miss Joans.
Michele breaks down and silently wishes that she'd kept her mouth shut,
but it is too late now...
"I wish I could take it away Tracey, I will go to Miss Joans...and
confess...What is Miss Joans making you write for your 200 lines?...
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From: <leslie7@xxxxxxx.xxx>
Date: Sun Oct 24, 1999 4:01pm
Subject: To Georgina
  	
My Dear Georgina,

I do thank you for your encouragement but I accept that from you only
because you have not had occasion to hear me play the violin as of yet!
Before I found myself so tres engagee in the demands of the day, I did
enjoy playing and had become reasonably proficient. But it has been many a
year alas since then.

Perhaps I might practise for a while and then perhaps you might play for me--
I can hardly state that proposition because the idea of your serving as my
accompanist, after the way I heard you effuse Bach the other day. Of course,
I wonder if anyone else might possess some violin background. It won't do
for me to relearn one of the parts if we haven't another fiddle to do the
double.

Do you find that you can practise with regularity and keep up with your schoolwork?
I used to find that the discipline of practising tended to force me to make the
most of my study time. My blonde mum once managed to introduce me to Isabella
Perlman, the violinist and I ventured to ask her--I was all of 9 or 10 at the
time--how she felt about having to practice! She smiled so widely and laughed for
what seemed like several minutes and then looked straight at me and said: "Practise?
I hate it, hate it, hate it!!! But of course I do it, and I do it every day!" It
did make it easier for me after that.

I am walking to the village later this afternoon. Stop by my rooms after 4 if you'd
like to join me and we might discuss this if you are so inclined.

Sincerely,

Miss Jones

brunette
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From: <MissMaybridge@xxxxxxxxx.xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx)>
Date: Sun Oct 24, 1954 3:47pm
Subject: About Katie Webster
  	
Girls,

I am afraid that Katie Webster has left us for the time being. She
is very ill, and so will not be able to return to Avendale for some months.
I am sure you will all join me in praying for her speedy recovery.

Delores Maybridge (Miss)
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From: Georgina de la Falaise <Tanya@xxxxxxxxxxxxxxx.xxxxxxxxx.xx.xxx>
Date: Sun Oct 24, 1999 4:54pm
Subject: Georgina to Miss Jones
  	
Tanya@c...

Georgina de la Falaise blonde, 12 years of age

Dear Miss Jones,

Thank you so much for your reply. I would be most delighted to join you on your walk in to town this afternoon. As you suggest, i shall call by your rooms at around 4pm.

On the subject of someone capable of providing the second violin to make up the double, there is a girl named Claire Greene in Year Four who plays to a very high standard. If you felt you had the time to spare, (I can well imagine how busy a Mistress' timetable can be), perhaps it would be worth asking her if she might care to join us.

Until four o'clock then.

Respectfully yours,

Georgina de la Falaise
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From: Thelma Roberts <greenwellies@xxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Sun Oct 24, 1999 5:24pm
Subject: Tracey's lines, Thelma's complicity
  	
Thelma returned to her room, head spinning from Tracey's kiss. The blonde
was experiencing feelings she had never known before, and felt invincible,
light-headed and in love.

Her mind, though, immediately turned to business, because the line Miss
Joans had given Tracey to write was long, complex and punishing.

"In future I must comport myself in all matters, including dress, as would
any other refined young lady, ensuring my words and deeds reflect well on my
school and upbringing."

She sat at her table, took a number of sheets of foolscap, and a bottle of
blue-black ink, and wrote the heading on the top of page 1 thusly:

"Punishment writing for Miss Joans from Tracey Austin, br, 14"

She then drew a straight narrow line down the left side of the page, with
the help of her wooden ruler, and carefully wrote "1." in this margin.
Thelma then wrote the first line, slowly and meticulously. Indeed, she
thought, "Since I am doing this for Tracey I should do it even better than
if it was being turned in under my own name -- for my work will be reviewed
by two people, Tracey and Miss Joans. And I certainly must avoid any
possibility of Tracey being strapped or caned for poor penmanship when the
imposition is handed in."

Inexorably, she wrote and wrote and wrote the line, stopping only
periodically to select a new sheet of foolscap, repeating the heading and
drawing another left margin.

After three-and-a-half hours, her wrist ached and her fingers were cramped,
while her back was stiff from sitting in one place for so long. And ink
stained her hand in several places. But finally she was done!

Thelma headed out her door to go give the lines to Tracey, completely
unaware that another girl had also offered to write Tracey's lines. Indeed,
if Dea looked down, She would shake Her head in wonder: Tracey will have 2
sets of lines in 2 different styles of handwriting, neither her own, to hand
in to Miss Joans. A recipe for disaster if ever there was one, especially
if Miss Joans ever required Thelma to write lines herself.

But Thelma knew nothing of this. Instead, she looked down at her front,
seeing her nipples sticking out against her white blouse, and knocked on
Tracey's door, lips full and moist, heart beating madly, lines in one hand
and the Pond's cold cream in the other, hoping her brunette friend needed
another application of the cooling cream on her twin corrugated stripes.
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From: Kate Katzban-Beren <kater@xxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Sun Oct 24, 1999 6:54pm
Subject: Caitlen: breakfast, the art trip, and a visit to Miss Joans
  	
Caitlen had enjoed imensly the scene at breakfast the other morning, when so
many of the students had partaken of the apple jack. Caitlen, to whom the
taste was not new at all, caught on rather quickly to the prank playing out
before her. sipped enough of the cider to get a slight buzz, and watched in
amusement as many of the other girls got quite drunk. Caitlen couldn't wait
to see who was behind this prank! She was sure she would get along quite
well with whoever was inventive enough to pull this off.

Caitlen dressed her best for the trip to the Art Gallery. After all, it
wasn't every day a student at Avendale got to go to town. Besides,
preparing for the trip helped take her mind off the essay she would have to
write upon its completion. It wasn't that Caitlen couldn't write...no, she
was a fairly good writer and a voracious reader. It was just that at home
her course of study had been more focused on science than on art. During
the course the trip Caitlen lingered a moment longer than most of the other
students at each painting. they were beautiful, that much was plain to
see...but what more could she say? She was no expert on the use of colors
and shadows that some of the other girls seemed to be. She listened in as
small groups of students discussed this portrait or that photograph...the
use of perspective and texture to create this theme or draw the eye to that
character...but the worms swam in her head, unable to settle down into any
semblance of sense. For the next day all of her free time was spent mulling
over her options for the essay. A few times she started an essay on one
piece or another, but each time they ended up a crumpled mass on her floor.
Finally, in deperation, she made her way to Miss Joans office and knocked
hestitantly on the door.

-Caitlen Ramsey Ash, brunette, 15
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From: Christabel Marjoribanks <christabel@xxxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Sun Oct 24, 1999 6:54pm
Subject: Christabel packs for school
  	
Christabel Marjoribanks was a brunette who liked to call herself 14 and
11/12 years of age -- after all, her birthday would come in just about three
weeks and she would be fifteen. Her Mums had encouraged her to apply to the
Avendale School because they realized that she would receive the best
education there, both in terms of intellectual and artistic stimulation and
in terms of discipine.

Her suitcases were new and shiny and with the help of her Mums she packed
all the school uniforms, neatly folded and pressed and some of her favourite
books. After her mums had retired for the night, Christabel added a few
more items. First, her beloved Cowgirl pants, or dungarees, or whatever
they were called. She could not bear to leave them behind. Then she got
one of the Christmas cakes which her Blonde Mum usually made in September.
There were so many that the absence of one would not be noticed and the fact
that the Christmas cakes were soaking in brandy did not detract at all from
their tastiness. Finally Christabel emptied the large bottle of cough syrup
which her Mums had instructed her to bring. She was a girl who had often
suffered from the ague during the winter months. She replaced the cough
syrip with a full measure of Creme de Cassis, one of her favourite liquors.
Finally, she had purchsed a heart-shaped box of delicious chocolates. These
would not be for her own consumption but rather to give to a Blonde who was
deserving.

Like most Brunettes, Christabel believed that Blondes deserved special
respect and kind treatment from Brunettes and she believed that she might
meet a lonely Blonde girl at school who just might like a gift of fine
chocolates.

The most scandelous thing that Christabel had ever done was buy those red
underpants. No. Not for herself. As a Brunette she was quite content to
wear her solid white knickers. But she had seen these little silk
gossamer-like "undies" that were as frothy as sea-foam in a store display
and she had had the idea that maybe someday she would meet a Blonde who
would look simply topping in them. She had felt embarrassed purchasing them
and directing that they be wrapped up in a special small box but she knew
that someday, someplace, she would find a very wonderful Blonde who would
adore this gift.

As a test of her own maturity, Christabel resisted packing up the slingshot
that had been her country companion for so many years.
Cupid's arrows seemed more to the point to her nowadays than did slingshots!
And that was just tickity-boo with her.


Finally she added MaMa, her toy grey bunny rabbit with whom she had slept
for the past 14 years. MaMa was quite the worse for wear and very
bedraggled from having one of her ears sucked on and from receiving the hugs
and the tears of so many years.

At last she closed her suitcase and sighed with satisfaction. She knew that
the lessons and the games would be jolly good fun and that the discipline
would be necessary for character-building. But more than anything else she
anticipated meeting Blondes and perhaps meeting a special one who wanted and
needed the protection and love that Christabel wanted to offer!
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From: <leslie7@xxxxxxx.xxx>
Date: Sun Oct 24, 1999 9:58pm
Subject: Georgina Stops By
  	
As she had advised Miss Jones by note, Georgina stopped by the mistress's
rooms just before 4. Miss Jones proceeded to offer her some tea but they both
decided that as the day was still so fine, it made sense for them to set out on
their walk.

Old Liza chimed as they set off, striding over the fallen red and gold leaves on
the school paths. It was a good, stirring walk to Avenbridge and they both agreed
that a stop for sodas was in order.

Miss Jones thanked Georgina for her suggestion of Claire Greene to be the other
violinist should Miss Jones decide to get ready to play the Bach Double with her, with
Georgina providing the piano accompaniment "which would probably make the two of us
on strings seem like the accompanists," Miss Jones laughingly added.

Miss Jones asked Georgina how the girls had enjoyed the museum trip. She added
that she was sorry to hear that Miss Joans had felt that there had been untoward
misbehavior and had had to cane a few of the culprits. Georgina seemed most
unhappy to continue on this subject and spoke of how moved she had been by the
paintings and how she was planning her paper for Miss Joans.

Miss Jones said she had noticed that several of the girls had really been
affected by the paintings and she felt that kind of experience was truly a good
one. She mentioned that she might set a written assignment for the girls in her
classes to discuss their feelings on seeing the museum paintings. Georgina asked
how she could do that since not all the pupils went on the trip.

"Oh," Miss Jones mused, "I might then let them write about any recent occasion
on which they experienced some deeper-than-usual feelings of that kind."

"You might be surprised at what a few of them might write," Georgina responded,
limiting her speculation to that sentence.

"I doubt that anything a student here wrote would shock me," Miss Jones said,
with a smile. "The girls seem to think that none of us ever went through what
they did. Well, we all did."

Georgina seemed still somewhat surprised by this degree of openness to any
kinds of feelings, thinking of the feelings she had sometimes and whether she
would dare put those down in a paper to be read by the literature mistress.

"You wouldn't punish them if you disapproved of what someone wrote, would you?"
she asked.

"No, I'd not do that or they would rightly be unwilling to share such thoughts,"
Miss Jones declared. "And I don't punish any pupil unless she misbehaves in my
class or does something like that which the school expects me to take steps to
correct."

Georgina was now very interested in talking about anything but this. "Maybe
we might walk through the village some more," she offered.

Miss Jones agreed for the day was glorious right until the sun started to sink, as
it now was about to do. The two began to walk back to school and spoke of art and
music, especially music. Miss Jones was so delighted that Georgina not only
had learned so much musically as to make her an informed friend with whom to discuss
the intricacies of chamber music and opera as well as piano. She was even more
enraptured to find that Georgina showed some interest in modern operas such as
"The Cunning Little Vixen," a favorite of hers, as well as Bach and the more
traditional musical canon.

Miss Jones went so far as to start singing all four parts of the Quartet from
"Rigoletoo" as the two walked through the edge of the school grounds, although
her attempt at capturing the baritone part was admittedly a stretch. Georgina
enjoyed being with someone older who seemed to get such fun out of music and Miss
Jones looked over at her and observed that learning was too wonderful to keep
it confined to the classroom.

They were close to the school buildings when they saw two distant shapes--whom
Georgina instantly recognized as Charlotte and Genevieve--trying to avoid being
seen as they also were apparently returning to campus. Georgina could see that
they seemed somewhat dishevelled and that if Miss Jones saw them up close, she
would doubtless notice the state of their uniforms and probably take corrective
measures. When Miss Jones looked her straight in the eye and asked her if she
recognized "those two girls," Georgina smiled her best and said she really
couldn't make them out from the distance, as the shapes moved past their view.
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From: Christabel Marjoribanks <christabel@xxxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Sun Oct 24, 1999 10:23pm
Subject: Christabel Arrives at Avendale
  	
Christabel Marjoribanks, brunette, aged 14 and 11/12

Christabel took the bus to Avenbridge and enjoyed the scenery and the
delightful autumn colours. She was lost in throught so that the time passed
very quickly.

When the bus pulled into the Avenbridge Station, Christabel decided that she
would walk to the school. Her suitcases were not too heavy and it was such
a beautiful day. She hoped that she would be able to get a bath before
meeting anyone since the bus ride had left her feeling rather unclean and
far from dainty. She noticed a ladder in one of her stockings, procured
from mounting onto the bus. Her gloves were stained. And her other
stocking was in such disarray that the lower part of the seam was visible on
the front of her leg. This would never do.

As she approached the beautiful buildings, Christabel saw two gorgeous young
blondes walking together. They appeared to be about 12 or 13 years old.
She was bamboozled by their beauty and dumbstruck when they approached her
and introduced themselves so sweetly and kindly. In her discombobulation,
she entirely forgot their names. She attempted to bow to them in a courtly
fashion but the weight of her suitcases proved to be too much and she was
down on the ground, fallen, before she knew it.

They were so polite. They did not laugh at her at all and they helped her
get up and directed her to the brunette dormitory.

"Could it be I'm falling in love already?" Christabel asked herself as she
lugged her suitcases up the stairs. At this point she was hotly perspiring
in part from her embarassment and in part from the sudorific task of lugging
the luggage.

"Lugging the luggage' is a poetical phrase," she thought to herself.

She found her room and was glad to see that nobody was there. She could
probably manage to bathe and get dressed and clean before anyone might spot
her.

Leaving her suitcases temporarily right on her bed, she stripped off her
dirty clothes and left them on a little pile on the floor. I'll be out of
the tub before anyone sees these, Christabel thought.

She did not want to open her suitcase and get her bathrobe while feeling so
grungy so she peeped her head out of the bedroom door. Noone. Not a single
creature stirring. Running down the hall naked, she managed to arrive at
the bathroom.

After a jolly warm bath and a shampoo, she dried herself thoroughly with a
convenient towel. She made sure that the bottoms of her feet were really
dry so that she would not leave any tracks in the corridor.

Christabel again essayed a peek out of the bathroom door. Nobody around.
It was safe. She streaked back to her bedroom and felt confident that she
had escaped detection.
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From: <leslie7@xxxxxxx.xxx>
Date: Sun Oct 24, 1999 10:38pm
Subject: To Miss Throckmorton
  	
My Dear Charlotte (I hope I am not being too familiar),

Thank you for your kind note. I look forward to seeing you
tomorrow. I look forward to hearing of your experiences in the work
of the earlier centuries. Yes, I'd love to delve into Joyce with you,
it is endlessly fascinating to me. I still try to get through the
final work, FW, but it is quite a task! Someone once said that it is
a demanding ascent up a mountain to navigate through U but once
at the summit, one gains a view of the world that is amazingly rich.

I have had good friends who specialized in earlier lit. You
should be able to continue their efforts to educate me.

I also will enjoy hearing of your other interests. In your honor,
I will have some cakes on hand yes i said yes.

Cordially,


Leslie Jones brunette
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From: Tracey Austin <tracey_m_austin@xxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Sun Oct 24, 1999 11:47pm
Subject: Re: Michele confesses to Tracey.
  	
At first Tracey is livid at Michele, after the other
girl tells her she switched blouses with her because
she got strawberry juice on her blouse. Then Tracey
realises something.

"Michele, I didn't HAVE strawberry juice on my
blouse..it was on the SLEEVE of my grey BLAZER. Miss
Joans did say something about a blouse, but I thought
she was just mixed up between blouse and BLAZER."

To prove the point, Tracey went to her closet and
produced the grey blazer, which still sported a small
reddish stain. Tracey as yet had been too lazy to
clean it.

"B..but!" sputtered Michele. "I switched my
blouse...I could have SWORN with yours..."

"Weeeelll, Michele, better think HARD, because someone
has your messy blouse and that someone might get in
trouble for it!" said Tracey.

"I just don't know!" said Michele.

"Think of the other brunettes around my age, 14...who
could it be?" asked Tracey. "Carrie Veleda-Binks, or
Charlotte Green, maybe??"

Michele mused. "Maybe.."

"Oh, and don't worry about the lines," said Tracey.
"Thelma took care of those for me. Miss Joans doesn't
know us well enough to tell our handwriting apart.
Besides, I also got caned for whispering and giggling
at the art museum."

Michele nodded, racking her brain trying to remember
with whom she'd switched blouses....

(From Tracey's post on 23 Oct:

> The next morning, she felt much better and eager to
> go on the field trip to the Llangollen Museum of
> Art. She made sure that her uniform was as perfect
> as she could get it. Unfortunately, there was a
> small stain on the sleeve of her grey blazer from
> the strawberry shortcake she'd eaten the other day.
> She hoped Miss Joans would be far too busy to notice
> such a thing.)


=====
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From: <Aphridite1@xxx.xxx>
Date: Sun Oct 24, 1999 8:11pm
Subject: The last dance
  	
"Why shortcake, do you know how much trouble we could get in if we went to
the Inn? It is strictly forbidden by all Avendale girls, that is the ultimate
no no!"
She would never let on that she was sorely tempted to sneak into the Inn for
just one little teeny tiny highball. She had had mostly champagne, and very
few cocktails, and realized her attempt to seem worldly to Charlotte had come
off all wrong. Should she tempt just one little indiscretion, or should she
wait and see if they got away with this one? Genevieve glanced at the clock,
they had 45 minutes to get changed and back. Definitely not enough time for
a Highball.
"Maybe next week we might try it, we are running short on time as much as I
love that delightfully rebellious streak you are exhibiting...besides I have
a better idea Shortie, why don't we sneak some apple juice out of the
kitchen, and hide it and let it ferment? I have a flask hidden, and we could
can have cocktails another time? And we won't make the mistake of sharing
with the rest of the school" Batting her lashes flirtatiously, and Grabbing
Charlotte by the hand,
"Now hurry darling before we are missed" and heading back to the gas station
bathroom, where they had previously changed in.
Once changed, they headed back towards Avendale, to get properly ready for
their appearance together at the picture show. Genevieve thought in the
distance she thought she saw Miss Jones with she thought the girls name was
Georgina. Gasping, she pulled Charlotte into a corner. "
If anyone sees us like this, they will surely assume the worst." The worst
meaning that Charlotte would be labeled a Rough Brunette, and herself a Fast
Blonde. That would not do at all! Especially since in all truth she had never
so much as kissed a Brunette before. So carefully Genevieve helped
straighten Shortie's uniform, and vice versa. They parted ways, making sure
not to be seen together, and entered their dorms as if nothing had happened.
Genevieve made sure she covered her tracks and said she had gone for a walk
in the woods, and just wanted to "freshen up" before she went to the pictures
with Shortcake. She looked out the window, and saw Charlotte was ready. So
down she went to go meet her friend, to see the pictures, and of course, to
keep up appearances. It was too bad their enchantingly glamorous evening had
to end so soon.

Genevieve, 16, Blonde
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From: <Elaryn@xxx.xxx>
Date: Sun Oct 24, 1999 9:31pm
Subject: Secret Plans
  	
Elena Dierrian, blonde, 12 years old

[Note left for Georgina de la Falaise upon her pillow]

Dearest Georgina-

You will never guess what I just learned: Miss Veronica Bellemont's birthday
is coming up *very* soon - indeed, it is in less than a week - October 30! I
should dearly love to do a little something for her, but I cannot imagine
what is done for birthdays in the West, or especially in Culveria. Please,
if you can, pass the word along.

Love,

-Elena

**********

After Elena slipped the note onto Georgina's pillow, she decided to "recruit"
a little brunette assistance. Janet Dolan seemed a perfect choice, since she
was also Culverian. She decided to solicit Malena Franklin's help, too. She
wrote a small note to each of the two brunettes, much in the same vein as her
not to Georgina. Then she felt eyes upon her and saw Cynthia Terwillinger
watching her from an alcove and froze.

"What're *you* up to?" asked Cynthia.

Elena giggled a bit and replied, "About five foot five, thus far!" Cynthia
frowned. "Oh, I *am* sorry," said Elena, catching her lower lip slightly.
"If you want to know, I will tell you, but you must swear upon your honour to
keep it a secret save from those who need to know."

Her curiosity piqued, Cynthia came closer. Could it be that Goody-Two-Shoes
was up to some mischief? And here I am, trying hard to reform and cannot
enjoy it one whit. "What's this all about then," she asked.

Elena held up one long forefinger. "First, I must have your solemn word,
Cynthia."

Cynthia blinked in annoyance, then, seeing the younger girl's set expression,
declared, "Oh, very well. I solemnly swear I will not reveal whatever great
secret this is. Will *that* do?"

"I suppose it will have to. Miss Veronica is having a birthday soon -- very
soon, indeed: October 30. I wanted to do something for her, so I have left
little notes with my close friends to see what can be done. I have no idea
how you Westerners celebrate a natal day, and--"

Cynthia 'clucked' softly. "Oh, is *that* all?" She was, at once, both
delighted and disappointed -- delighted that her faith in Elena's 'goodiness'
was proven true, and disappointed not to be involved in some naughtiness.
"'Tis *quite* simple, y'know - nothing to it at all. There's a cake, with a
candle for each year, and you sing 'Happy Birthday' and then the birthday gel
blows out the candles and gets presents and such." Her tone was both
dismissive and envious.

"Illirans (that's my blonde Mummy's folk) do something quite similar," Elena
remarked.

Cynthia started to smile. "I can prob'ly get you the cake. I
have...a...friend in the kitchen staff."

"Very well, then. If you handle that part of it, the rest of us can make
decorations." Elena snapped her fingers. "I know! Miss Joans! Perhaps she
will allow us to create decorations. I will go and ask her and you will see
about refreshments. Splendid!" And the young blonde was down the corridor
toward the Art Room before Cynthia could say another word.

Blondes, thought Cynthia, watching her retreating form. Who can figure 'em?
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From: Georgina de la Falaise <Tanya@xxxxxxxxxxxxxxx.xxxxxxxxx.xx.xxx>
Date: Mon Oct 25, 1999 7:58am
Subject: Georgina Takes Tea With Miss Throckmorton
  	
Tanya@c...

Georgina checked her uniform one more time and began to make her way towards Miss Throckmorton's private study where she had been invited to partake of a cup of Countess Grey tea and a little light conversation. The new Literature Mistress had been so kind to invite her that Georgina felt the least she could do was to make sure she was thoroughly presentable.

On finally arriving outside the door, Georgina nervously checked that her tie was completely straight before knocking gently. Almost immediately, a voice replied,

"Come in please".

Georgina did so and closed the door gently behind her. She dipped a respectful curtsey and wished the new Mistress a very good afternoon.

"Ah, Georgina, how very lovely of you to come and join me. You do look so well turned out."

Georgina blushed and sat down in a chair indicated by her hostess. This was the first time she had seen Miss Throckmorton up close and if she was honest with herself, she wasn't at all disappointed. The brunette Mistress was definitely a striking looking woman and reminded Georgina very much of her own dear brunette Mummy. She had a very kind face but one , Georgina observed, that possessed an air of natural authority. She would definitely have no trouble keeping order amongst the girl's of Avendale, of this Georgina was quite certain.

They chatted away in front of the blazing winter fire that had been prepared earlier by one of the maids and after Miss Throckmorton had poured her a delicious cup of Countess Grey accompanied by a selection of digestive and chocolate biscuits, both Georgina's favourites, Miss Throckmorton proceeded to find out all about Georgina and her family including her three elder sisters. The new Mistress seemed quite genuinely interested in all Georgina's utterances and this made the young blonde relax and be completely herself. So often with Mistresses, Georgina felt a little tongue-tied but Miss Throckmorton had a delightful facility for making young ladies feel completely relaxed and at ease in her presence.

Georgina even learnt a little about Miss Throckmorton's brunette sister Olivia and gathered that they were very close, keeping in regular contact by letter.

Miss Throckmorton then asked Georgina about what literature she had studied and what she liked and didn't like. She mentioned that she couldn't wait to start studying Joyce whose virtues her elder sister Clarissa was always extolling. The young blonde was also eager to emphasise just how much she had enjoyed the trip to Llangollen Museum and how she had felt it such a privilege to see all those wonderful paintings and photographs up close. She even managed to impress her hostess by remembering the names of the two ladies of Llangollen, Lady Eleanor Butler and Miss Sarah Posonby and how their romantic friendship had been celebrated throughout the country. Georgina also mentioned that she had seen a photograph of the beautiful house where they had lived and had been particulary taken by a close-up of its' beautifully and ornately carved oak front door.

Miss Throckmorton suddenly looked at the clock on her mantle shelf and realised it was already half-past five. The time had simply flown by for both of them. She said that she was unfortunately due somewhere else so they both quickly finished what were by now their second cups of Countess Grey and Miss Throckmorton told Georgina how much she had appreciated her visit and thanked her once again for her letter of welcome.

Georgina dipped another curtsey, thanked her hostess very much for the tea and exited, closing the door quietly behind her. On her way back to the junior blonde dorm, she mused on things and decided that yes, she liked Miss Throckmorton very much indeed.
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From: Georgina de la Falaise <Tanya@c...>
Date: Mon Oct 25, 1999 7:59am
Subject: Georgina to Elena
  	
Tanya@c...

Georgina de la Falaise blonde, 12 years of age


Dearest Elena,

Thank you so much for your note. However did you find out it was the divine Miss Veronica Bellenont's birthday on the 30th? Whatever your answer is, I'm so pkeased you did. It would be so wonderful to make it a surprise for her. I'm afraid I can't help you with regards to how birthdays are celebrated in Culveria but your idea about asking Janet is a jolly good one and should bear fine fruit. Do let me know what she says.

Shall we meet up later and discuss exactly how we might go about things? As you suggest, I will definitely pass the message on down the line.

I was so sorry to hear that Katie Webster won't be back with us for quite some time. The school is so much more the poorer for her not being here don't you think? We must pray that Dea will speed her recovery and send her back amongst us soon.

With all my love,
Georgina
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From: <LSDixie@a...>
Date: Mon Oct 25, 1999 5:53am
Subject: Alisa settles in
  	
Alisa Westerling, 13
brunette

Alisa waited for the door to open for what seemed like an eternity. If
the floor opened up and swallow her it wouldn't have mattered at this point.
"May I help you, young lady?" a voice questioned from behind her.
" Oh! " Alisa exclaimed, obviously startled.
A very kind-looking maid stood behind her. "You must be one of the new
girls we are waiting on."
"Oh, Yes, mam." Alisa said recovering. " I am looking for Miss Maitland.
My name is Alisa Elizabeth Westerling."
"Miss Maitland said to be expecting you. She had to step out for a while
and asked me to direct you to your room. She will meet with you after you
get settled."
She stated as she grabbed one of Alisa's bags. " Follow me."
" Yes, mam. Thank you." Alisa quickly grabbed the rest of her bags.
She was led to the top floor of the brunette dorm and down to a room at
the end of the hall. Alisa thanked the maid and walked into the room.
Thankfully, it was empty. Since it was a corner room, there were two
windows. Alisa walked over to one of them and stared down at the campus.
She could see the sports field with all of the brunettes playing games. A
group of blondes sat on the sidelines cheering and clapping. Down in the
courtyard, girls walked with their heads together, obviously sharing secrets.
" I wonder if I will ever fit in here?" Alisa thought to herself.
She had never been around any other girls (except, of course, her three
blonde sisters).
" Well, I had better start unpacking" she said aloud, turning towards the
center of the room. She then noticed a pile of discarded clothes by one of
the beds. "Where did these come from?" she thought.
Suddenly, the door opened and in flew what must be her new roommate--as
naked as the day she was born!
"Perhaps we should introduce ourselves........" laughed Alisa, instantly
liking her new roommate.
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From: <LSDixie@a...>
Date: Mon Oct 25, 1999 5:53am
Subject: Alisa settles in
  	
Alisa Westerling, 13
brunette

Alisa waited for the door to open for what seemed like an eternity. If
the floor opened up and swallow her it wouldn't have mattered at this point.
"May I help you, young lady?" a voice questioned from behind her.
" Oh! " Alisa exclaimed, obviously startled.
A very kind-looking maid stood behind her. "You must be one of the new
girls we are waiting on."
"Oh, Yes, mam." Alisa said recovering. " I am looking for Miss Maitland.
My name is Alisa Elizabeth Westerling."
"Miss Maitland said to be expecting you. She had to step out for a while
and asked me to direct you to your room. She will meet with you after you
get settled."
She stated as she grabbed one of Alisa's bags. " Follow me."
" Yes, mam. Thank you." Alisa quickly grabbed the rest of her bags.
She was led to the top floor of the brunette dorm and down to a room at
the end of the hall. Alisa thanked the maid and walked into the room.
Thankfully, it was empty. Since it was a corner room, there were two
windows. Alisa walked over to one of them and stared down at the campus.
She could see the sports field with all of the brunettes playing games. A
group of blondes sat on the sidelines cheering and clapping. Down in the
courtyard, girls walked with their heads together, obviously sharing secrets.
" I wonder if I will ever fit in here?" Alisa thought to herself.
She had never been around any other girls (except, of course, her three
blonde sisters).
" Well, I had better start unpacking" she said aloud, turning towards the
center of the room. She then noticed a pile of discarded clothes by one of
the beds. "Where did these come from?" she thought.
Suddenly, the door opened and in flew what must be her new roommate--as
naked as the day she was born!
"Perhaps we should introduce ourselves........" laughed Alisa, instantly
liking her new roommate.
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From: Jinjur J. Quinbury <jinjur@a...>
Date: Mon Oct 25, 1999 0:46pm
Subject: Jinjur to Elspeth
  	
Jinjur smiled to herself as she sat at her desk. Ever since her roommate
Elena had started whispering about a surprise for Veronica's birthday,
the idea had been bubbling in her brain. It was especially delightful
because it was sneaky and mischievous, but it was not in any way
*naughty*. She was going to do Veronica the Straight-Laced a big favor.

She got out a sheet of stationery and began to write:

"Dear Elspeth,

Miss Joans has been repeatedly urging me to practice my drawing
more, and I have decided that I should do as she says."

Jinjur paused to consider that. Elspeth was a known goody-goody -- she
*never* got in trouble -- so that ought to appeal to her. Too bad
Elspeth didn't get into more mischief. That would have given poor
Veronica an excuse to talk to her.

"I am writing to ask if you would be so kind as to let me draw your
portrait. Your features are very classical, which is why I would like to
draw you especially. Do you, by any chance, have some time this week
when you could sit for me? If you would, I would be very grateful.

Sincerely,

Jinjur J. Quinbury"


Jinjur slipped the note under Elspeth's door and left humming to
herself.

Jinjur, 16, blonde
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From: michele L <michelegirl@m...>
Date: Mon Oct 25, 1999 2:56pm
Subject: Michele faces Miss Maitland and Miss Joans
  	
Well now Michele finds herself in quite a pickle, upon hearing that Tracey was caned and given 200 lines for a stain on her uniform, she went to Tracey admitting that it was SHE who should have gotten the caning and the lines because she had switched blouses. Tracey informed Michele that it was not her with whom the blouse was switched, and that another poor girl stands to be punnished unless Michele recalls who it was and gets the soiled blouse back.
Michele is grateful that Tracey was so nice about the whole thing and can only hope that Tracey won't hold this over her head someday.
Now Michele wonders: "who did I switch the blouse with?"
It was at gym that she secretly made the switch.
"maybe if I just be quiet, everything will be alright, the girl will see the stain and wash it out before a mistress notices it..."
Concern and conscience wins out though, as she decides to confess to Miss Joans and Miss Maitland...(well, more concern for her backside, than conscience...) She knows she'll probably be caned and given lines, but that would have happened anyway as it did to Tracey, but if she remains silent and is found out, things would certainly be much worse...
Contemplating a caning and lines is new for Michele, she has never had either in her 13 years, all she has to go on is the paddling from Miss Veronica... and THAT was nearly unbearable! She would have to confess.
About an hour later she would get her chance, Miss Joans and Miss Maitland are walking down the hall - right toward her... Michele steps up to the two older women and clears her throat...

"Miss Maitland, Miss Joans..." Michele says while barely making eye contact with the two women.

"Michele" says Miss Maitland. "Miss Joans tells me that you were very well behaved on the field trip, and have a great interest in the arts."

"Yes Miss...Miss..." Michele stammers "I have to tell you both something...I am s...s...sorry,
I did a terrible thing." she is truly scared of what they will say and do, but also hopes that her fear will show and that they will go a little easier on her...

Miss Joans: "What is it Michele?"

"Well, I heard that you caned Tracey Austin for a stain..." Michele can hardly speak.

"Yes...AND for laughing and talking." Miss Joans says somewhat sternly, which only adds to Michele's faultering composure.

"Miss, I had a stain on MY blouse and there was no time to wash it before the trip, so I switched it with someone...I d..dd..don't know who, I thought it was Tracey when I'd heard that she'd been caned...."

The two taller women are looking more and more unhappy with the 13 year old brunette...

"...and I went to her...to apologize...She said that it was not her blouse......." Michele's voice trailing off into the beginnings of sobs.
"some girl has a strawberry stain... I am really, really sorry... I won't EVER do ANYTHING
like this ever again....." Michele says with
slightly more composure.

Miss Maitland and Miss Joans look at one
another...then at the young 13 year old who just wishes this were all a bad dream...

Michele Lea, age 13, brunette
--
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From: Ulalua Melenelia <openchar@h...>
Date: Mon Oct 25, 1999 3:51pm
Subject: The Great Birthday Conspiracy
  	
Cynthia Terwillinger, brunette, 16

Cynthia Terwillinger watched as Jinjur Quinbury slipped the note under
Elspeth Elsvetta's door and departed, humming a little tune. Perhaps it was
time for turnabout, so she lengthened her stride and caught up with Jinjur
just as she rounded a corner.

"I saw that." Cynthia declared flatly.

Jinjur batted her eyes most scandalously at the fair brunette and replied,
"Saw *what*?"

"You know perfectly well what I saw, Jinjur. You were slipping a note under
Elspeth Elsvetta's door."

Jinjur grinned at Cynthia mischievously. "Did you?" Her tone was
light-hearted and teasing.

Cynthia took Jinjur by the shoulders and gave her a gentle little shake.
"You *know* I saw you. What are you up to, blondie?"

"Now, Cynthia, I'd watch that tone, were I in your shoes. Miss Veronica
*does* take it badly when a brunette treats a blonde roughly. And besides,
*this* "blondie" happens to have a good, strong right arm and knows how to
deal with certain rough brunettes, hmmm?" She gave Cynthia a most knowing
wink. Cynthia, her cheeks crimson, relaxed her grip a trifle; Jinjur made
no effort to move away from her.

"Come *on*, Jinjur - what *are* you up to? Please tell me."

Jinjur considered. Cynthia was being awfully polite, of late. But
perhaps...perhaps there should be a little punishment for grabbing her by
the shoulders in that rough manner? "I'll tell you, Cynthia, but you'll
have to come outside with me and take a little walk. 'Tis monstrous brisk
outside and a girl needs a brunette to keep her warm. Besides, there's a
certain little... place I wish to visit." She gave Cynthia a sidelong
glance and a certain smile. She was rewarded by seeing Cynthia's cheeks
flush one again, and she laughed, a merry little sound that echoed in the
panelled corridors.

Cynthia released Jinjur and offered her arm, which Jinjur took. The two
strolled outside. It was early afternoon, and not all *that* cool, but
Jinjur made a show of shivering a little and clinging close to Cynthia's
arm, relishing her control over the larger girl. When they arrived at the
appointed place, Jinjur sat herself upon the rock like a queen ascending to
her throne. "Come, Cynthia - across Jinjur's knee, like a good little girl.
I did not like the way you grabbed my shoulders - no, not at all! I shall
have to spank you quite soundly for that, then perhaps, I'll share a little
secret with you, hmm?" She patted her lap for emphasis.

Cynthia stretched herself over Jinjur's lap, half-anticipating,
half-dreading what was to come. For a blonde, Jinjur was quite strong, and
after her last spanking from the pert little redhead, Cynthia's derriere had
been sore the next two days! Still, there was a warm, comfy feeling about
being over this blonde's lap, and Cynthia settled against Jinjur with a
deep, heartfelt sigh. "I-I am sorry I was rough with you, Jinjur. I was
just impatient."

"Oh, not as sorry as you *will* be, Cynthia. Wait - I've an idea. Lift up
your right leg. Good." Jinjur popped Cynthia's shoe from her foot. Then
she carefully folded back Cynthia's skirt and petticoat to reveal a firm,
girlish bottom clad in white cotton knickers. "A good slippering is what's
wanted here! I declare, Cynthia, you just haven't been spanked enough -
that's the trouble with you. Now, would you like to ask for your
thrashing?"

To her amazement, Cynthia did. "Please, Jinjur, I am sorry for grabbing you
in that uncouth manner, and I deserve to be soundly thrashed for it. I
w-would like to be sp-spanked, long and hard and fierce."

Jinjur was feeling very warm and light. She enjoyed the feeling of warm,
penitent girl across her lap, and right now, Cynthia seemed very penitent
indeed. It was a rare moment, and Jinjur savored it like fine wine. "Why
then, your wish shall be granted, dear girl. I shall spank you long and
hard and *quite* fiercely." She raised the slipper and struck, aiming for
the unprotected upper thighs. In spite of her determination to take her
thrashing quietly, Cynthia was startled by the ferocious sting imparted by
her shoe and yelped aloud in distress. The first blow was rapidly followed
by two more in the same place.

"Oh, Dea, it *stings*!"

"Oh dear! Extras for improper language," declared Jinjur gleefully. "I
hope you are enjoying this as much as I, dear Cynthia. Next time, I shall
have to contrive to obtain a paddle or a strap. Then we can really do this
properly."

Jinjur continued to spank Cynthia most enthusiastically, and there were
points when all the brunette could do was clench her teeth and try to submit
herself to the chastisement. One wondered if this spanking would ever end!
Jinjur, reflected Cynthia, certainly seemed to be an artiste at the fine art
of spanking, and she was not entirely sure she enjoyed having *her* derriere
used as Madame's canvas. But inside herself, Cynthia felt a need being
fulfilled. It was as if she were starving for something, and only a sound
thrashing would satisfy it.

"Oh, it hurts so! It stings!!"

"Yes," said Jinjur between strokes, "but you *need* it, don't you?"

"Y-yes! Yes!" Cynthia was sobbing aloud now, as she never thought she
would, the tears rolling down her flushed cheeks. "Oh, Mummy, it hurts so -
please, do not stop," she cried out.

Jinjur, ever glad to oblige, spanked Cynthia harder than ever, until her arm
was quite sore. Then she held Cynthia across her lap, stroking her tousled
hair every so often and murmuring sweet nothings and making shushing noises.
"There, there, my dear. All over. All over. Shhhh..." It was several
moments before she let Cynthia stand. Her face was red and streaked with
tears, and her eyes were red, and her hair was a jumbled mess, but Jinjur
reflected that Cynthia had never looked more adorable. She handed Cynthia
her shoe, then motioned her patient to come sit with her, behind the rock.
Then Jinjur opened her arms and allowed Cynthia to rest her head upon her
bosom. "All better, dear?"

Cynthia nodded. "Thank you, Miss Jinjur."

"*Miss* Jinjur?" Jinjur laughed gently and lifted Cynthia's face up for a
kiss. "How precious you are after you've had a good spanking. I wonder how
Veronica could resist you?" Jinjur kissed Cynthia full on the lips - a
long, lingering kiss, chaste and yet full of girlish passion and ardor.
Cynthia returned the kiss and gave Jinjur a kiss of her own in return. The
two girls kissed for a long while, then Jinjur drew Cynthia's head back down
to her breast and stroked her hair.

"Please, Miss - what were you doing when I saw you at Elspeth's door?"

"I was slipping her a note - a secret note. You see, it is Miss Veronica's
birthday soon, and little Elena wishes to surprise her with a party. I know
this for Elena is my roommate and I have overheard her whispering about it
with Georgina, Janet and Malena."

"Elena told me of it, as well. The dear little creature is trying to
befriend me, and after I was so..." Cynthia sobbed and clutched Jinjur.

"Oh, poor Cynthia. The punishment we receive for being naughty from the
mistress or the prefect isn't half so harsh as the one we give ourselves.
Jinjur knows!" Jinjur recalled the horrid incident with the hair dye and
her precious Arcadian nightgown. Oh, how she'd hated herself for that!

"Now, you must promise me you will not breathe a word of this to either
girl, but Miss Veronica is terribly sweet on Elspeth Elsvetta, and I have
contrived to draw Elspeth's portrait."

"How very clever or you, Jinjur. I wish I could think of things like that."

"You could, if you tried."

"Do you truly think so?"

"Yes, I do. Think about it for a moment - what sort of things would *you*
like for your birthday?"

Cynthia considered. It was much easier to think kindly, pleasant thoughts
with one's had cradled against a warm, comfy, blonde bosom with one's head
being stroked by a gentle pair of hands. What *could* she do for Veronica?
What did Veronica need that she did not already have? What was there that
she, Cynthia, could give Veronica that no one else could. Then suddenly,
Cynthia started to smile. "I have an idea...but I shall have to do it
quickly. Veronica's birthday is so very close." Cynthia raised her head
and gave Jinjur a lingering kiss. "I-I have to go. I have to see Miss
Jones."

Both girls stood. "Miss Jones," asked Jinjur. "Whatever for?"

"I-I am not a writer or a-a poet, but I shall have to become one and
swiftly, for I mean to write Miss Veronica a poem, if I can manage it."

"That sounds spendid, Cynthia. See? You *can* do it, if you try. Now,
let's make sure our uniforms are neat and tidy. Seams straight? Blouse
tucked? Hair tidy?"

Cynthia gave Jinjur a lop-sided but happy grin, than suddenly hugged her.
"Oh, Jinjur, I wish my blonde Mummy were more like you!" Then she
considered a moment and said, "Well, maybe not *quite* like you, for then I
could not kiss you."

"Naughty minx!" giggled Jinjur. "Best you get along, before I am tempted to
be very improper!"
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From: Ulalua Melenelia <openchar@h...>
Date: Mon Oct 25, 1999 3:54pm
Subject: A Note to Miss Jones
  	
Cynthia Terwillinger, brunette, 16

Dear Miss Jones,

I am writing to ask you a very large Favour. I wish to write a Peom as a
Present for Someone who is having a Burthday in the Near Future, but I am no
Poetess and do not know how to write a Poem.

Please, Miss would you help me?

Sincerely,

Cynthia Annabelle Terwillinger, brunette, 16
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From: <Elaryn@a...>
Date: Mon Oct 25, 1999 0:02pm
Subject: Re: Georgina to Elena
  	
Elena Dierrian, blonde, 12 years old

Dearest Georgina-

I must be quite honest with you - I do not know how I came to discover Miss
Veronica's birthday. But now that I know, want to do something for her.

I'd like to meet with you and Janet and Malena to discuss what we can do.
Perhaps in the garden, after tea?

Love,

Elena
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From: Christabel Marjoribanks <christabel@c...>
Date: Mon Oct 25, 1999 5:31pm
Subject: Christabel meets Alisa
  	
Christabel Marjoribanks, brunette
Aged 14 and 11/12

After her naked dash down the corridor, Christabel, heart-punding and hoping
that nobody had seen her, entered her room. But alas! A charming brunette
girl was standing there and had obviously seen the heap of dirty clothes on
the floor and the suitcases on the bed and now......she saw Christabel
herself, starkers! Christabel was convinced that this would be her undoing
until she saw that the brunette had a most agreeable smile on her face and
did not seem to be at all angry, offended, embarrassed, or perturbed in the
least.

"Perhaps we should introduce ourselves," said the laughing brunette. I am
Alisa Westerling"

"Oh, Alisa! How happy I am to meet a roommate. My names is Christabel
Marjoribanks and here you se the best of me and the worst of me. Won't you
stay and chat while I get dressed?"

Alisa agreed, and Christabel first took care to put the pile of dirty
clothing into the acceptable laundry recepticle. Oddly endough, she felt
perfectly comfortable naked with her well-dressed and very neat roommate.
Alisa seemed to be so good-humoured and so very nice. As Christabel
simultaneously unppacked her bags and dressed in the neat regulation
uniform, Alisa kept her entirely at her ease. They found out that they were
both new girls and had arrived on the very same day.

Christable was so happy that she would not be alone in this plight and felt
that Alisa would be a jolly good friend. She was such a delightful, natural
girl and like the finest brunettes, easy-going and rational.

Alisa was thirteen and although Christabel would be fifteen next month, she
had no sense of age difference. I guess that Alisa is very mature for her
age, she thought to herself.

And she has a great sense of humour. She laughted at me, and so many others
would have been shocked and gone running for a prefect. "Alisa," she
ventured, "Now that I am dressed would you like a take a stroll about the
grounds with me?"

Alisa agreed that that would be nice and the girls put on their grey
blazers. Christabel told Alisa that she had spotted two absolutely divine
young blondes walking together and that although she could not for the life
of her recollect their names, she would love to bump into them again.

She even confided to Elisa that she had in a moment of rapture attempted to
make a chivalrous and impressive bow to the Blondes, but had ended up on the
ground. Elisa laughed at the story in such a good way that Christabel did
not feel that least bit humiliated. Blondes are beautiful but a brunette
friend is essential she thought and hoped that Elisa and she would become
the best of chums.

Now my dear Elisa, I want to hear all about you and to learn why you are
here at Avendale. What are your interests? Do you have any pashes? I can
speak first and tell you that my Mums think my gonads have gone into
overdrive and that they think that the presence of blondes will turn me into
a considerate, polite young lady.

Well, then, allons-y!
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From: Georgina de la Falaise <Tanya@c...>
Date: Mon Oct 25, 1999 5:49pm
Subject: Georgina to Elena
  	
Tanya@c...

Georgina de la Falaise blonde, 12 years of age

Dearest Elena,

In the garden after tea sounds just fine. I'll pass the message on to Janet and Malena. Don't forget to bring an umbrella, there are a few beastly looking clouds in the Avendale sky !

See you later

Love
Georgina
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From: ashleigh butler <ashleeigh_99@y...>
Date: Mon Oct 25, 1999 6:10pm
Subject: Re: Ashleigh
  	
In an effort to clean her uniform from yesterdays walk
in the woods, Ashleigh makes a bigger mess of it than
it was before. What now she wonders. Maybe there is
somewhere where she can get another uniform before
anyone finds out. There must be somewhere that
uniforms are kept. She slipped out of the room
dressed in her dirty uniform and went to look for
another one.
Ashleigh, blonde, 16
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From: Christabel Marjoribanks <christabel@c...>
Date: Mon Oct 25, 1999 6:28pm
Subject: Alisa and Christabel take a constitutional
  	
Alisa and Christabel, two smashing young brunettes, left the brunette
dormitory. She were spiffy and neat; clothes well-pressed, stockings
straight and they proceeded to admire the Avendale grounds.

Alisa told Christabel about her ambitions to become a doctor adn about her
family full of blonde sisters. How Christabel envied Alisa. Envied her in
a good way, not a mean or a jealous way....for knowing that she wanted to do
with her education and her career. Christabel had hardly thought about such
things herself. She loved to read and she loved to listen to music, but she
had to realize in the spirit of modesty that she was not a writer and that
her musical talents were limited to appreciative listening.

And Alisa had blonde sisters. What a stroke of good luck for her. Perhaps
someday they might visit and Christabel could met them.

As they strolled about the grounds they saw quite a few beautiful blondes.
They stopped and bowed in a courtly maner to each blonde and asked if they
could provide assistance of any kind.

Finally one gorgeous and fragile looking young blonde (she was probably
about twelve or thirteen) allowed as how she could use some help from a
willing brace of brunettes. How their hearts danced!


from Christabel Marjoribanks, age 14 and 11/12,
brunette
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From: Natalie C. H. Tyler <destro@q...>
Date: Mon Oct 25, 1999 7:52pm
Subject: Re: Georgina Takes Tea With Miss Throckmorton
  	
Miss Throckmorton, br, letter to her sister, Olivia, br

My Dear Olivia,
I dash this missive off to you in haste to tell you of the most
extraordinarily delightful tea I have enjoyed with one of the girls,
Georgina, who is a veritable blonde angel. I was first attracted to
this most promising pupil by her exquisite manners and by her glorious
appreciation of art. But as our conversation continued, I had even more
reason to be enthralled. Young Georgina is, among all other
excellences, a musical prodigy. Of course she is too modest to say so
herself, but she clearly has such sensitivity.

I showed her my collection of Gramophone Records and she pointed out
that Miss Jones, the other literature mistress, also shares my love for
opera. Since I own some of her favorite operas, and since Georgina is
eager to expand her own musical repertoire, I think I will invite them
both, and perhaps other musically-minded girls to my rooms for un po' di
mu, as we used to say about a little musical evening. I showed Georgina
my recordings of "The Cunning Little Vixen," "Jenufa," "Katia Kabanova,"
and "The Makropolis Case" and told her a little bit about how opera is,
in my opinion, THE most glorious art form in its inherent tributes to
the loves and travails of Blondes and Brunettes. We spoke a little bit
about Puccini and Verdi, two other favourites of mine, who also
celebrate Blonde sensitivity and Brunette daring in their works.

I think that however much I admire young ladies who master the
intricacies of the piano, the violin, the cello, and the wonderful
woodwind instruments, the most remarkable instrument on Dea's earth is
the Human Voice. Think of the glories of a Blonde Soprano in a duet
with a Brunette Mezzo!

I cannot wait to hear Georgina play upon the pianoforte. She has a
remarkable knowledge of chamber music for one so young.

Olivia, my darling sister, I have so much more to tell, but I just
wanted to dash off this note and tell you about the beautiful young
Musical Angel who has just graced my rooms with her ineffable presence.
What an apotheosis it will be when I hear her play upon her instrument.

With much sisterly love,

Charlotte
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From: Ulalua Melenelia <openchar@h...>
Date: Mon Oct 25, 1999 8:13pm
Subject: Fuss and Feathers - Part 1
  	
Fuss and Feathers
Part One

The Honourable Marvina Desdemona Esmeralda Chetwynde-Terwillinger arrived at
Avendale quite unexpectedly, stepping out of a pristine white Rolls-Bentley
limousine driven by an immaculately uniformed brunette chauffeuse. With her
were two very large Standard French Poodles, pink ribbons in their white
fur, and diamond collars about their necks. A rather beleaguered-looking
uniformed lady’s maid, a blonde, held the excited animals’ leashes as they
strained in two opposite directions. As she reined them in, the dogs
bounded toward her, barking merrily, and proceeded to jump on the poor maid,
covering her formerly white apron front with mud.

Madame did not seem to notice her handmaid’s plight, for Madame was
proceeding toward a group of Senior girls, seated upon a garden bench,
practising free-hand sketches for the Art Mistress, Miss Joans. “I say,
girls, might one of you be able to point me in the direction of the
administration office of this too-too-charming establishment?” Her voice
was light, high and utterly aristocratic, the vowels like cut-crystal,
shimmering in the brisk autumn air. Madame was attired in a delicious
Trentish confection of bias-cut champagne-colored satin, the hem of which
trailed slightly in the mud. Madame wore a fine, woolen overcoat of
matching camel’s hair and trimmed with mink at cuffs, collar and hem. She
wore long kid gloves of pale beige. Perched on her intensely blonde permed
curls was a pert little fur-trimmed, veiled and feathered hat. She wore a
long rope of pearls about her neck, along with another of diamonds; diamond
bracelets entwined both wrists, and matching earring graced Madame’s small
ears. Madame’s little shoes were of fine beige kid and decorated with
diamond buckles. Her stockings, what could be seen of them, were of
Trentish make and pure silk. One could not see if her seams were straight,
but the girls who now stared at this seeming fairy princess with wonder
could only imagine that they must be.

The brunettes in the group stood respectfully. One of the blondes, a dainty
creature named Hope, dipped Madame a small curtsey and said, “If you please,
Madame…”

“Terwillinger, my dear gel.” Madame smiled a glossy smile with her
perfectly rouged lips and pinched Hope’s now-crimson cheek. “So very
charming…”

Hope swallowed hard. She was almost eighteen, and like so many children who
near adulthood, she did not care to have it called to the attention of the
world just how childlike she truly was. “If you please, Madame
Terwillinger, the Headmistress’ office is just this way…”

“Oh, splendid, splendid,” declared Madame with a little wave of one small
gloved and jewelled hand. “No need to bother, dear children – I can find my
way by myself. Come along, Perdita,” and so saying, Madame daintily made
her way to the path toward the main doors to Avendale, leaving the pupils in
a cloud of flowery perfume. The maid followed Madame as best she could,
yanking the straining animals after her, her expression one of quiet
despair.

One of the brunettes, named Elizabeth, said, “Did I hear her say her name
was ‘Terwillinger’?”

Another brunette, Artemis, said, “Terwillinger…as in ‘Cynthia’?”

Blonde Hope nodded vigorously, and brunette Thomasina uttered a low whistle.
“That was La Terwillinger’s blonde Mummy?”

“Hardly seems likely,” remarked blonde Araminta, who was known for her sharp
tongue. “P’raps she’s adopted?”

To a girl, the small group giggled maliciously, for each of them had heard
of Cynthia’s reputation. Fortunately, they were too old to have been
victims of her bullying. “Oh, you’re too, too naughty, ‘Minta,” chortled
Elizabeth as she returned to her sketching. “Have you been spanked lately?”
Araminta affected not to have heard as the brunettes laughed and the other
blondes giggled and blushed.

Hope rose to her feet, a serious expression on her face. “Still, I had
better warn the prefects. Someone ought to escort Madame to the
Headmistress and straightaway.”

“We’ll hold your place, Little One,” declared Artemis with a smile, as Hope
quickly but decorously made her way toward the main building.

Hope located Miss Veronica first; she was in the library with Janet Dolan.
Both brunettes stood politely as Hope entered. “Miss Veronica, a Madame
Terwillinger is here. I think she might be Cynthia’s blonde Mummy. She is
wandering about unescorted, with a maid and two enormous dogs. We tried to
help her, but she waved us away and…”

Janet and Veronica exchanged glances. So much for a nice, quiet afternoon
of swotting, thought Veronica unhappily, but she managed a gallant enough
smile. “That’s fine, sugar. Thank you ever so much for letting me know.
I’ll look into it. What’s the lady look like?”

Hope could not quite suppress a giggle. “Oh, you cannot fail to notice her,
Miss Veronica. She is dressed like a Trentish movie star, dripping diamonds
and silk and fur. And following in her train is a maidservant and the two
largest French poodles I have ever seen.”

Veronica nodded. “All right, then. Go on back to your studies and I’ll
handle it from here.”

“Thank you, Miss Veronica,” replied Hope, who exited the library with a
great sigh of relief.

“Cynthia’s blonde ma – er, I mean, her blonde Mummy,” asked Janet.

“So it would seem. I wonder why she’s here?”

“Maybe she’s here to withdraw Cynthia, but we couldn’t be that lucky,” Janet
remarked drily.

Veronica frowned and chided, “Young Lady, I am tryin’ to work with Cynthia
to make her a better girl. You’re not helpin’ with that attitude.”

“I-I’m sorry, Miss Veronica.” Janet hung her head.

Veronica placed a sisterly arm about Janet. “I know it’s hard. She hasn’t
exactly won any popularity contests here, has she? But as a very wise
authoress once said, ‘It’ll take many coats to varnish her,’ and we haven’t
even begun the third coat, as I see it. Let’s go find this movie princess,
shall we?”

It didn’t take long to find Madame. She had wafted into the Common Room,
where girls were playing parlour games, studying and conversing quietly.
Madame entered with a grand flourish as many pairs of girlish eyes turned to
regard the Vision in Champagne. Veronica and Janet entered just on Madame’s
delicate, kid heels. It was easy for Veronica, regarding Mama Terwillinger
for the first time, to understand how Cynthia had gotten so very out of
hand. Madame was glamourous, beautiful, as delicate a blonde as a blonde
can be, and utterly frivolous. Did any serious thoughts ever enter that
pretty li’l blonde head of hers, Veronica wondered, such as the correct
upbringing of a rambunctious brunette daughter, or were appearances
deceiving? Madame was making her way amongst the pupils, pinching a
blushing cheek here or patting a head there, lavishing effusive and syrupy
words of praise upon all who fell under her cerulean gaze. “O! Such a
charming coiffure, my dearest creature! And how rosy our precious little
cheeks are today! O my, such a grown-up little blonde – surely the utter
heartbreak of every brunette present!” Madame finally descended upon
Ariadne Di Naxos, who was quietly reading a novel by the fire. Ariadne was
afflicted with a slight headache and had hoped a quiet read by the fire
would prove curative. “O! How precious! How very quaint and picturesque!
A Schoolgirl, Seated by the Fire with a Cherished Tome!” Ariadne
cantilevered her eyes from her novel to Madame, a small expression of
annoyance crossing her delicate features. Fortunately, delivery arrived in
the form of Veronica and Janet, who, at that moment, resembled an Armoured
Dame Upon a White Charger to Ariadne’s mind. Gratefully, she returned to
her book.

“Excuse me, Madame, but may I be of any assistance? I am Veronica
Bellemont, the brunette prefect.”

Madame turned with a little toss of her head and placed one hand upon her
breast in a well-practised gesture of surprise. “O! Can it be mine eyes
deceive me? Such a dashing brunette… O! I feel quite faint.” Madame
fluttered her long, long eyelashes and sank into a well-stuffed chair.

Behind Veronica, Janet Dolan rolled her eyes silently, wishing desperately
to be elsewhere. Give me a sensible blonde like Miss Annalinde or Georgina
or Elena any day of the week. Yes, blondes were supposed to be delicate and
aetherial and all that, but really, one could take it too far. But Janet
plucked up all her Culverian courtesy and offered to fetch Madame a glass of
cold water. Veronica nodded for Janet to go, then turned her attention back
to Madame. “Would you happen to be the mother of Cynthia Terwillinger,
Madame,” she asked.

Madame smiled, revealing perfect, even, white teeth, framed as they were in
pillar-box red lip rouge. “O, yes indeed! Cynthia is my Treasure. My
raison d’être.” She smiled warmly at Veronica. “However, I do not see her
here…”

“Well, Madame, she doesn’t happen to be in the Common Room, but I expect she
might be elsewhere on the grounds.” Janet arrived with the glass of water,
which Janet proffered and Madame accepted gracefully. Madame then surprised
everyone in the room by waving diffidently to her maid, who dug into a
reticule and tried to offer Janet a shilling for her trouble. Janet went
beet red and barely could silence a tart reply. Shame burned on her cheeks
and fire blazed in her eyes. Veronica, keenly feeling her “little sister’s”
embarrassment, smiled at Madame and explained, “That won’t be necessary,
Madame. Janet or any girl here at Avendale would’ve been just as happy to
fetch that glass of water simply because it was the correct thing to do.”

“O, but the dear little creature…I do so wish to show my gratitude and
appreciation…”

“You’re welcome, Ma’am – I mean, Madame,” Janet said. “I was proud to do
it, and I don’t want nothin’ for it.”

“How very, very quaint and precious she is. Where ever did you get her?”
Madame asked, fluttering her little hands before her.

Veronica drew in a deep breath. Courtesy was not one of Madame’s strong
suits, evidently. “Janet and I both hail from Culveria, Madame,” explained
Veronica, trying to keep her own temper in check.

“Culveria?! O, but how VERY exotic and strange! How utterly and simply
amazing! However did you come to be here? Culveria is so very…
out-of-the-way.”

Janet and Veronica exchanged glances again, and any girl in the room who
knew the brunette prefect at all knew what that expression meant – Miss
Veronica was angry, but tightly controlling her ire. Ignoring Madame’s last
question, Veronica said, “Madame Terwillinger, I had best take you to see
Miss Maitland now. It’s one of our rules that all visitors must see her
first.”

Madame considered for a moment, then said, “Cannot Mistress Maitland come
hither? I was just getting comfortable with all these too-charming gels.”
One of the French poodles inserted its snout into Madame’s glass and began
to drink noisily. The maidservant tugged ineffectually at the beast’s
leash, while its seeming twin slipped away, unseen by all but Janet Dolan
and Carrie Veleda-Binks. Together, the two brunette girls gave pursuit,
apprehending the wayward canine within a few yards. Madame Terwillinger
just seemed to notice the creature’s departure as the Carrie and Janet
dragged the poodle back to its mistress. “O, naughty little poochie!”
declared Madame in a gay and teasing tone. “Thank you so much for
retrieving her, my dears!” Madame pinched Janet’s cheek. “O, very well.
One does not with to offend a schoolgirl’s pride too much!” Madame waved
merrily to all in the Common Room and wafted out with Janet and Veronica.

“Never tell me that aetherial being is Terwillinger’s mater,” said Suzanne
to Joan, who nodded solemnly.

“It’s the truth, old thing. She must take after the brunette in the
family.” Both brunettes nodded solemnly and returned to their card game.

Meanwhile Veronica escorted Madame Terwillinger and her party to Miss
Maitland’s office, Janet taking up the rear. The group was the recipient of
many curious stares as they made their way down the paneled corridors.
Elena Dierrian and Georgina de la Falaise espied the group, and Elena
beckoned Janet to her with a quick graceful gesture. “Who is *that*,” asked
the young Easterner.

“Cynthia Terwillinger’s blonde Mummy is here,” explained Janet. Elena and
Janet both looked more than a little surprised. Then Janet, who was a
thoughtful girl, had an idea. “See if you can find Cynthia and let her know
that her ma is here, would you?” The blonde girls nodded and departed, and
Janet rejoined the odd parade to Miss Maitland’s office.

In later conversations, Janet and Veronica agreed that Miss Maitland’s
secretary must be inured to shock. One would think she saw a Trentish
fairy-princess, a uniformed ladies’ maid and two French poodles, escorted by
two brunette schoolgirls stroll through her mistress’ door every day. That
lady just smiled congenially at the group and asked Madame to have a seat.
She dismissed Veronica and Janet with a gentle thank-you. Then the
secretary assured Madame she would see if the Headmistress were available at
the moment. Not too much later, Miss Dorothea Maitland emerged from her
office and warmly greeted Madame Terwillinger to Avendale.

Elena and Georgina found Cynthia in the library, reading a book on the
tactics and strategies of playing cricket. She looked up and sketched a
small smile, then remembered her manners and stood. “Can I help you gels
with something,” she asked politely.

“Cynthia, I have the most extraordinary news,” began Elena.

“Yes,” chimed in Georgina. “Your blonde Mummy is here for a surprise
visit.”

To both girls’ surprise, Cynthia merely snorted and sat back down and
reopened her book. “Wonderful. Get her autograph for me, will you?”

Elena and Georgina gave each other horrified, dumbfounded looks as Cynthia
made a pretense of ignoring them.

…to be continued…
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From: ashleigh butler <ashleeigh_99@y...>
Date: Mon Oct 25, 1999 8:49pm
Subject: Re: Ashleigh
  	
Being unable to find another uniform anywhere Ashleigh
went back to her room where she sat down on the bed
and cried. What was she going to do now. She had not
been in any trouble since she got to Avendale. She
did not want to start now, but it was obvious her
uniform was ruined. Maybe she could just hide in her
room FOR THE REST OF HER LIFE!



=====
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From: Miss Joans <MissJoans@b...>
Date: Mon Oct 25, 1999 9:48pm
Subject: Miss Joans to Alexis
  	
Hello, Alexis. Let us see if Dea has gifted you with Artistic ability.

Sit down and take up that sketchpad. Let me see -- you! Come here,
Ariadne. You are to be Alexis' model. Modeling may be your true calling
in any case. Sit quite still.

Now, Alexis, you are to forget what you knew as a doodling child. Forget
that a head is an oval, a nose a triangle, a neck a rectangle. Instead,
I wish you to look at the individual lines of Ariadne's face. Notice the
curve of her forehead. Observe the angle of her ski-jump nose. See the
slope of her neck. And detect the shadows. You know that her skin is all
that sort of peaches and cream color. Forget that. See how her cheeks
are pinker -- no doubt she has helped Dea's design in that respect --
and her forehead paler, and notice where the shadows fall.

You are now learning, Alexis, to draw things as they really look. This
is only the first step in the craft of Art. When you have the skill to
make things look as they really are, then you must move on to making
them look as they should be, or like the ideals, the archetypes they
represent.

But to begin with, you must learn to make things look recognizable.
After all, no sane person would spend money on a canvas of
incomprehensible squiggles, would they?


Miss Elizabeth Joans, mistress, blonde
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From: Miss Joans <MissJoans@b...>
Date: Mon Oct 25, 1999 10:07pm
Subject: The Mistresses' Cocktail Hour
  	
Miss Jones, Miss Throckmorton, how glad I am to see you both. My sisters and
comrades in the quest to open girls' eyes to the finer things in life.

Miss Throckmorton, you seem so intrigued by that lovely piece by Godward. It is
also one of my favorites, perhaps simply because the brunette is reaching for
grapes, and grapes always suggest luxury and abundance to me. Eh? Oh, you
procured that bunch of grapes, just as you said you would! How utterly divine!
If you would like, you could write up your own lovely thoughts about that
painting to be posted in the Museum, even though you are a mistress and not a
pupil. Insight such as yours should be shared.

Ah, thank you! A highball at this hour is exactly what is needed. Mmm, perfect.
But I knew it would be. I knew the instant I met you that you were not the sort
to stoop to doing anything imperfectly.

Miss Jones, I am glad you told me about your little error concerning Janet. I am
certain the darling did not take it amiss; I understand she comes from a strict
home. Worry about it no more. But I am glad you told me. For one thing, I am
glad to know that she is capable of being so entranced by a painting that it
took a smack to awaken her. She is one of my protegees, for she is very talented
at carving and is learning to sculpt in clay. Girls with artistic ability make
all my labour worthwhile.

Which reminds me, Miss Throckmorton. Shortly before you arrived, I had a talk
with all the mistresses about beating girls on the hands. I realize that this is
a time-honoured method of punishment, but I am certain you can see that a girl
whose hands have been whipped an hour before she comes to my studio is useless
to me. Because of that, I pleaded with all of the mistresses not to strike girls
on their hands, or at least not to punish my especially talented pupils that
way, girls such as Janet Dolan and Jinjur Quinbury -- though Jinjur is so lazy
with her talent, it is a disgrace. I hope you will also show me this
consideration. I would never interfere with another mistress' teaching or
discipline, but rendering a girl's hands unusable is interfering with *my*
teaching.

You know, young Miss Veronica agrees with me. Do you know what she said about
it? I feel certain you will appreciate this, Miss Throckmorton. She said, "Dea
gave our derrieres all that padding for a reason."

Now, Miss Throckmorton, you said that you would show us Alma-Tadema'a autograph.
I simply *must* see it.

(Miss Throckmorton retrieves the autograph. Miss Joans regards it in silent
reverence.)

What a treasure you have, my darling Miss Throckmorton.


Miss Elizabeth Joans, blonde, mistress
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From: <Aphridite1@a...>
Date: Mon Oct 25, 1999 5:51pm
Subject: Ashleighs Situation
  	
Genevieve Bouvier, 16, Blonde

Genevieve hadn't seen Charlotte all weekend, and wondered if she had done
something to offend her friend. They had had a wonderful time. And were quite
smug in the knowledge that they had gone virtually undetected, maybe next
week they could try the Inn. She was pondering this when she heard a noise,
somewhat like sobbing. Curiosity won out, and Genevieve followed the sound.
She found herself at the door of another girls room. The door was open just a
crack and she could see Ashleigh sitting on the bed, with a horribly soiled
uniform. "I say Ashleigh, we could send that to the cleaners, if you wanted
to borrow a uniform, I have two extra! I am sorry to be so nosey, I heard a
noise from my room and came to investigate. If you'll hand me your uniform, I
will lend you one of mine and take yours to the cleaners if you would like.
There is a very capable laundress in Avenbridge I hear. I am sure they can
get that soil out of your uniform in no time." Even though Genevieve didn't
really know Ashleigh, her Brunette mummy, before her untimely death had
always told her to always be kind and helpful to others in need. She smiled
at Ashleigh, and handed her a handkerchief, "To wipe your eyes with." She
took the soiled garment, vanished to her room to fetch one of her extra
uniforms, and headed back to Ashleigh's room. "Here you go, right as rain,
we'll have you all fixed up in no time. By the way my name is Genevieve, I'm
a..bunny here. I think that's the correct term, is it not? Feeling rather
silly, especially since Ashleigh was just sitting there watching her as if
she had grown antenna's on her head, she made the usual leaving pleasantries,
and started to head out the door to her own room.
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From: <Aphridite1@a...>
Date: Mon Oct 25, 1999 6:13pm
Subject: Letter to Charlotte via Lynette
  	
Dear Shortie,

I hope everything is well. I haven't heard a thing from you since the
picture. Is everything all right? I hope that I didn't do something to upset
you? Oh! which reminds me, I had a capitol idea. Do you think we could
possibly perhaps write a note to Miss Maitland asking if maybe the girls 14
and up could have a dance every month or so? I doubt we could get rock 'n
roll. But anything is better than just the movies every so often. What do you
think? Write me soon, I look forward to hearing from you

xo,
Genevieve

Genevieve went to go find someone to deliver her letter to the Brunette dorm,
and head into town to get Ashleigh's soiled uniform cleaned, when she saw the
most frightfully glamorous woman wandering around with her maid trailing
behind. What a dreadful spectacle that woman was making of herself! Really,
no wonder Brunettes thought all Blondes had no common sense at all! She may
have been given to flights of fancy, but not quite near the extreme as this!
She noticed Lynette, standing there rooted, with her jaw hanging open. "
Lynette? Lynette? " Oh really she couldn't believe this spectacle herself,
but this was getting quite ridiculous! "LYNETTE!" She knew that she shouldn't
speak so loudly, but how else was she to get the hypnotized brunettes
attention? "Could you do me a favor and deliver this to Shortie? I would
really appreciate it if you could run it over to her room, if it's not too
much trouble?" She made sure that the brunette heard and acknowledged her
before heading off into town.

Genevieve, 16, Blonde
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From: ashleigh butler <ashleeigh_99@y...>
Date: Mon Oct 25, 1999 10:34pm
Subject: Re: Thanks to Genevieve.
  	
Ashleigh could not believe that someone had come to
her rescue. Thank you so much Genevieve. I cant
thank you enought she said. You have saved my life!!!
It is very nice to meet you. I am 16 also. Ashleigh
got up and tried on the borrowed uniform, it fit
perfectly. Relief flooded over her. Thank you again
Genevieve. I will return it to you as soon as mine is
back. If there is every anything you need please let
me know. You can count on me. :)



=====
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From: Kadorienne <kadorian@b...>
Date: Mon Oct 25, 1999 11:19pm
Subject: Tea with Miss Throckmorton
  	
Veronica availed herself of Miss Throckmorton's invitation at the first
opportunity. The mistress' conversation was most stimulating, and of
course the food she offered was perfect.

"You know, Miss, I always miss Confederate cuisine while I'm at school,
but you can't get scones and clotted cream there," she said, closing her
eyes to savor it.

"What a shame! You say Confederate cuisine. Is it different from Northen
Culverian food?"

Veronica swallowed. "Oh, yes, Miss! For one thing, we like our meat
cooked well done, and they like it rare." Veronica shuddered a bit at
the thought of rare meat. "And they don't drink their tea iced. You
know, until I came to Avendale, I didn't know there was any other way to
drink it! And there's all kinds of delicacies they don't have, like
devilled eggs. I can't even imagine Sunday dinner without devilled
eggs."

"I suppose they have their own Northern delicacies," Miss Throckmorton
remarked.

"I suppose so, Miss," Veronica said politely, though she was secretly
unconvinced.

"How old are you again?"

"I'm fifteen, Miss. Actually, I'll be sixteen on Saturday, but please
don't tell anyone, Miss. I don't want any fuss. I didn't tell anyone
except Janet Dolan, and she's away now, so no one will know." Veronica
proceeded to boast a little bit of her young protegee, telling Miss
Throckmorton how she had won a scholarship to Avendale, of her iron
determination, of her artistic skill, and defending the girl in advance
for her rough edges, for Janet had had few opportunities up till now to
learn the finer points of grammar and etiquette.

"You know," Miss Throckmorton said, picking up the teapot and daintily
refilling Veronica's cup, "I was a prefect when I was in school. I can
well remember the vigilence and tireless service that was required of
me, so if I can help or inspire you in any way, please do not hesitate
to approach me."

Veronica looked at the mistress wide-eyed, surprised and gratified. "Oh,
thank you, Miss! Do you know, I don't wish to complain, for I love being
a prefect, but lately my duties have worn rather heavily. I can't begin
to tell you what words like that mean to me." She stirred a lump of
sugar into her tea, remembering to crook her little finger. "I
complained just a little bit about it, I'm afraid, and two of the girls
-- including one who always needs a lot of discipline -- gave me nice
notes and flowers. After that, it didn't seem like I was working too
hard at all."

Miss Throckmorton nodded in understanding. "A little appreciation can go
a long way, can't it?" She leaned closer, confidingly. "I also know the
mischeif that girls can get up to. During my first two years at school,
I was a veritable hoyden and it was only the discipline of my own
brunette prefect that taught me the value of right-thinking."

"Were you, Miss?" Veronica asked, a bit taken aback.

The mistress smiled, her eyes twinkling. "Weren't you? An awful lot of
prefects were, you know."

An unwilling smile tugged at Veronica's mouth. "Actually, I've heard
that Miss Annalinde used to be somewhat mischievous. But I'm afraid I
was always a goody-two-shoes, Miss."

"Always? Don't tell me that you've never been in trouble." Miss
Throckmorton's eyes seemed to take in everything that the prefect was
thinking.

"Of course I have, Miss. But it was usually for misguided heroics. I
think most of the thrashings I got before and since I came to Avendale
were because *I* thrashed brunettes who had been picking on blondes or
on younger girls."

"A damsel in shining armor!"

Veronica ducked her head, embarrassed. "Well, that was how I always
wanted to see myself. Now that I'm a prefect, I'm expected to punish
girls who bully others, so it's all right."

"You must have won the hearts of many fair blondes," Miss Throckmorton
teased, and was promptly intrigued by the deep blush that colored the
prefect's cheeks. "Perhaps the heart of a special blonde?" she inquired
gently.

"Oh, no, Miss," Veronica replied adamantly, while her face got redder.
"It's just that.... Please don't think I'm being conceited, because I
don't tell many people this, but... well, a lot of the younger blondes
get crushes on me. I'm sure it's just because I'm a prefect and blondes
respond to authority."

"Crushes on prefects are indeed commonplace," the mistress remarked,
"but somehow I don't think that's the *only* reason."

Veronica was always at ease when being the arbiter of right and wrong,
but trying to win the uncertain favor of blondes and accepting flattery
were entirely different matters. She cast about for something to say,
while the mistress watched her discomfiture with gentle amusement.

"Well, I think it's also become sort of a fashion. It's also a fashion
for the girls to frighten new girls with stories about how ferocious a
disciplinarienne I am. I am strict, but the new girls are often
convinced I'm a demoness." She chuckled suddenly. "A younger blonde
named Charlene wrote me a love letter a few weeks ago. I had a talk with
her, and let her down as gently as I could. I understand that she has
since transferred her affections to Miss Errelle Flynn. That shows how
serious these crushes are."

Miss Throckmorton laughed. "Well, if I were a blonde, I think that the
brunette who played Dona Juana and Robyn Hood would be a good place to
transfer my affections."

Veronica's eyes grew dreamy. "Sometimes, Miss, I wish that I could be a
film actress and play the kinds of roles that Miss Errelle Flynn and
Miss Tyronia Power and Miss Deborah Fairbanks play. I've read all the
works of Rafaella Sabatini and the Baroness Orczy."

"You are a swashbucklerette, aren't you? Have you read the chivalrous
novels of Doyle and Scott? Those are somewhat more literarily...." Miss
Throckmorton let the sentence trail as knocks sounded on her door. Her
uniformed maidservant answered it, and a moment later several girls,
mostly blondes, poured in.

"We're so sorry we're late, Miss Throckmorton. If you wish, we could
come back tomorrow," Joan Mayfair said politely.

Veronica had stood at the entrance of so many blondes. Miss Throckmorton
was saying, "Not at all, girls, please be seated," when she noticed
something odd. Some of the girls seemed to be cutting their eyes slyly
at the prefect. Were they up to some mischief? Did Veronica have jam on
her chin? The mistress turned to her and saw that she was standing very
still, her face very pale.

"Are you all right, dear?" she asked, and was answered by a giggle from
a few of the arriving girls.

"I'm-I'm fine, Miss," Veronica stammered, her usual self-possession
gone.

Miss Throckmorton sensitively realized that Veronica might have a reason
not to say what was wrong in front of everyone -- perhaps her garters
had come undone and she didn't want to mention it in the presence of
blondes. "You look pale, dear. Sit down." Veronica made a half-gesture
and opened her mouth, obviously to protest that there were still blondes
standing. "Sit down at once, Veronica. I insist. Now drink some more
tea. Did you get enough sleep last night?"

Veronica took this escape gratefully. "I'm afraid I didn't, Miss
Throckmorton. Thank you."

The mistress was certain that lack of sleep had nothing to do with the
young brunette's sudden pallor, but she turned her attention to getting
the other girls seated and learning their names.

"I'm Ariadne di Naxos, Miss," said one very pretty blonde as she
flounced into a chair. "This is my roommate, Elspeth Elsvetta." Elspeth
gave a soft, shy hello. "La!" declared Ariadne, her expression so
guileless that the discerning Miss Throckmorton was certain that she was
being sly. "We would have been here on time, except that Elspeth made us
all late."

"How did she do that?" the mistress asked, passing the girl a cup.

"Oh, somebody slipped a love letter under her door, and she had to stop
to read it," Ariadne declared airily.

Elspeth turned extremely pink and fixed her eyes on her teacup. By some
instinct, Miss Throckmorton's eyes were drawn to Veronica. If the
prefect had been pale before, she was now green. The mistress rose in
alarm and went to her side.

Ariadne looked at Veronica and said, "La!" again. Then she turned back
to Elspeth. "Come on, Elspeth, tell us. It *was* a love letter, wasn't
it? From some bedazzled brunette?"

A dead silence awaited the answer. Miss Throckmorton, who was feeling
Veronica's pulse, was struck by it.

"No, Ariadne," Elspeth said softly. "It was from a blonde, asking for
some help with her schoolwork."

Veronica's hand twitched in the mistress' grasp.

Joan, in a carrying, trying-to-change-the-subject sort of tone, asked,
"Still feeling that apple wine, are you, Ariadne?"

Ariadne tossed her curls. "Humph! That apple wine was divine. When I'm
of age, I'm going to drink it every day!"

"That might be excessive, Ariadne," Miss Throckmorton said absently.
"When you get married, I suspect your brunette will limit your alcoholic
consumption very strictly. She put a hand to Veronica's forehead, which
felt clammy.

"Veronica, are you all right?"

The soft voice was Elspeth's. Again, there was that pin-dropping silence
as everyone awaited Veronica's reply.

"Oh, I'm fine, thank you," Veronica blurted hastily. "I just, just
didn't sleep very well. I, um, kept waking up, and perhaps I drank too
much tea to keep alert today, and it's made me a bit jittery...."

"Then you'd better drink some cool water, and eat another scone," Miss
Throckmorton declared with authority. She pressed the items on Veronica,
who nibbled the scone with little appetite, and then began to quiz the
girls about what they had been reading. Ariadne, to her distress, had
been reading the lurid pulp of Miss Rosalind Thorne and was quite
unimpressed by the mistress' indictment of Miss Thorne's works.

All the while she was steering the talk to matters literary, the
mistress kept an eagle eye on the pallid prefect, whose hands trembled
slightly as they lifted the glass of water to her lips, and whose eyes
never, never looked in the direction of Elspeth Elsvetta.

Young love, Miss Throckmorton thought nostalgically. So pure and intense
that it hurts.


Veronica Bellemont, brunette, almost 16
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From: Miss Joans <MissJoans@b...>
Date: Mon Oct 25, 1999 11:25pm
Subject: Miss Joans to Caitlen
  	
Dear Caitlen,

Well, darling, if "worms" are swimming in your head, small wonder you can
think of nothing to write. Yes, that is what you said: "but the worms swam in
her head, unable to settle down into any semblance of sense." I assume you meant
words, but I assure you that I enjoyed the worms far more.

Darling, look at the pictures. Think about what the artist was trying to say
with them. What kind of pettes do you think the ladies in the pictures are? What
were they doing right before that moment, and right after? Do you sense any
symbolism in any of them? Think of it that way, and I'm certain you shall find
*something* to write. Remember, your essay does not have to be very long.

Yours in Art,

Miss Elizabeth Joans, blonde, mistress
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From: Miss Joans <MissJoans@b...>
Date: Mon Oct 25, 1999 11:49pm
Subject: Re: Michele faces Miss Maitland and Miss Joans
  	
Miss Joans spoke firmly. "Michele, even if Tracey's stained uniform had been yours, she admitted to me that she knew that it was stained before we went to the Museum. It was her responsibility to clean it before the trip. And yes, it was her blazer that was stained. I misspoke when I said that it was her blouse." She turned to Miss Maitland. "I believe that tampering with the property of other girls is your department."

"Quite so," the headmistress agreed. "Well, Michele, I am disappointed in you, but I am glad that you at least honestly confessed. Come with me to my office." Miss Maitland turned and headed down the hall. Michele followed meekly, and Miss Joans continued on her way to her studio.


Miss Elizabeth Joans, mistress, blonde
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From: Natalie C. H. Tyler <destro@q...>
Date: Tue Oct 26, 1999 0:29am
Subject: Re: To Miss Jones
  	
> Letter from Miss Throckmorton, br, to Miss Jones, br

My Charming Leslie,

Thanks so very much for your wonderful letter. I am sorry that I have
not answered it with dispatch. As you know, life at Avendale can be so
full, so rich with experience that sometimes moments of tranquillity to
reflect upon our experiences are difficult to find.

It was fantastic to see you at the cocktail hour chez that beautiful Miss
Joans. I am convinced that you both have so much to teach me about yoru
respective areas of specialty. Really, until meeting the two of you I was
hardly aware of my own ignorance.

You have won my admiration for your attempts to ascend the heights of FW.
For myself, although I keep the book, I long ago determined that my mind was
not of that self-same mettle as yours. I occasionally allow myself a mere
dip into the depths. That is, I read a page or two, or perhaps but a
paragraph or two...and then by a commodius vicus of recirculation....and I
know that I am misquoting here.......I realize that my own ignorance will
not permit me to go any further.
Of course I spotted your reference to Molly Bloom and thought of the
seed-cake in her mouth when she was saying yes and thought of how divine you
looked earlier this evening with an ort of scone delicately poised on your
lip and how you looked up at me and reaching out your tongue, you nibbled up
the ort of scone so very charmingly. Joyce was such a smashing brunette.
It is fitting that she is known world-wide, like Garbo and Patti by one name
only.

Now on a separate matter, I need to indulge myself in a little "gossip" with
you. I say that word gossip in a Renaissance sense of the word, meaning no
malice, no ill-will. I have had tea separately with that enchanting young
blonde, Georgina, and I know that you and she are making music together. I
do so hope that you will invite me to your musical soirees. I love chamber
music and opera the most. She told me that you managed to sing, and
simultaneously, all four parts of the great Riggoletta quartet. I would
love to hear that some day.

Miss Veronica, the Brunette prefect, came to me. I am persuaded that she is
working very hard, much too hard, perhaps, and also under a good deal of
emotional stress. I think that we would do well to proffer this stunning
young Brunette all of our support and our sympathy. We both have known the
travails of youth. It is impossible for me to believe that Veronica is not
amongst the most deserving, perhaps the most deserving, pupil here. She
needs a good deal of encouragement for I fear that the daily round of
responsibility that she has embraced may not leave her sufficient time to be
alone with her own heart and with sympathetic ears.

And what are you reading of late, my dear woman? And what are you planning
to teach soon? I have spent some time today indulging myself with Miss
Austen, a perennial favourite of mine, and with Lady Tennyson, whose
Victorian grit and optimism might be of good worth to the pupils.

And back to you I return a hearty and resounding YES!

Most Cordially,

Charlotte
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From: <Elaryn@a...>
Date: Mon Oct 25, 1999 8:13pm
Subject: Belated Welcome to Miss Throckmorton
  	
Elena Dierrian, blonde, 12 years old

Dear Miss Throckmorton,

I am writing this note to welcome you to Avendale. I apologise if it so late
in coming. When I was first here, I tried to make it a habit to write a
little welcoming note to everyone, but since I have become so involved in my
studies, I'm afraid that has proved impossible.

If there is anything I can assist you with, please do not hesitate to ask me.
I am looking forward to meeting you in person. Avendale is a wonderful
place, and I am sure you will come to love it here as much as I do.

Respectfully,

Elena Dierrian, blonde, 12 years old
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From: Natalie C. H. Tyler <destro@xx.xxxx>
Date: Tue Oct 26, 1999 0:58am
Subject: Re: Miss Throckmorton writes to Miss Veronica
  	
Letter from Miss Charlotte Throckmorton, br, Mistress of Literature to Miss
Veronica Bellemont, br, Prefect

My Dear Miss Veronica,
Although it was but a few hours ago that we had tea in my rooms, I
wanted to write to you to let you know how much I enjoyed our conversation
and how much I respect you.

I certainly enjoyed learning more about Confederate Cuisine. My family has
long been ensconced in Northern Culveria, so it is good to learn of
different customs. But as I said, even in Northern Culveria tea can be iced
so if you ever visit that part of the globe you may find something to meet
your standards. All of my life I have heard that the girls of Southern
Culveria are generally more delicate and more sensitive than their Northern
counterparts. Of course some of the Southern girls, like Miss Scarlett
O'Hara and Miss Flannary O'Connor and Miss Eudora Welty are strong as nails
and I believe that you partake of that particular genius that marries
Southern gentility with great Strength, determination, and stamina.

I know that you wish me to keep your birthday secret, but if you are
willing, I would like you to stop by briefly on Saturday. I would like to
make a goodly portion of Devilled Eggs and and very well-done roast for
you. And the tea will be Iced. I believe that even here at Avendale we can
procure some ice.

I always wanted to comment that although the dream of being an actress in
motion pictures is hardly uncommon for young girls, that I can easily
envision you winning the position. You have such wonderful diction and such
a beautifully modulated and melodious voice. Those, along with your
striking Brunette beauty, should qualify you for the Land of Films. I am
not one of those Mistresses who believes that every Brunette must study only
so that she can become an erudite spouse for a blonde. Brunettes must also
think of their own desires and of pleasing themselves and fulfilling their
inner needs. A girl like you wants to rush to the side of every delicate
blonde and that is indeed an excellent impulse. On the other hand, you must
proffer to yourself the same protection and vigilence you would
unquestionably lend to a blonde.

My Dear Veronica, I know that in days of eld you would have certainly been a
Troubadour. The contemporary analogy tells me that you would be striking
on stage or screen.

I think that reciting poetry can be excellent training for one who would
like to be an actress. Here is one of my favourite quatrains from Lady
Tennyson; I hope you enjoy its wisdom as much as I do:

"I hold it true, whate'er befall;
I feel it, when I sorrow most;
'Tis better to have loved and lost
Than never to have loved at all."

My dear girl, please do not hesitate to approach me or any of the other
mistresses if you need counsel of any kind. And please do try to stop by
for some Southern cuisine on your birthday. I am not experienced in those
matters, but my dear old tattered Mrs. Beaton does make some mention of
Exotic Savouries and I think that Devilled Eggs make an appearance in the
book.

Keep your chin up, as I know you will always do,

Most cordially yours,

Miss Throckmorton
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From: Natalie C. H. Tyler <destro@xx.xxxx>
Date: Tue Oct 26, 1999 1:09am
Subject: Re: Miss Throckmorton writes to Elena
  	
Miss Throckmorton, br, to Elena, bl, 12 years old

My Dear Elena,
Thanks so very much for your charming note of introduction. You have a
beautiful hand. I can well imagine that your drawings are quite splendid with a
delicate touch. You may be surprised to hear that I have heard of your artistic
talents. I also have heard that you write first-rate essays. Yes, we Mistresses
sometimes talk amongst ourselves about the girls.

I am very much looking forward to meeting you. If you would like to stop at my
study any day "fourish" as we say informally, I would love to give you some
Countess Grey tea with biscuits and scones and to learn all about you and your
aspirations.

Most sincerely,

Miss Throckmorton

>
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From: Natalie C. H. Tyler <destro@xx.xxxx>
Date: Tue Oct 26, 1999 1:16am
Subject: Re: The Mistresses' Cocktail Hour
  	
Miss Throckmorton, br, writing in haste to Miss Joans, bl

My Dear Miss Joans,

I cannot tell you how much I enjoyed our cocktail hour together. Will you allow
me to call you Elizabeth in the future? And you must call Charlotte.
I wanted to very quickly say (and yes, I realize that I have split an infinitive.
We Brunettes do get a streak of rebellion occasionally!) that I agree with you
absolutely that a girl's hand should never be struck. Not only for the pursuit of
art, but for that of composition must her hands remain pristine. Our callipygian
pupils must receive their discipline on those ever so soft and gently rounded
pillows that have been positioned in such a way that they will not interfere with
work and its glories.

And yes, I would like to avail myself of the opportunity to write a little essay on
one of the works at Llangollen although I may not have the time to do so at once.
Thank you very much for caring about my opinions.

Most sincerely,
Charlotte
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From: <Aphridite1@xxx.xxx>
Date: Mon Oct 25, 1999 10:01pm
Subject: Re: Thanks to Genevieve.
  	
Genevieve turned and smiled warmly at Ashleigh. "Do you mind if I call you
Ash? I have a habit of giving people nicknames, and you really do look like
an Ash to me." I am glad to meet someone my own age.
And really it's no problem at all. Us Blondes have to stick together you
know. The uniform should be done by the end of the week, as far as I know.
There's no hurry to get it back, Ash, please take your time. And if you need
anything as well, don't hesitate to ask please." And with that Genevieve
headed on her way.

Genevieve 16, Blonde
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From: <leslie7@h...>
Date: Tue Oct 26, 1999 4:58am
Subject: Miss Jones to Cynthia
  	
My Dear Cynthia,

I would be happy to work with you this afternoon on poetry. Be aware
that this is not an undertaking you will accomplish in an afternoon! I
look forward to seeing you at my rooms at 4.

Miss Jones
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From: <headmistress@xxxxxxxxx.xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx)>
Date: Tue Oct 26, 1954 4:08am
Subject: Improper Behaviour - Christabel
  	
A warning to Christabel (and any others),

We do not want any further references to nakedness at Avendale and
expressions such as "my gonads have gone into overdrive" are several miles
beyond the pale. We do not want anything remotely approaching that in
future. Christabel's postings will be moderated for a trial period, we hope
she will be able to fit into the Avendale spirit.

Dorothea Maitland (Miss)
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From: <leslie7@xxxxxxx.xxx>
Date: Tue Oct 26, 1999 5:18am
Subject: Poetry in Motion
  	
Miss Jones was not surprised when Cynthia materialized promptly at 4. Word
had already sped across the school about the arrival of Cynthia's movie-star
blonde mum and Miss Jones, who noted that Cynthia's reputation as a slightly
reformed bully probably, like most, arose from an inner shyness, assumed the
girl would rather be anywhere but exposed to Madame.

Cynthia knocked and Miss Jones welcomed her. Cynthia was a bit obscure in
attempting to explain her sudden interest in poetry. Miss Jones spoke of some
favourite poets of her own, Roberta Frost and "Tamsin" Eliot and her favourite,
Samantha Coleridge. Then she realized that Cynthia's poetic education was at a
relatively primitive stage and she had better step back. She began to recite
those verses of Edna Alleyne Poe that every Culverian child learns as almost the
first poetry past Mother Goose rhymes, "Annabel Lee" and "The Raven" and on and on.
She was lost for a moment in some reveries of childhood, and then began thinking
of how Poe was a southern Culverian adrift in the north. She must remember to be
more considerate of the southerners even if the y'alls just got to be too much.

Cynthia, as she might have expected, seemed to awaken to the easy rhyming of
Poe. "Could I write something like that, Miss Jones?" she plaintively asked.
"It's not as easy as it sounds, Cynthia. She was a marvelously talented writer,"
Miss Jones answered, deciding to leave out all the deliciously licentious side
of the well-known story of Poe, which clearly would have been news to Cynthia,
probably much too welcome news at that.

"Cynthia, I want you to try one on your own, right now. There's no better
way to learn than to do it, so then we can work on this together."

She left her with pencil and paper and a few minutes later checked back,
wondering what might emerge. Cynthia's letter had been notably misspelled,
even for a schoolgirl in haste.

Cynthia seemed most pressed, but nothing had been written. "Cynthia, may I
ask you why this sudden interest in writing a poem. I promise you, I shan't
tell anyone and I do not gossip. But I'll be better able to help you focus if
you can share your concern with me."

to be continued
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From: <leslie7@xxxxxxx.xxx>
Date: Tue Oct 26, 1999 5:49am
Subject: To Miss Throckmorton
  	
My Dear Charlotte,

You are far too kind in your delightful note. A fine musical ear such
as you doubtless possess would probably be set on edge by my bellowing
of bella figlia del amore! But your view of Georgina's musical talent
is surely accurate--she is marvelously talented and a charming girl at that.

My own reading, alas, has been sadly deficient of late. I find myself
lost in magazines like some habituee of Trentine cafe society. My latest
challenge has been to begin, barely, to negotiate the new translation of
Stendhala's Charterhouse of Parma. I was one of those girls who felt
that Rouge et Noir was written about no one but me, such was the power of
her penetrating psychological insight.

I thought your mention of Miss Austen a useful one for we should surely
plan on engaging the girls in her work sooner rather than later. Joyce is
another matter as I have already encountered the reluctance of the powers
that be here to tread too readily into those waters. I look forward to
spending time on Joyce with you, Charlotte; who knows, we may conjure up
ways to introduce her to the girls without causing some scandal or other.
Some days in the refectory here I think I might even warm to the prospect of
consuming inner organs with relish.

I see you are entranced with the divine brunette prefect, the perfect prefect
as one of the girls told me she's known in some quarters. I admire her ability
to take charge of situations but there's that head girl aura that sometimes
makes me a shade skeptical. I should be grateful to her for enforcing school
discipline, else we as mistresses might spend our entire classes paddle or cane
in hand. The other day, though, I mentioned to her that I had seen two girls
going off toward town on what was likely a jaunt they should not have been taking.

I had the distinct feeling that our prefect was humouring me and even
disbelieving or discounting my report, as she perfunctorily passed it on to
the headmistress. Indeed, she seemed a bit put off by my complimenting her.

If I felt I had to prove myself to her, which I definitely do not, I might just
have to round up those suspects myself! I did see them again as they were
returning and I may just have to see if they come forward to me before I
take any steps. Charlotte, while I have no compunction about maintaining order
in my class, I really did not come her to be a Philoe Vance or Philippa Marlowe!

I do look forward to our having some of my favourite Princess of Wales tea
later on and we shall focus on such as Joyce, I trust, and I shan't bore you
with my maunderings.

Most cordially,


Leslie
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From: <MissMaybridge@xxxxxxxxx.xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx)>
Date: Tue Oct 26, 1954 7:01am
Subject: Technical matters for Mistresses
  	
To all Mistresses,

In order to avoid confusion, and to preserve formality, I ask that
Mistresses address one another as "Miss ---" when writing to each other.
Although mistresses may be on first name terms in the staff room, they
would never use them when girls may overhear. And owing to the
contingencies of Avendale, the girls can *always* overhear! (It also helps
new girls distinguish between staff and pupils).

In any case, the over-use of Christian names is indeed a
characteristic of the late twentieth century, and it is probably best for
us to lean the other way.

Delores Maybridge (Miss)
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From: Georgina de la Falaise <Tanya@xxxxxxxxxxxxxxx.xxxxxxxxx.xx.xxx>
Date: Tue Oct 26, 1999 8:21am
Subject: A Thank you from Georgina to Miss Jones
  	
Tanya@c...

Georgina ds la Falaise blonde, 12 years of age



Dear Miss Jones,

I just wanted to write and thank you so much for allowing me to accompany you on your walk in to Avenbridge the other day. I can't begin to say how much I enjoyed your company and all our talk of music and related topics.

I was so imoressed with your singing of all four parts from Rigoletta. You quite obviously possess much latent musical talent ! I'm going to ask Miss Throckmorton whether she has a gramophone recording of The Cunning Little Vixen as you have made me remember just how much I enjoy it whenever one of my mummies plays it at home. It really is such a charming piece of work and so amusing as well.

Miss Jones, i had occasion to see Claire Greene yesterday and took the opportunity of asking her whether she might be interested in joining us for the Bach Double. She said she'd be delighted to do so and asked me to let her know when we might find the occasion to unite for a rehearsal. I said that I would have to ask you first and then let her know. Miss Jones, I wouldn't want you to feel as though this is a "fait accompli" in any way and would completely understand if you decided to decline, knowing, as I do, just how busy a Mistress' life can be here at Avendale.

Finally, an enquiry. Would you, by any chance, happen to know how Birthdays are celebrated in Culveria as it is Miss Veronica's birthday this coming Saturday and Elena, Malena, myself and a few of the other girls wanted to organise a little surprise for her. I would greatly appreciate any information pertaining to this.

Respectfully yours,

Georgina de la Falaise.
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From: Georgina de la Falaise <Tanya@xxxxxxxxxxxxxxx.xxxxxxxxx.xx.xxx>
Date: Tue Oct 26, 1999 8:22am
Subject: Miss Jones' Musical Discovery
  	
Tanya@c...



Leslie Jones sat down in her favourite armchair in the corner of her private study and proceeded to muse on the day's events. She was definitely beginning to really and truly enjoy her new role as Mistress of Literature at Avendale, her head being so full of ideas and plans for really bringing this most special of subjects to life for all her young pupils.

She closed her eyes for a few moments, lost in some daydream or other, then opened them again. For some reason, they alighted on the oak wardrobe or more specifically, the top of said piece of furniture where she had placed her violin in its' case the day she arrived. She contemplated it for several moments then, finding some positive energy and thinking from somewhere, said in a quite audible voice, "Why not give it a try?". It had been quite some time since last it had seen the light of day but, undeterred, she lifted it down, opened the dusty case and removed the beautiful Stratovaria from its' plush housing. She had always loved the feel of it under her chin and having quickly and successfully tuned it to concert pitch she began to play, slowly at first, then with increasing speed and confidence, a favourite piece of hers by Albinona, the much underated Italian composer and violiniste. She surprised herself at just how naturally it all seemed to come back to her and didn't notice that a good half- hour had quickly slipped by, such was her newly-discovered love and enthusiasm for playing the instrument. The magic that playing this most beautiful of instruments used to hold for her was, most definitely, still there, she decided.

Perhaps, she thought, she would join Georgina and Claire after all for a rendition of the Bach Double. She resolved to sleep on it and make a decision in the very near future.
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From: Miss Joans <MissJoans@b...>
Date: Tue Oct 26, 1999 10:09am
Subject: Miss Joans and Miss Jones
  	
Miss Joans and Miss Jones were enjoying a brief respite in their duties
to share a cup of coffee and chat about school matters.

"I must remember to be considerate of our Southern girls, even if their
*y'all's* get to be too much," Miss Jones was saying.

Miss Joans lifted a delicately pencilled eyebrow. "Don't Northern
Culverians say 'youse gals' or some such?"

"Only the uneducated. All the Confederates say *y'all*."

Miss Joans looked into her coffee cup for a moment before speaking. "I
don't believe I've ever heard young Miss Veronica say anything
uncomplimentary about Northern Culverians," she remarked at length.

"Yes, Miss Veronica. Do you know, the other day, though, I mentioned to
her that I had seen two girls going off toward town on what was likely a
jaunt they should not have been taking. I had the distinct feeling that
our prefect was humouring me and even
disbelieving or discounting my report, as she perfunctorily passed it on
to the headmistress."

Miss Joans was now regarding her colleague with surprise. "What did you
expect her to do? Dash off the school grounds without an exeat? Even
prefects are not permitted to do that. Not at Avendale, at any rate.
Perhaps at some schools, but not Avendale. In any case, you say she told
the headmistress. If Miss Maitland had wished Veronica to take action,
she would have told her so. Since she evidently didn't, I believe it was
she who discounted your report."

Miss Jones squared her shoulders. "I might just have to round up those
suspects myself! I did see them again as they were returning and I may
just have to see if they come forward to me before I take any steps."

The blonde mistress was frowning. "If you thought those girls were up to
something, why didn't you hail them when you first saw them creeping
off?"

"Why... I don't know. Of course, I really shouldn't have to go chasing
after naughty girls every minute of the day. Keeping order in my
classroom is quite sufficient."

Miss Joans finished her coffee and set down her cup before replying.
"Not here at Avendale," she said gently as she left the room.


Miss Elizabeth Joans, blonde, mistress
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From: <LSDixie@a...>
Date: Tue Oct 26, 1999 6:40am
Subject: Alisa Meets a New Friend
  	
Alisa had enjoyed her stroll with her new roommate. They had met quite a
number of very nice blonde girls. Christabel conversed with them freely--she
never seemed to meet a stranger! Alisa remained nervous and a little
uncomfortable. Oh, how she wished she had been exposed to more encounters
with other girls!
After a few minutes, one of the young, blonde girls excused herself to go
and study. As she stood up her tower of books toppled to the ground.
Alisa jumped into action. "Here now! You do not need to be carrying
these heavy books. Let me help you."
Alisa gathered up the books and offered to escort the bonny girl back to
her dorm. She graciously excepted. "You certainly are a well-mannered
brunette. Miss Veronica is going to be fond of you."
"Who is Miss Veronica?"
"She is the brunette prefect. You will meet her soon enough." Laughed
the girl.
As they reached to dorm, the pretty blonde grabbed her books and darted in
the door. "Thanks........" she said as the door closed behind her.
"Wait! I didn't get your name.......!" Alisa said to the closed door.
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From: <leslie7@h...>
Date: Tue Oct 26, 1999 0:11pm
Subject: Miss Jones Reflects
  	
Miss Jones came back to her rooms from class and began to reflect on how
matters could get rather complicated here rather quickly. First, she thought
about her conversation with Miss Joans. One really had to have been in
Culveria--even if not from there--to appreciate some of the subtleties that
existed in the relationships among the various parts of the province as these existed in other places similarly. Miss Joans had taken Miss Jones's comments as criticisms of others, which had not been so intended. Culverians, or at least
most of the ones Miss Jones had known, tended to magnify their differences beyond reality. After all, one of the most famous Culverian leaders had remarked
that the province's capital, toward which the condescension was aimed, was
a paragon of "Northern hospitality and Southern efficiency" which surely
transposed the two cliches about the northerners and southerners.

Miss Jones reflected on some of her views: she really liked all the students she had encountered, which in itself said so much about Avendale and all to
the good. She found Miss Joans's seeming defense of Veronica mildly
amusing but Miss Jones had a wry side that often lay beneath her
straightforward demeanor. She could see why the school leadership so
appreciated Veronica's role. And Miss Jones had never wished to be head girl.
Not that she had been a hoyden--wonderful word that--but she had had a
skeptical nature. This had made her adjustment to the world after school that
much easier. Head girls usually had a harder time of it after graduating. But she
would remember to be nicer to Veronica. When she thought seriously about all
this, which was difficult at best, she acknowledged to herself how much easier
someone like Veronica made day-to-day existence for the mistresses. Also, it
would not do to stir up attitudes about Culveria among non-Culverians.

Now if the school really was not especially concerned when two girls went
off in somewhat unusual dress, possibly to places in the village that were clearly
off limits, well, Miss Jones might leave it be--or, she might just hope that one of
those girls would come and be honest with her. She was surprised that she
seemed to strike some of the girls as scary, but she imagined that most
mistresses who knew what they were about and were confident about their
subjects and other matters of concern might be so perceived by young girls still
getting accustomed to being away from home for the first time. She truly did not
enjoy disciplining students--she would rather teach them. But she had learned
early on to project a no-nonsense aura, so that would-be troublemakers would
not even think of instigating anything in her class. And this approach had
served her well. Miss Jones thought back and realized she had rarely needed to discipline. She liked it that way but if she was pushed, the miscreants would
learn quite quickly that she was not a mistress to be trifled with.

And now she put her mind to thinking about the violin, for the first time in a
very long span. Ah--practise and practise and practise. She would indeed have
to do just that if she were not to set herself up for quite a comedown. Georgina
was so earnest--girls were at that age. She would have to start playing a lot.
First, she must meet Claire and see what her approach was. First or
second?--actually, the first part was probably easier. Miss Jones turned on her
radio at a low volume and tuned to a Trentine jazz station she had grown fond of
hearing. And she rose to her feet, slipped off her heels, and started to dance oh
so softly to the music--Take the A Train. She would have to find some place on
a day off where they played that kind of music--and someone to go there with.
She would try on that especially wispy underwear she had packed for such an
occasion.
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From: Charlotte Greene <carlottagreene@h...>
Date: Tue Oct 26, 1999 0:31pm
Subject: Re: Letter to Charlotte via Lynette
  	
Charlotte Greene, 14, brunette

Dear Gen,

Thank you SO much for your note. I was so relieved to hear from you because
I thought you would think I was such a fool after my cocktail faux pas on
Saturday night. I wished the ground would open up and I've been obsessing
ridiculously about it ever since. So I'm afraid I felt a bit low all Sunday
and spent the whole afternoon in the library preparing for our lit classes
with Miss Jones tomorrow. Have you swotted up? I'm such a dunce cos I just
don't know any of these famous authors and even though I'm trying to read
them, the words just swim in and out and I can never remember anything. Plus
I haven't written my Art essay yet for Miss Joans and I'm paralysed by fear.

I think your idea about the dance would be super. Do you think Miss Maitland
would buy it? Maybe we should get Veronica on side - maybe we could organise
one for her bithday! Although I suppose it would be quite short notice...as
it is on Saturday. Miss Throckmorton seems keen on Veronica, so maybe we
should ask her advice.

I've got a surprise though for you - to make up for the cocktail rubbish!
I've nabbed some apple juice and have hidden it in my locker, so hopefully
it will grow a bit more potent and we can have some Dutch courage for the
Inn..

See you at cocoa

Love
Charlotte xxx
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From: Charlotte Greene <carlottagreene@h...>
Date: Tue Oct 26, 1999 0:40pm
Subject: Re: Veronica's birthday
  	
Charlotte Greene, 14, brunette

Dear Miss Throckmorton

I hope you don't think I am being bold in writing to you but all the girls
say you are lovely so I thought I would say hello. My name is also Charlotte
and I am quite new here too. I am afraid I am not very good at Literature or
Music but I hope you won't hold it against me!

I thought I would write to you because you seem to have taken Miss Veronica
somewhat under your wing. Everyone has noticed that she has been under a lot
of pressure recently and Georgina thinks we should do something for her
bithday on Saturday. I wondered if I might suggest a surprise party -
perhaps with dancing? I thought the element of surprise would be a good one
because Veronica is so responsible and if she thought there was a party she
would feel obliged to organise it and that would only be stressful. I know
the trampoling society are not using the Gymnasium on Saturday night so
perhaps this would be an idea?

Yours hopefully

Charlotte Greene
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From: michele L <michelegirl@m...>
Date: Tue Oct 26, 1999 2:49pm
Subject: Michele goes to Miss Maitland's office
  	
Michele tried her best to keep her head high as she followed Miss Maitland to her office. She knows that she is in more trouble than she has ever been in in her young life. She has just confessed to Miss Maitland and Miss Joans that she'd switched a stained uniform blouse with another student in order to avoid punnishment. Miss Maitland is disappointed, and ordered Michele to follow her to her office.

"'What am I going to do..." Michele thought as she follows the Headmistress. The once confident brunette begins to sob as they reach the office door... Miss Maitland seems unmoved by the 13 year old's tears as she opens the door.

Michele Lea, age 13, brunette
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From: Christabel Marjoribanks <christabel@c...>
Date: Tue Oct 26, 1999 3:15pm
Subject: Christabel ponders
  	
Christabel Marjoribanks, brunette, aged 14 and 11/12, had much to ponder
upon. Although she had been at Avendale for a brief period only and
although she had received no reproof or reproach from her agreeable friend
and roommate, Alisa, she felt wretched.

She knew that she had offended the Headmistress by her careless expressions.
She knew that she had much to learn about speaking and comporting herself
like a lady. She was so afraid that her lack of deportment might get her
sent down from Avendale before she had an opportunity to learn what it is to
be a lady.

Although such thoughts seemed disloyal to her, she had to reflect that her
early training had not been particularly helpful. Her mothers were very
good-hearted and good-natured, but they were lax when it came to discipline.
They were rather blowsy women who language was undoubtedly peppered with all
sorts of colourful but unseemly phrases. And they were well aware of their
own lack of formal education and determined that Christabel would have what
they had not -- the instincts of a true Brunette Lady who would fit into the
highest and the most refined society.

Christabel sighed and vowed to be as scrupulous and fastidious as possible
in her conduct. She would begin by paying more attention to her studies
than to the Blondes of Avendale.

She would spend her evening steadily working through the Algebra problems
and then try to come to terms with the French Pluperfect. At least all was
clean, immaculately so, in her little corner of Avendale and not even the
strictest measurer could find her stocking seams the tiniest bit out of
joint!

Christable bent over her books, silently invoked a prayer to Dea, and
started to work..........

__________________________________________________
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From: Primula Prism <MissPrism@a...>
Date: Tue Oct 26, 1954 2:48pm
Subject: Youse, Y'all, Ye and Thou - A question for Veronica
  	
I wonder if Veronica or some one would clear up a small point for me. Is
"Y'all" in fact always a plural?

I ask because in some places where "youse" is accepted dialect it is
regarded not only as the plural but the polite form. This, of course is in
keeping with our traditions. In earlier Westrenne, Thee and thou was the
familiar and singular form whereas you (or ye) was the plural and polite
form. So "thou" would be used to close friends, children, family members
etc (like French "tu" and German "du" - and remember that "thou" originally
rhymed with "you", not "cow"), while "you" would be used in the singular
for people to whom one wished to show respect.

With the passing of the singular form, "you" became both plural and
singular, and various groups of people have found the urge to create a new
plural. So I was wondering (in my rather elliptical way) if "y'all" in the
Confederate States was also used as a term of respect in the singular.

Curiously yours,

Miss Prism, brunette
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From: <Aphridite1@a...>
Date: Tue Oct 26, 1999 11:48am
Subject: Re: Genevieve Replies
  	
Dearest Shortie,

I did not think you made a faux pas at all. I thought it was a rather clever
idea. We just simply ran out of time darling that's all. Maria's Soda
Fountain was marvelous, I do not see at all why it's frowned upon. I am so
glad though it is not clearly off limits, because if we should ever go there
in uniform, what can they do but give us a stern talking to! As for the Inn
it is strictly forbidden darling so we have to be a bit careful. You are
awfully brave. I am terrified, I hear that a lot of the Mistresses go there
for Cocktails on Friday night. Maybe we oughtn't go? I am terrified of being
caned for going out of bounds. I wonder if it is prohibited to dress and go
into town as we did? I don't suppose one little teensy indiscretion would
hurt? Maybe we should do cocktails and then go to Maria's? I have noticed
Miss Jones looking at us oddly do you think she knows? I have this horrible
urge to blurt everything out to her every time I see her. I know we have bent
the rules a bit. I don't think anyone should begrudge us a little innocent
fun. And may I say Miss Charlotte you are a fabulous dancer. We make a
smashing team! We could be the next Frieda Astaire and Ginger Rogers. And how
clever of you to steal the apple juice! How clever you are!
Now, on to business. Do you think we should be allowed to wear dresses? I get
so tired of this boring old school uniform. I think we might ask Miss
Throckmorton if we could swing that as well? I will settle for these horrid
uniforms for the sake of dancing if I have to. I know some of the girls in
the Brunette dorm are already organizing a party for Miss Veronica. Perhaps
you might talk to Georgina, and the other girls to see what they think? Well,
my sweet little Shortcake off I go to dinner. Write soon! See you in
literature class!

Love,
Genevieve

P.S. Will you sit next to me during Study hour?
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From: Christabel Marjoribanks <christabel@c...>
Date: Tue Oct 26, 1999 4:29pm
Subject: Christabel decides
  	
Christabel Marjoribanks, brunette, aged 14 and 11/12 came to a resolution
after her hours of hard study.

She would immediately seek out Miss Veronica, the Brunette Prefect, and
present herself for discipline. She would confide all to Miss Veronica and
ask for the punishment she so richly deserved. That would, she hoped,
cleanse her soul and start her anew on the right direction.

Making certain that her uniform was a neat and tidy as could be, she walked
down the corridor and knocked on the door of Miss Veronica Bellemont. She
would tell all and leave nothing out. It was the only way that she could
make things right with herself, with Dea, and with Avendale.

__________________________________________________
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From: Delores Maybridge <MissMaybridge@a...>
Date: Tue Oct 26, 1954 4:15pm
Subject: To New Girls (and not so new girls)
  	
Girls,

There are a few new girls on the list who have yet to introduce
themselves. Come along now, there is nothing to be afraid of. We will hear
from you in the next twenty-four hours, I trust.

Wakey, wakey, girlies, you have been warned...

Delores Maybridge (Miss) Technical Mistress
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From: Christabel Marjoribanks <christabel@c...>
Date: Tue Oct 26, 1999 7:41pm
Subject: Christabel is Disciplined
  	
Christabel Marjoribanks, brunette, aged 14 and 11/12

Christabel knocked a bit timidly on Miss Veronica's bedroom door. She
repeated under her breath "Courage, Courage."

Veronica opened the door and greeted Christabel with a most plesant hello.
Christabel thought that Miss Veronica looked tired, perhaps she was fatigued
from all the hard work of being a prefect to such truculent and ill-behaved
girls. In truth, she felt more sorry to be imposing on Miss Veronica's time
than fear of the discipline that awaited her.

"Miss Veronica," she said. "My name is Christabel Marjoribanks and I have
to report to you for discipline. I want to confess all to you and to get
started again on a new footing at Avenbridge. I have not been a good girl."

"Come on in, Christabel," Veronica said firmly but in not unfriendly tones.
"Tell me all about it."

"There is just so much. I hardly know where to begin. First, Miss
Veronica. Thank you for your time. Secondly, Miss Veronica, I want you to
know that I will not attempt to minimize my sins. I arrived here yesterday.
And not only did I leave my suitcases on my bed for some time, but I left a
heap of dirty clothes on the floor when I went in for a bath. And even
worst, I did not wear the regulation bath robe. I ran into the bathroom in
an inappropriate lack of garment."

"This is very serious indeed, Christabel," said Veronica, looking shocked.
"You should have ascertained all the rules and introduced yourself to the
Headmistress and to me before you took a bath. That was quite
self-indulgent of you."

"I agree and I apologize, Miss veronica." said Christabel.

"I will need to paddle you," Veronica said firmly.

"But wait one moment please Miss Veronica. There's more and I fear that the
paddle will not be enough. I said something that was very vulgar and also
was most scandelously slangy and alluded to a body part that I should not
have mentioned."

Miss Veronica reached for a birch switch. Here it comes, thought Christabel
to herself. At this point she feared the pain less than she reproached
herself for demanding the time and attention of Miss Veronica, who looked so
fatigued and who certainly must have troubles of her own.

"Lean over this chair, Christabel," instructed Miss Veronica.

Christabel complied and felt Veronica neatly lifting up her skirt and her
petticoat and draping them upon her back. She closed her eyes and clenched
her teeth and then WHACK! A burning pain stung through her. She was
determined not to cry out. She wished that she could say "Thank you, Miss,"
but she was biting her lips.

THWACK! Another more stinging whack landed on the back of her thighs. This
time she could not control herself and whimpered softly. And then once
again, a third THWACK WHACK SWISH and all was stinging on the backs of
Christabel's thighs.

"Stand up,' Veronica ordered. Christabel, deeply shaken and in more intense
pain than she had imagined possible, stood up as quickly as she could, which
was not very hastily.

"Now sit down here," Veronica instructed.

"But Miss Veronica, I was told not to sit down in the presence of a prefect"

"Don't be a silly goose, Christabel. When I give orders, you must obey.
Besides only if you sit down now will the full impact of the discipline
reach you."

"Thank you, Miss Veronica," Christabel sat and her pain increased a thousand
fold as her tender thighs pressed against the hard chair.

"Miss Veronica," she said unhappily. "I still have not disclosed all of my
sins to you. I also have some things in my suitcase that are probably
contraband. One I know is and I am not certain about the other three items.
Shall I bring them to you or shall I destroy them?"

"You will have to tell me what they are," said Miss Veronica a little
wearily.

"The worst is a pair of lacy red knickers, Miss Veronica,"

"What were you thinking?" Veronica said. You must have received a full
list of regulation clothing."

"Indeed I did. I am so sorry. I so them in a shoppe and I felt that maybe
I would buy them to give to someone. I just was not thinking."

"they must be destroyed," sighed Veronica. "And you must come to me in 24
hours for another discipline session."

"Miss Veronica, I want you to know that I will do everything you say. You
have to understand something. My Mums, neither of them, had any formal
education. They are so proud of me for being here at Avendale that I will
receive any punishment it takes in order to avoid being sent down. And I
will follow all orders implicitly."

"Christabel, I think you have the makings of a good student. You will need
to learn exactly what is wrong and what is right. In our interview you have
been well-spoken, so I am sanguine that you will not be sloppy with your
language and drift into slang again," said Veronica.

"Oh, thank you, Miss Veronica. Your encouragement means much to me. And I
will be sure to come in 24 hours as you say. Also, Miss Veronica, please
pardon me if I am taking a liberty here, but may I bring you a cup of tea or
help you in any way? You seem tired. But I like the jolly flowers that you
have here in your room. They must be good for anyone's spirits."

"No thank you, Christabel. you may go now."
Christabel got up off the chair and unpeeling her legs from the wood seemed
incredibly painful. What if she had left a layer of her own vulgar skin on
Veronica's chair? No. Probably not. It would be on her own petticoat.
She thanked Miss Veronica again for the necessary discipline.

She walked back to her room thinking only that she had made steps to put
herself right with Dea and that she could lie on her stomach and read until
Lights Out.
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FREE Email for ALL! Sign up at http://www.mail.com
878
	

From: Gracie Lee <miss_sheridan_crane@h...>
Date: Tue Oct 26, 1999 0:56pm
Subject: Re: Summer Arrives
  	
Summer comes to Avendale and goes to the room where she is too board. She is
a young 16 year old girl whi is blonde. She knows that her parents sent her
here for a reason and that she was suppose too get disclipline and learn how
too be good or else. She loved her house and didn't really understand why
she had too be here. Anyway she was dying too make friends and hoped that
this was a good school. She loved being naughty because she could get away
with it after all she was the "pefect blonde" who got everything her way.
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From: Natalie C. H. Tyler <destro@q...>
Date: Tue Oct 26, 1999 9:59pm
Subject: Re: Veronica's birthday: Miss Throckmorton to Charlotte Greene
  	
Miss Charlotte Throckmorton, br, to Charlotte Greene, br

My Dear Charlotte,
Thanks so much for the kind letter. I don't think it is bold at all that you
have written to me. I think it is quite lovely. And since you are only
fourteen, it is quite possible that you will yet come to love Literature and
Music.

As it happens, I am well aware that Veronica's birthday is impending on
Saturday. She will be sixteen and I think that is such an important event in a
girl's life. She gave me the distinct impression that she did not want any
festive celebrations but since the entire school [I hope!] holds her in such
high esteem, I think that a celebration would be in order. In fact, I was
planning to cook something: a very well-done roast and some devilled eggs,
which are among the specialties of the Southern style of cooking in her home
province. I could quite easily and with great pleasure expand the feast so that
there is sufficient for all the pupils and Mistresses as well. Furthermore, I
just decided to make a Lady Baltimore Cake.

As for the dancing that you propose, I think it is delightful. I am still quite
new here, and I have not yet familiarized myself sufficiently with the rules to
ascertain if dancing is permitted. If so, I think it would make a lovely
postprandial celebration for Veronica.

Can you tell me if the dancing is permitted? If you don't know for certain, I
will inquire of Miss Maitland.

Thank you so very much, my dear Charlotte, for taking the time to write and for
being such a good chum to Veronica. I look forward to meeting you and getting
to know you better.

Yours most sincerely,

Miss Throckmorton
880
	

From: Natalie C. H. Tyler <destro@q...>
Date: Tue Oct 26, 1999 10:12pm
Subject: To the Mistresses, Miss Maitland, Miss Maybridge et al
  	
N.B. Miss Throckmorton, br, has written individual copies of this
letter in blue-black ink on fine linen paper to Miss Maitland and to
each of the Mistresses

Dear Headmistress and Sister Mistresses,

Young Charlotte Greene has written to me regarding the upcoming
sixteenth birthday of our Brunette Prefect, Miss Veronica Bellemont.
She proposes that a dance be held in the gymnasium that evening in
Veronica's honour.

I had the idea that I might provide a special dinner in honour of
the occasion in which we could partake of foods of the Southern
Confederacy. Although I am not native to the place, I have found some
receipts for a Lady Baltimore Cake, Devilled Eggs, and I could prepare a
joint of roast, very well-done. Furthermore, I could add some Succotash
and Hominy Grits to the menu. I don't know if all of those foods will
go together well but they might feel very home-like for Veronica.

With your permission, I will procure provisions and see to it that the
gymnasium is available.

I also hope that you all will be able to join us. This will be a
surprise for Veronica, but I don't think she has other plans and I have
already invited her to my rooms for the Southern Cuisine. You all (as
she might so charmingly say) could arrive betimes with the pupils and
then we could surprise Veronica with our voices raised in song.

Please allow me to know at your earliest convenience if there are any
insurmountable obstacles to this plan.

Most sincerely,

Miss Charlotte Throckmorton
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From: Christabel Marjoribanks <christabel@c...>
Date: Tue Oct 26, 1999 10:00pm
Subject: Re: Summer Arrives
  	
Letter from Christabel Marjoribanks, br, aged 14 and 11/12 months to Summer,
bl, 16

Dear Summer,
What a lovely name you have! My name is christabel Marjoribanks and I am
writing to you because I, too, ama new girl. My roommate, Alisa, is also
new. we just arrived yesterday.

Welcome to Avendale. I think you will find that it is tough, but very fair.

Perhaps Alisa and I can stop by the blonde dormitory tomorrow morning and
carry your books for you? It would be a great pleasure.

Welcome to Avendale!

Sincerely,

Christabel

__________________________________________________
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From: Kadorienne <kadorian@b...>
Date: Tue Oct 26, 1999 10:29pm
Subject: Re: Youse, Y'all, Ye and Thou - A question for Veronica
  	
Dear Miss Prism,

Yes, "y'all" is always a plural. For any who are confused, it is a
contraction of "you all." I have never heard it used toward an individual as an
expression of respect. The only times I have ever heard it used to designate an
individual was when a non-Southerner was teasing me with it!

I did not know that "you" was once the plural form, though I did know that
it was used for the formal second person and that "thou" was the familiar form.
I found this interesting, because in Spanish, the familiar second person plural
is used only in Eastern Arcadia; in the more Western provinces, they only use
the formal second person plural.

I'd be happy to answer any other questions you might have about Southern
dialect.

Yours,

Veronica Bellemont, brunette, almost 16
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From: Christabel Marjoribanks <christabel@c...>
Date: Tue Oct 26, 1999 10:09pm
Subject: Christabel writes home
  	
letter from Christabel Marjoribanks, br, 14 and 11/12 years of age


My Darling Mumsie-Wumsies,

How are you two brilliant Mums? I miss you so much! Yet I am happy to be
here. I am hoping that you will both end up being very proud of me. But
first, I have an emornous confession to make.

I have not been a perfect girl. That is an understatement. Really, I have
been bad and I have had to be disciplined. It is for the best, since I am
now very serious about becoming a good girl. I filched one of the Christmas
cakes from the larder and took it to school with me. I will ask my prefect,
Miss Veronica Bellemont if I should mail it back to you or give it to the
mistresses here. I am so very sorry. I don't know what I was thinking.

Here are my resolutions, my dear Mums. I know if I write them out to you it
will make it a point of great pride with me to keep them.

1) To study very diligently and to try to become learned

2) To be on my best behavior at all times

3) To be super courteous to everyone here at Avendale, the Mistresses, the
other girls and to write them nice notes and to be a good member of the
community

4) to always keep my bedroom and my uniforms super-clean and neat

5) to remember to pray to Dea at least once a day

6) to keep thoughts of both of you in my heart at all times.

Say hello to all the kitty cats for me and give yourselves a big kiss from
your loving daughter,
Christabel

__________________________________________________
FREE Email for ALL! Sign up at http://www.mail.com
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From: Christabel Marjoribanks <christabel@xxxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Tue Oct 26, 1999 10:12pm
Subject: Note to Miss Veronica Bellemont
  	
note slipped under the bedroom door of Miss veronica Bellemont, Brunette
Prefect, from Christabel Marjoribanks, br,
aged 14 and 11/12

Dear Miss Veronica,

Thank you so very mcuh for taking care of my discipline.

I promise you that from now on I will try diligently to make your job
easier, and not harder.

I am very happy that you are my Prefect.

Yours most sincerely,

Christabel

__________________________________________________
FREE Email for ALL! Sign up at http://www.mail.com
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From: Kadorienne <kadorian@xxxxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Tue Oct 26, 1999 11:02pm
Subject: Re: Christabel is Disciplined
  	
Dear Christabel,

I just wanted to tell you how glad I am that you confessed to me and asked
for discipline, which you took very well, by the way. I'm very proud of you, and
this shows that in spite of your errors, you are Avendale material.

I thought I had better clarify a couple of rules. It is polite to stand when
a prefect enters the room, except during classes, but that doesn't mean that you
have to stay on your feet the entire time that you are in her presence! And
since you are a brunette, you should also rise when blondes enter the room,
though you don't *have* to.

Also, it is all right for you to have clothes other than your uniform here
at school, including non-regulation knickers. It's just not all right for you to
*wear* them; having them in your bureau is not an offense. So there is no need
to destroy your, ahem, red lace knickers, though why a schoolgirl should own
something so... riskay at all is... curious. Well, you may keep them, but leave
them in your bureau. We are only allowed to wear anything other than our
uniforms on very rare occasions.

Bring your other contraband items to my study and we shall discuss them.

Thank you for expressing concern over my fatigue! The last couple of weeks I
have been a bit overworked, but I complained just a little bit and since then
everyone has been most sympathetic, for which I am very grateful. However, a few
changes have been made which should lighten my load. I know I look tired today,
because I had a little bit of trouble sleeping last night, but since that is not
usual for me I am sure that I will sleep well tonight.

Now, I will give you discipline when you need it, but I want you to see me
as a friend as well. Often on weekends I and a few other brunettes will go into
Avenbridge and visit a soda fountain, an all-brunette occasion. Would you care
to join us this weekend? We'd be delighted to have you.

Yours,

Veronica Bellemont, brunette, almost 16
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From: ashleigh butler <ashleeigh_99@xxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Tue Oct 26, 1999 10:47pm
Subject: Re: Thanks to Genevieve.
  	
> Genevieve turned and smiled warmly at Ashleigh. "Do
> you mind if I call you
> Ash? I have a habit of giving people nicknames,

Yes, Thank you. I love getting nicknames. :)
Ashleigh said to Genevieve. I have been here for
about three weeks now and I have not really met anyone
except for you and Lynette. Lynette and I had a great
deal of fun with a leaf fight in the woods the other
day, but of course that is where my problem with the
uniform came in. Thanks again, and I do hope to talk
to you soon. Ash...

=====
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From: ashleigh butler <ashleeigh_99@xxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Tue Oct 26, 1999 11:00pm
Subject: Re: Hello to Summer
  	
Ashleigh saw Summer come and and decided to say hello.
"Hi" she said softly. I just wanted to introduce
myself, I am also 16. You will later meet Genevieve
I think she is 16 also. There are alot of nice people
here. Have fun.
Ashleigh Butler, 16, blonde.


=====
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From: <aaclinkinbeard@xxxxxxx.xxx>
Date: Tue Oct 26, 1999 11:05pm
Subject: Invitation for Miss Veronica
  	
Lynette had something she desperately wanted to ask
the cook. She came in right after the dinner dishes were
done and knocked on the office door. The cook greeted
her politely, and agreed to let her use the kitchen
tomorrow before they started breakfast. Lynette could
not believe her luck! She hurried back to her room and
rechecked the cookbook. Yes, She had all the things
she would need. Carefully she got out her good stationary
and started to write the letter.

----------------------------------------------

Dear Miss Veronica,

You would make me very happy if you would sit next to
me tomorrow morning at breakfast.

Cordially yours,
Lynette Klaire, br, 17

----------------------------------------------

She thought Miss Veronica would enjoy this surprise.
She went to the prefect's door and slipped the note
under. As she stood up the door opened. Lynette
didn't plan on being caught with the note!

"Hello Miss Veronica, how are you?" Lynette asked
with quasi-innocence.

"Lynette, you could have just given me the note. I was
right here studying." She tactfully informed her.

Miss Veronica opened the letter and looked at her suspiciously.
"Why do you want me to sit next to you?" She asked.

"Miss Veronica, I would like to visit with you before I leave for
home this week." Noticing Miss Veronica's quizzical look she
explained further.

"I will have to return home this weekend to observe religious
obligations." Lynette said quietly. She did not know if
Miss Veronica would understand much about "The Day
of the Dead" but she felt she should explain it a bit further.
"The holiday is a day when we offer prayers for loved ones
that are no longer with us. It is a very special time and very
important to me. I hope you understand?"

She wasn't sure Miss Veronica would understand, but she
knew she wouldn't make her feel ashamed.

"So would you please have breakfast with me in the morning?"
Lynette asked politely. Miss Veronica smiled and said she would be delighted.
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From: Kadorienne <kadorian@xxxxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Tue Oct 26, 1999 11:33pm
Subject: Veronica replies to Miss Throckmorton
  	
Dear Miss Throckmorton,

Your compliments are most kind and appreciated. I find myself very gratified
that you see me as being the same sort of strong belle as Miss Scarlett O'Hara
and Miss Flannery O'Connor! That is how I would like to think of myself, you
see. I have enjoyed conversing with you ever so much. You seem to have read
everything there is to read!

My Aunt Rosemarie is very well travelled, and she said that it was possible to get
iced tea in Northern Culveria, but only in the summertime! She says she ordered
it in a restaurant in November and they looked at her like she was off her head
and told her it was "out of season".

Your invitation for my birthday is so very kind! I could not help laughing
when you assured me that the roast would be very well-done. I would be delighted
to accept your generous invitation. What time should I stop by? I would like to
reciprocate, too. Every now and then my blonde grandmother, who does not believe
that food exists outside the Confederacy, sends me a hamper of Southern
delicacies. The next time she sends one, I would like to invite *you* to tea and
share some Confederate cuisine.

I can see that you believe in encouraging your pupils to dream! I felt so
inspired when you told me that you thought it might be possible for me to be a
film actress. To tell you the truth, I don't yet know what place in life Dea has
ordained for me. I like the idea of being the next Errelle Flynn, but I also
like the idea of being a District Governess. And handling my family's affairs is
actually occupation enough. Well, I have quite a few years yet to make up my
mind.

I am also touched that you admonished me to look after myself as I would
after a blonde. I always have a lot of duties, between being a pupil and being a
prefect, but I don't mind that. Yet for the last two weeks or so, my load has
been heavier than usual. At last I complained a little bit, and ever since then
everyone has been expressing so much concern for me! It really is gratifying. Of
course, there's been something on my mind of late, as well.

It is so odd that you should say that I should have been a Troubadour had I
lived in Arcadia. I have never written poetry before, yet recently I have tried
to do so. I would really like to write a good poem or two, but my attempts fall
so far short of what I wished. That quotation you enclosed in your letter was
very beautiful and very sad but sweet. My eyes welled up with tears as I read
it. And while one can admire a beautiful poem without necessarily agreeing with
its sentiments, I agree with that one with all my heart. How empty a life would
be without that feeling.

Respectfully yours,

Veronica Bellemont, brunette, almost 16
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From: Kadorienne <kadorian@xxxxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Tue Oct 26, 1999 11:52pm
Subject: Veronica tosses and turns
  	
That night Veronica did indeed have trouble sleeping. She had made such
a fool of herself, and in front of Elspeth! Getting the vapours and
almost fainting. What sort of brunette was she, getting all silly like
that.

But here *was* a problem. She had known for weeks how she felt about
Elspeth, but she had scarcely spoken to the lovely blonde. Every time
she saw the girl, or heard her name mentioned, her mouth dried up and
her throat constricted and her mind went quite blank of anything to say.
And even if Elspeth didn't affect her this way, what could she possibly
say that might be of interest to so sublime a creature?

Ariadne's joke, however, made it clear that affairs could not continue
in this state. When Ariadne had joked that Elspeth had received a love
letter, Veronica had wished she could die on the spot. Here she had
spent two months mooning around worshiping Elspeth from afar and it had
never even occurred to her that some other brunette might have the
discernment to admire her! Why, come to think of it, the other brunettes
were most puncitilious toward Elspeth. They conscientiously rose when
she entered a room and held doors for her and were generally most
respectful. Even the rough brunettes were. Blonde virtue such as
Elspeth's was so radiant that any brunette must be affected by it.

(While Elspeth's exceptionally sweet blonde nature was undoubtedly a
factor, Veronica did not realize that part of the reason for the
consideration shown Elspeth was due to her own obvious infatuation with
the blonde. No brunette was sufficiently foolhardy to tamper with a
blonde whom the strict prefect admired. But Veronica fondly believed
that her infatuation was her own secret.)

Veronica laid awake half the night pondering how she could declare
herself to Elspeth. For a time she thought she should tell the blonde
straight out that she was in love with her. Then for an hour she was
convinced that it would be best to lead up to it gradually, over several
months perhaps. She thought about tryng again to write Elspeth a love
poem, but no words sufficiently aetherial to be worthy of Elspeth came
to mind.

At length, as Old Liza chimed three, Veronica decided to consult Miss
Throckmorton. If anyone could give her some sound advice about how to
approach a divine blonde, Miss Throckmorton could. With that resolution,
Veronica fell at last into troubled sleep.


Veronica Bellemont, brunette, almost 16
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From: <aaclinkinbeard@xxxxxxx.xxx>
Date: Tue Oct 26, 1999 11:35pm
Subject: Happy Birthday Miss Veronica
  	
Lynette waited until Miss Veronica arrived and found
some seats for them at a table. She then excused
herself and said she had to go get something.
Miss Veronica looked at her smiling, she knew
something was up. She passed Elspeth Elsvetta
and asked if she would put her things next to hers
at the table and help her carry breakfast for the three of them.

Lynette and Elspeth carefully laid out the two trays.
She was impressed with herself. She knew the prefect
would enjoy the breakfast. Lynette could hear
Miss Veronica's gasp of surprise. The trays held fried
eggs, country ham steak, buttermilk biscuits, strap
molasses, hominy grits, freshly squeezed orange juice,
milk and chicory coffee with cream and sugar. Lynette
could see the pleasure in Miss Veronica and Elspeth's eyes.

"I hope this is correct?" Lynette said softly. She was
fond of exotic cuisine and hoped she had prepared
it correctly. As Elspeth smiled and poured the coffee,
Lynette leaned forward and whispered. "Happy Birthday, Miss Veronica".
892
	

From: Natalie C. H. Tyler <destro@xx.xxxx>
Date: Wed Oct 27, 1999 1:10am
Subject: Re: Miss Throckmorton to Veronica
  	
Letter from Miss Throckmorton, br, to Veronica Bellemont, br Prefect

>

My Dear Veronica, Thank you so very much for your sweet letter. Please believe
that my compliments are sincere; I would never mislead a girl by implying that her
capabilities are greater than I judge them to be.

All of the Mistresses agree that you are a girl of remarkable talent. And,
having read your essay for Miss Joans, I can tell that your critical discernment is
very elegant, eloquent, and quite mature and wise for someone who is _almost_
sixteen.

I am sorry that your Aunt Rosemarie could not procure iced tea in Northern Culveria. If
she had stayed at a private home, I think that a gracious hostess would have made
the tea iced in respect for her Southern Culverians heritage. I have enjoyed
Countess Grey iced many times. Do you know of a tea called Constant Comment? I
have had that iced as well. My sister says it is the perfect tea for me, since I
make constant comments. My loquacity is quite a joke amonst my family.

I hope that you will be able to come to my rooms at five thirty on your birthday. I
am going to try my hand at some Southern cuisine, but you must not laugh if I make a
muddle of it. The tea, I assure you, will be iced!


I was very impressed to learn that you have attempted to write poetry of late. I
consider that the writing of poetry is splendid discipline for anyone. And it
matters not if you work is published or even read by anyone since the very act of
wrestling with the language and trying to string beautiful words together is not
only educational, but adds to our humanity.

Since you have a "tristesse" about you, I am enclosing a sad poem. Sad poetry, I
believe, has the power to uplift since we realize that our plight is not a solitary
one and that our feelings have been expressed most beautifully. There is a great
dignity in sorrow and you must not allow yourself to feel diminished or distressed
by the sorrow. It shows that you are open to your full capacities of womanly
emotion and that you will, in turn, be open to the highest joys and pleasures.

I hope that you enjoy this poem by Roberta Frost.

Take good care of yourself, my dear Veronica, and I will see you very soon.

Yours sincerely,

Miss Charlotte Throckmorton


> Nature's first green is gold,
> Her hardest hue to hold.
> Her early leaf's a flower;
> But only so an hour.
> Then leaf subsides to leaf.
> So Eden sank to grief,
> So dawn goes down to day.
> Nothing gold can stay.
>
> 1923 Roberta Frost
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From: Charlotte Greene <carlottagreene@xxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Wed Oct 27, 1999 10:21am
Subject: Re: Veronica's party
  	
Charlotte Greene, 14, brunette

Dear Genevieve,

Wooops! I didin't realise the brunettes were organising something for
Veronica because I spoke to Miss Throckmorton and now she is organising
something. Hopefully a dance! She wasn't sure if it was quite within the
rules and I'm not sure either but I'm sure she'll check with Miss Maitland.
Gosh it would be fun and perhaps they would let us out of uniform just for
an evening? Probably not.

I know what you mean by Miss Jones's beady stare. When she looks at me it is
as if she is asking me to confess to her. She is so in control and yet
sympathetic and yet still SCARY! I don't think we should feel too bad
because although we thought about doing bad things and though we weren't in
uniform, we didn't actually do too much of a bad thing did we? And also now
there's going to be a party for Veronica on Saturday, maybe we should put
off the trip to the Inn for a while - at least til the apple juice ferments!
But maybe you're right and we really shouldn't be even contemplating such a
deed. Let's put it on the back burner for a while...

Feel depressed about Lit class later. Oh dear.

Love
Charlotte xxx
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From: Kadorienne <kadorian@xxxxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Wed Oct 27, 1999 10:55am
Subject: Re: Happy Birthday Miss Veronica
  	
Veronica had known that Lynette was going to give her some kind of treat,
but she had expected perhaps a pastry or two. A Southern style breakfast was
far beyond her expectations! And surely some kind angel had contrived for
Elspeth Elsvetta herself to be passing when Lynette needed help carrying the
trays. It must be an angel, since no one (so she believed) knew about her
"pash" for Elspeth.

Elspeth was smiling at her. "Yes, Happy Birthday, Miss Veronica," she echoed
Lynette's words.

"You don't have to call me 'Miss'," Veronica said. Her voice sounded a bit
strangled, so she drank some of the freshly squeezed orange juice. "Lynette,
I can't believe all this. You must have gone to so much trouble. How can I
thank you?"

Lynette only smiled. "I'm glad you like it. Did I cook the things correctly?
I've never cooked most of these before."

Veronica cut a piece of country ham steak and ate it with a handful of
grits. "I don't reckon Grandlondie herself could've done better. And-- and
served by -- by one of the prettiest blondes in Quirinelle, too." Having
stammered out that compliment, which was a gross understatement of her
opinion of Elspeth's beauty, she rushed on: "How'd you know it was my
birthday? I didn't tell a soul except for Janet and Miss Throckmorton."

Lynette and Elspeth exchanged a quick look. Had Veronica not been dazed by
the mere presence of her idol, she would have noticed it and wondered about
it. "All of that is in the school directory, Miss Veronica," Lynette
explained. "All the pupils' names, birthdays, and home provinces. I happened
to notice it was yours, and wanted to do something for it. Especially since
you've seemed so tired lately."

Veronica laughed. "I'm starting to think I shouldn't have complained one
bit! I reckon the next time I want some attention, I'll just draw some
circles under my eyes with eyeshadow and drag my feet a little."

The other girls laughed. Other pupils were filing into the dining hall,
casting curious glances in the direction of Veronica's table. Speculative
whispers were soon making the room buzz like a beehive.

Joan and Suzanne, at a nearby table, played one of their favorite games:
betting lines. When they made bets with each other, the stakes were not
money, but writing each other's punishment lines. "Three hundred lines says
the Perfect Prefect doesn't kiss her before Yuletide," Suzanne sneered to
Joan.

"Done," Joan replied.

"Do you eat this every morning in the Confederacy?" Elspeth asked, her voice
as ever soft, gentle and low.

Veronica silently blessed Lynette for not only contriving to put Elspeth at
their table, but providing a topic of conversation with the breakfast. She
made a mental note to spend more time with Lynette, whom she didn't know
that well but was obviously an extremely nice girl. She would have to invite
her to the next all-brunette soda fountain outing to Avenbridge. "Not
exactly," she smiled. "This is a pretty big and elaborate breakfast, more
like what we'd eat on Sunday. On regular mornings, we might just have a few
of these items. Grits and eggs and bacon, for instance." With nothing else
to say about the subject of breakfast, she turned to Lynette. "I'd like to
hear more about your religious practices sometime, if you don't mind."

Lynette looked down at her plate. "It's a bit unusual, but quite within the
Golden Order," she said.

"I don't doubt that," Veronica said. "You don't strike me as a pette who's
broken away from the Golden Order."

"All right. If you like, I'll try to explain some of it sometime."

Veronica gathered that Lynette didn't want to discuss it just then. Perhaps
the dining hall was a bit public, and for some, religious observance was a
highly private matter.

"I have been tired lately," Veronica admitted, "but in the last few days
I've started to feel much better. I complained a little, and girls started
sending me flowers and notes, and now making me special breakfasts. Soon
I'll have the opposite problem; I'll be spoiled."

"I don't think you could be spoiled, Veronica," came Elspeth's soft voice.
"But I was so worried about you at Miss Throckmorton's tea. You looked as if
you were about to faint."

"Nonsense! I've never fainted in my life," Veronica said quickly. "I just
hadn't gotten enough sleep, that was all."

"I hope so. You must have a lot to do." Elspeth looked up from her plate for
a moment with her grey eyes and long, dark lashes, so much darker than her
flaxen hair. Fried egg stuck in Veronica's throat.

"I suppose I do, sometimes," she managed. Casting about for something,
anything to say, she said, "Isn't Miss Throckmorton a dear?"

Both the girls agreed that they liked her very much. "She quoted some
Eastern poetry to me at her tea, do you remember?" Elspeth said.

"She's been sharing more Western poetry with me," Veronica said, "because I
told her I've been trying to write poetry myself." Immediately she wondered
how she could possibly have been dumb enough to say that.

"You write poetry, Veronica?" Elspeth asked, clearly impressed. Veronica
would have happily given her right arm to have been able to quote some
beautiful thing she herself had written.

"I've been trying," Veronica said unhappily. "But it hasn't been very good.
I tried reading Sappho and other Eastern poets for inspiration, but it had
the opposite effect: after reading poems that exquisite, I felt that it was
no use to try to write anything myself, since I would never be able to equal
their work."

"That's not true, Veronica," Elspeth said quietly. "Just because you're not
going to be another Sappho doesn't mean your poems wouldn't be worthwhile in
their own way."

"She's right, you know," Lynette chimed in. "You might not write the best
poem ever, but you still could have something to say that was worth
hearing."

"Well... maybe you're right. I'll try again," Veronica said. The other two
girls were putting their utensils down. In another moment Elspeth would get
up and go away. Veronica made what felt to her like a desperate move. "I'd
take it kindly if you two would both join me for supper tonight," she said.
There! Including both of them in the invitation made it seem less obvious,
she thought. But the fact was, the only girl in the room who didn't know
whom the invitation was really for was Elspeth herself.

"We'd love to," Lynette accepted for both of them in a carrying voice.
Elspeth merely smiled in her shy way.

"Here, I'll take your tray, Elspeth," Veronica said, and carried both trays
to the counter where the girls were supposed to stack them. No one will
think there's anything odd about that, Veronica assured herself, because I
always do things like that for blondes.

"We've got to get to classes," Lynette remarked. She stifled a sly smile.
"Why don't you let me carry your books for you, Elspeth?"

"No, I will. You two just pampered me all through breakfast, so I'm not
going to have you loaded down with all that," Veronica said, taking
Elspeth's books brusquely.

"Thank you," Elspeth said softly. Veronica thanked her stars that Elspeth
was one of those sweet, soft, yielding blondes. Some blondes might have
argued and made things difficult. But then, if she were that kind of blonde,
Veronica wouldn't feel this way.

She was unable to think of anything much to say as she walked Elspeth to her
first class and placed the blonde's books on her desk. "Thank you for
helping Lynette with the breakfast, Elspeth," she said then. "I'll see you
at supper." Elspeth smiled and nodded, and Veronica left in a daze. She felt
as if her life had entered a new phase, and new things would begin to happen
now. She had not declared herself to Elspeth, but she had spoken with her,
and had secured for herself a chance to speak to her again. She spent the
rest of the day trying to think of clever things to say to Elspeth, and the
entire class goggled when Miss Poindexter assigned her one hundred lines for
inattentiveness.

Veronica Bellemont, brunette, almost 16
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From: Miss Joans <MissJoans@xxxxxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Wed Oct 27, 1999 10:58am
Subject: Miss Joans to all pupils
  	
To all Avendale pupils:

Girls, those of you who have not yet turned in your Art essays, remember
that they are due by Sunday. You may turn them in at
http://belladonna.org/llangollen.html.


Miss Joans, mistress, blonde
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From: Charlotte Greene <carlottagreene@xxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Wed Oct 27, 1999 10:35am
Subject: Re: Hello new girls.
  	
Charlotte Greene, 14, brunette

Dear Ashleigh and Summer and Christabel and Alisa and all you other newies!
Hello! I am quite new too as is my friend Genevieve and it is great to see
so many new faces. School is not too bad really, although the teachers all
have very high academic standards as well as a strong moral code. But there
is a lot of fun to be had too, which I did not think would be the case when
I joined Avendale.

Veronica is the slightly tired looking but very handsome brunette prefect.
She can be scary but is nice really and it is her birthday on Saturday and
Miss Throckmorton is organising a party for her. I hope we will all be
allowed to go and perhaps there may be dancing.That's if the Trampoling
Society aren't in the Gym.

On the VERY IMPORTANT subject of tuck: when somebody's folks send them a
food parcel we all tend to share it. My mother recently sent some strawberry
shortcake and Michele Lea's sent the MOST delicious brownies in the world.
So, if anyone feels like contributing to what will just be a plain old tea
this afternoon, they'll be most welcome!

See you at tea...
Love
Charlotte xxx
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From: <Aphridite1@xxx.xxx>
Date: Wed Oct 27, 1999 6:50am
Subject: Welcome Letter to Summer
  	
Summer,

I just wanted to welcome you to Avendale. I hope that you enjoy your stay
here. I am in the room next door if you need to talk, or just want to be
social and say hello. All the mistresses here are wonderful, and our Prefect
Miss Annalinde is positively beyond reproach and very helpful. Well, I must
go for now. I just wanted to slip you a little note to say welcome :) .
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From: <Aphridite1@xxx.xxx>
Date: Wed Oct 27, 1999 7:01am
Subject: Re: Thanks to Genevieve.
  	
Genevieve decided after dinner to go see her new friend Ashley. After all
there was still an hour before study, and poor Ash seemed as lost as she was
in this school. Although she had her darling Shortcake to keep the blues
away, one could never have too many friends. She knocked on the door frame "I
hope I'm not interrupting anything, I just came to say hello. I wanted to
ask you if you wanted to sit Charlotte and I in study. You will like her, she
is the most adorable Brunette you have ever seen! The girls chatted a bit,
and the study bell rang so the two girls went off to the library to catch up
on their assignments.

Genevieve, 16, Blonde
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From: <LSDixie@xxx.xxx>
Date: Wed Oct 27, 1999 7:55am
Subject: Alisa at Breakfast
  	
Alisa Westerling, 13
Brunette

Alisa slept well through the night, dreaming of racing over the grounds
of Avendale on her black mare, Omega. She woke with a smile on her face. Oh!
How she missed her early morning rides back at Sterling Estate. She made a
mental note to inquire if there were any riding stables available at or near
Avendale.
She jumped up quickly and dressed in her crisp and clean uniform,
realizing that Christabel had already left for breakfast. "I hope I am not
late!" She thought as she drew her hair up in a ponytail and dashed out of
the door. She was sure her less-than-punctual arrival would be frowned upon.

She paused and caught her breath outside the double doors of the dining
hall. She could hear the clatter of trays and silverware. Could she enter
without being noticed? She opened the door and looked around. All eyes were
on a table at the center of the room. There she saw Lynette, the brunette
that had greeted her on her arrival, delivering a breakfast tray to another
very happy brunette, Miss Veronica
Alisa grabbed a tray and slid into a seat next to Christabel. "Good
morning!" whispered Christabel. "I was beginning to wonder if you were going
to get up."
"I wish you had gotten me up--I usually do not sleep this late," stated
Alisa. "What is going on in here?"
Christabel informed her that this was Miss Veronica's birthday and
Lynette was surprising her with foods from the Confederate states, where she
was born. Alisa found this very interesting, as her own blonde Mother was
from the Confederacy (in the Alabama area). Most of the staff from Sterling
estate had been brought from there. Alisa and her sisters had been brought
up with the traditional Southern cooking and genteel manners. Her mothers'
always made certain to procure many crates full of Southern nourishments to
last through the year on there many trips to the area.
"I will have a lot to talk about with Miss Veronica." Thought Alisa as
she ate her breakfast, relieved that her tardiness had gone unnoticed.
Alisa Westerling, 13
br
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From: Natalie C. H. Tyler <destro@xx.xxxx>
Date: Wed Oct 27, 1999 2:33pm
Subject: Miss Throckmorton's Poetry Class, Part I
  	
Miss Throckmorton, a brunette Mistress of older Literature, was
delighted that so many girls had signed up for her Introduction to
Poetry class. She looked at the list and imagined that not all of them
would want to continue. She waited in the classroom and perused her
roster:
Caitlin Ramsey Ash, br
Tracey Austin, br
Veronica Bellemont, br
Genevieve Bouvier, bl
Ashleigh Butler, bl
Nicola Bradford, bl
Annalinde Chelverton, bl
Elspeth Elzvetta, bl
Elena Dierrian, bl
Janet Dolan, br
Georgina de la Falaise, bl
Malena Franklin, br
Charlotte Greene, br
Alexis Harrington, bl
Lynette Klaire, br
Michele Lea, br
Christabel Marjoribanks, br
Joan Mayfair, br
Ariadne di Naxos, bl
Jinjur Quinbury, bl
Thelma Roberts
Cynthia Terwilliger, br
Carrie Veleda-Binks, br
Alisa Westerling, br
Summer, bl

Now was Summer a surname or a first name? She would have to make
inquiry.

On the board she had written, in her best schoolmistresses handwriting,
the name Wilhemina Shakespeare, and her dates, 1564-1616.

Sonnet Number 18:

The girls started to enter the class room and it was a true pleasure to
see all the scrubbed, clean faces and the neat uniforms. Everyone had
excellent deportment and carriage. There was so much fine air and
countenance about, that Miss Throckmorton was very optimistic that the
course would go well. Poetry was one of the most important aids to
happiness and growth and intellectual development for girls.

"Welcome, girls. I am Miss Throckmorton. My mission here is to teach
you the fine art of close reading a poem by which I mean that you must
come to terms with every word, every line, of the poem. Today we will
focus on a sonnet, which is a poem of 14 lines. Our poet is the
renowned Wilhelmina Shakespeare and this poem is, obviously, one of the
greatest love poems of the language.

May I have a volunteer to read the poem outloud to the entire class?"

Miss Throckmorton was happy to see that Veronica Bellemont was the first
girl to volunteer. She thought to herself that Veronica still looked
fatigued. But she had also noticed that Elspeth had sat at the desk
adjourning Veronica's and she hoped that would improve the strained mood
of dear Veronica.

Veronica read in a firm voice with lovely inflections and a true
understanding of the meaning of the words. Her Southern lilt added a
decidedly Romantic touch:

"Shall I compare thee to a summer's day?
Thou art more lovely and more temperate.
Rough winds do shake the darling buds of May,
And summer's lease hath all too short a date.
Sometime too hot the eye of heaven shines,
And often is its gold complexion dimmed.
And every fair from fair sometime declines,
By Chance of nature's changing course untrimmed.
But thy eternal summer shall not fade,
Nor lose possession of that fair thou owest;
Nor shall Death brag thougwander'st in his shade
When in eternal lines to time though grow'st.
So long as girls can breathe, or eyes can see,
So long lives this, and this gives life to thee."


"A splendid reading, Veronica," said Miss Throckmorton.
We will now move on to poetical analysis.
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From: <Kitten1776@xxx.xxx>
Date: Wed Oct 27, 1999 10:14am
Subject: Re: Miss Joans to Alexis
  	
Dear Miss Joans,

Thank you for taking time out from your busy schedule to sit with me and
teach me the basics of drawing. I must say I rather surprised myself with
the finished product -- a drawing of Ariadne. I am anxious to know what you
think of my first endeavor?

Respectfully,

Alexis Harrington
blonde, 15
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From: Natalie C. H. Tyler <destro@xx.xxxx>
Date: Wed Oct 27, 1999 3:05pm
Subject: Poetry Class, Part II
  	
Miss Throckmorton noticed that in Veronica's reading of the Love Sonnet
she had seemingly unconsciously leant a bit in the direction of Elspeth,
who had been listening attentively and respectfully. Perhaps there was
a chance that this love would not go unrequited. But she must pay
attention to teaching rather than speculation.

"Girls, what kind of speaker to we have in this sonnet?"

Christabel Marjoribanks, who was determined to excel in her classes,
shot up her hand: "Miss Throckmorton, the speaker is someone who is
very much in love and who is expressing her love in a way that will be
eternal."

Excellent, Christabel.

Now who can speak of the first line? Shall I compare thee to a summer's
day?

Elena Dierrian suggested that the speaker was asking her love if she
might compare her to a beautiful day in summer. And the second line,

> Thou art more lovely and more temperate.

suggested that she thought her love was more beautiful and warm than a
fine summer's day.

Another excellent answer, Elena. Thank you.

What about the third line? Rough winds do shake the darling buds of
May,

Alisa Westerling's hand shot up. "The beautiful flowers that emerge in
May are sometimes ruined by the rough winds that can exist even during
that month. I know because I have ridden my horse, Omega, in May and
sometimes the winds are incredibly strong."

Excellent observation, Alisa.

And this next line, anybody? And summer's lease hath all too short a
date.

Lynette volunteered her opinions: I think the poet means taht summer is
only in reality three months of the year and that is just not long
enough!"

The girls all agreed.


Miss Throckmorton thanked Lynette for her thoughtful ansswer and asked
about the following line: Sometime too hot the eye of heaven shines,

Joan Mayfair replied that since the eye of heaven was shining too hot,
it must be a figure of speech, a metaphor, for the sun. And yes, even
here there can be summer days that are far too hot and therefore not
perfect.

Superb analysis, Joan, Miss Throckmorton said. I am so happy that you
know the meaning of metaphor. Girls, do you understand that a metaphor
is a comparison of one thing to another? In this case, Wilhemina
Shakespeare is comparing the sun to the "eye of heaven."
Can anyone tell me another metaphor?

Janet volunteered, "Miss Veronica's voice is the sweet sound of home."

Malena suggested that "Miss Veronica's cane is a snake bite."

And Elspeth added "Miss Veronica's eyes are a mountain stream, pure,
fresh, and clear."

Excellent metaphors, girls, commented Miss Throckmorton. Veronica felt
both honoured and a very hopeful by Elspeth's metaphor. Could it be
that Elspeth was not indifferent to her? Oh, her heart swooned and she
had to clutch the edge of her desk quite firmly to stay upright.

But back to the next line, said Miss Throckmorton: And often is its gold
complexion dimmed.

Georgina said that since the topic was summer and the metaphor had just
been about the sun, that maybe the poet meant that the sun does not
always shine, even during the summer.

First rate interpretation, Georgina, opined Miss Throckmorton. And the
next line: And every fair from fair sometime declines,

Alexis ventured that the line meant that beauty does not always remain.
That even the most beautiful girl gets older and less fair. And that
the following line, "By Chance or nature's changing course untrimmed."
implied that whether it was just the course of nature and time, or by
some happenstance, that most beauty does not remain.

Very astute, Alexis, said Miss Throckmorton. What about the next line:

> But thy eternal summer shall not fade,

Ashleigh said that means that Wilhelmina's girl will remain beautiful
forever.

and the next line: Nor lose possession of that fair thou owest;

Ariadne di Naxos commented that owest probably meant "ownest" and that
the object of affection here will never lose her beauty.


> Nor shall Death brag though wander'st in his shade
> When in eternal lines to time thou grow'st.

Read Miss Throckmorton. What do those two lines mean?

Michele said that it probably means that the loved one could never
really die since the poem would be eternal.

Very good, said Miss Throckmorton. It is a testimony to the eternal
strength of art.

Jinjur raised her hand. "Miss Throckmorton, those final two lines:

> So long as girls can breathe, or eyes can see,
> So long lives this, and this gives life to thee."

absolutely reinforce what you said about the eternal strength of art!"

Well said, Jinjur. That is absolutely true.
I hope that you all enjoyed getting to know this wonderful sonnet and
that perhaps some of you will try your hand at writing a poem.

Class is now dismissed!
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From: <Elaryn@xxx.xxx>
Date: Wed Oct 27, 1999 10:44am
Subject: Elena writes to Miss Throckmorton
  	
Elena Dierrian, blonde, 12 years old

Dear Miss Throckmorton,

I understand you are organising something for Veronica Bellemont's upcoming birthday, and I would dearly love to be of assistance, if I may, for I am exceedingly fond of Miss Veronica and wish her birthday to be a very happy one.

Please let me know how I can be of assistance.

Respectfully,

Elena Dierrian

PS: It is my understanding that you teach Literature. If I am correct, then I expect we shall be seeing a lot of each other, as I love to read.
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From: <leslie7@h...>
Date: Wed Oct 27, 1999 8:32am
Subject: Miss Jones to Miss Throckmorton
  	
[ecru paper, blue-black ink]

My Dear Miss Throckmorton,

I will be delighted to be in attendance at your
dinner and, if there should be dancing thereafter,
would most enjoy that as well.

You deserve the appreciation of us all for your
kindness in organizing what promises to be a fine
occasion.

I would be pleased to help you in the preparations
in any way you may deem useful.

Sincerely,


Leslie Jones (Miss)-- br

P.S. I have been trying to recall an appropriate
social occasion from Joyce but can only think of ones
we must hope are not re-enacted in any way: the Misses
Morkans's musicale in The Dead or the Christmas dinner
in A Portrait. Perhaps Violetta's party from Traviata,
rather than Flora's...
L.J.
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From: <leslie7@h...>
Date: Wed Oct 27, 1999 10:01am
Subject: To Miss Veronica Bellemont
  	
My Dear Veronica,

I am writing to offer you the very best wishes on your forthcoming
birthday. My so doing may surprise you in that our encounters,
viewed most dispassionately, have been a shade cool and not of a
kind that would suggest anything more than a correct relationship
between a mistress and a prefect.

But though none of us enjoys admitting misapprehension, I feel I
should do so and your major birthday appears a highly felicitous
occasion. Several unfortunate experiences of some very close to me
have left me with a highly unromantic attitude regarding your
Confederacy. Though many things have changed over the years, and as
we have also learned that no place or province is immune from many
similar faults, my views on the matter have moderated markedly.

What I regret is permitting these, however, to prompt my visceral
reaction rather than my more considered judgment to determine my
outlook. I now see clearly that you perform a critical role here in
an outstanding manner. The girls quite rightly look to you for
counsel while they respect your responsibility for maintaining
discipline. You may regard your efforts as merely doing your job but
be assured that your motivation and character have led all discerning
observers to award you the highest salutations.

While I surely have less experience here than most of the
mistresses, I have quite a bit more at other places and pursuits,
including several ministries. Young brunettes with your ability to
lead by example are highly valued in these worlds I have known.
I fully expect that you will proceed forth from having been a
proud possession of this school to becoming a formidable presence
in whatever you decide to pursue.

I know you will receive many tributes on your birthday but I hope
you will accept this one in the spirit in which it is tendered. I am
sure you realize that it is not my way to offer undue compliments. You
have made a strong positive impression on one reluctant to accept the
clear perceptions of her senses. Better that wisdom come late than not
at all, as one sage put it. In sum, your fine example has reshaped the
outlook of this "damn yankee."

Once you have enjoyed all our your birthday festivities, I hope
you will accept my invitation to join me for a quiet talk and, I will
state quite directly, some excellent iced tea. I will await your advising
me of a suitable time.

With kindest regards, I remain

Yours sincerely,

Miss Jones -- br
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From: <michelegirl@m...>
Date: Wed Oct 27, 1999 3:06pm
Subject: ...Outside Miss Maitland's office, Michele waits...
  	
Miss Maitland has just led Michele to her office. Michele had just
confessed to switching a stained blouse with some other girl in order
to avoid almost certain punnisment. This seems to have backfired...

Miss Maitland opens the door to her office, Michele is in the hall.

"Stand here Michele!" Miss Maitland orders as she gestures toward the
wall outside her office.
"...closer, so your nose touches the wall! You will wait here...and not
move, while I decide what to do with you!"

"Yes Miss." Michele says meekly.

With that the Headmistress firmly shuts the office door, leaving the
13 year old Michele standing, nose to the wall, in the hallway... to
ponder what may follow...

Michele Lea, age 13, brunette
907
	

From: Christabel Marjoribanks <christabel@c...>
Date: Wed Oct 27, 1999 3:08pm
Subject: RE: Christabel at Breakfast
  	
Christabel Marjoribanks, br, aged 14 and 11/12

Christable awoke betimes with the strong sense of sharp aching on the back
of her thighs. Well, it is a good reminder of my voews to be on perfect
behavior she said to herself.

She dressed and putting on those stockings over the welts on her thighs was
not a pleasurable experience.

She was immediately faced with a moral conundrum. Should she waken Alisa,
her roommate, or allow her to sleep? Alisa looked so peaceful with a smile
on her sleeping countenance. Perhaps I will allow her to sleep, Christabel
decided. She must be having sweet dreams.

At breakfast she felt a little too shy to sit with anyone but she admired
the girls. There were some really smashing blondes. Avendale was more than
a bit of allright, she thought. She was very much taken with the special
breakfast that some beautiful, sophisticated looking girls were presenting
to Veronica. She felt her heart leap up at the thought that Veronica was so
well-beloved here and that she too was making friends with Veronica.

Alisa entered and sat next to Christabel who was really delighted to see her
chum and roommate. The girls talked and Christabel learned some fascinating
things about Alisa. She had a beloved horse named Omega. A black mare.
Christabel confessed that she had once been on a pony ride but had never had
any livestock but "kittens" at her house.

Alisa said that if there were riding stables at Avendale she would bring
Omega and allow Christabel to have a ride. That would be so thrilling!

Christabel listened with fascination to Alisa's stories about Southern
culture and cuisine. How exotic it seemed. As far as she knew her mums,
grandmums, and great grand mums and back into earliest time had all hailed
from the Northern regions.

Avendale would be a true education in many ways for her.

She asked Alisa if she would walk with her to poetry class.
Christabel pointed out two very jolly looking young blondes. They looked
delicate, ethereal, and perhaps they would permit Christabel and Alisa to
carry their books to poetry class. They approached the blondes and bowing
respectfully introduced themselves.

The Blondes were all charm and good manners. They were named Georgian de la
Falaise and Elena Dierrian and they were both twelve years of age. They
were both planning to attend the poetry class and Alisa and Christabel left
the Breakfast Hall with hearts swelling with pride. They were accompanying
two elegant, sweet Blondes and they were even carrying their books. This is
Heavenly! thought Christabel and she vowed to speak up in class and try her
best to do well in all things. As they left, she noticed that Miss Veronica
flashed a warm smile in their direction and her heart swelled up with pride.

__________________________________________________
FREE Email for ALL! Sign up at http://www.mail.com
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From: Dorothea Maitland <headmistress@a...>
Date: Wed Oct 27, 1954 2:12pm
Subject: Re: To the Mistresses, Miss Maitland, Miss Maybridge et al
  	
Dear Miss Throckmorton.

What an utterly charming idea. I am sure we shall all be more than
delighted to attend. Thank you so much for your kindness to one of our
oldest and most valued pupils.

Dorothea Maitland
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From: Christabel Marjoribanks <christabel@c...>
Date: Wed Oct 27, 1999 3:19pm
Subject: Christabel to Charlotte
  	
Dear Charlotte,
Thanks somuch for the letter of welcome. I really appreciate it. I am, lke
you, 14 but I am 11/12 on the way to fifteen. When will you be fifteen?

I have met Veronica and I have to confide to you that I was very troubled
and needed discipline badly. She was so wonderful about it. Firm, but
sympathetic. I really like her so very mucy. My roommate is Alisa
Westerling. She is a great girl and I am sure that you will like her.

I am so glad that you mentioned that we can ask our mums to send us some
"tuck." I was not aware that would be permitted but I am so very happy to
tell you that my Mums are superb patisseresses. They make superb brownies,
scrumptious gateaux of all descriptions, and wonderful biscuits. I will be
sure to write and ask them to send me a package very soon.

Charlotte, thanks again for writing.
See you at tea, unless you will first be at Poetry Class.

Love to you too,
Christabel

__________________________________________________
FREE Email for ALL! Sign up at http://www.mail.com
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From: <AnnalindeC@a...>
Date: Wed Oct 27, 1999 11:22am
Subject: No Subject
  	
Dear Veronica,

Every one is wishing you happy birthday, although I did not think your
birthday was quite yet. Elspeth has been bubbling over about a Confederate
Breakfast in your honour - well you know how excitably blonde she can be when
she lets go of her shyness for a minute or two.

Gosh another birthday. I remember my first birthday here. I was so new and
homesick I cried, but Angela (who I think was a third year then) looked after
me and made me so happy. What was your first birthday like? I don't think you
told any one about it - or only a few intimates of whom I wasn't one. Just
think - on Saturday you will be as old as I am. But you always seemed older
than I, even when you were the newest of new girls and I was an old hand of
two terms' standing. Do you remember when I dropped my books everywhere and
you so gallantly picked them up for me. You were actually shorter than I then
- and look at us now!

I have been so busy lately I haven't had time to do a *thing*. I am sorry.
But I had to write to you for your birthday.

With all the affection of our venerable years at Avendale,

Does that sound right?

Annalinde

P.S. What *is* a succotash. I know Sylvestra the cat says they suffer, but I
have never had the foggiest idea what they may be. But just recently I got an
idea that they hailed from the Confederacy so I thought you would know them -
or at any rathe the *right* succotash. I mean, the Virginia Succotash might
be highly respectable, while the Mississippi Succotash are rascals of the
first water.
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From: Dorothea Maitland <headmistress@a...>
Date: Wed Oct 27, 1954 2:40pm
Subject: Miss Throckmorton
  	
Miss Throckmorton knocked at Miss Maitland's door. She had some small
business with her. She noticed as she entered that Michele was standing
facing the wall. They finished their business and then Miss Maitland
acquainted the new mistress with Michele's offence of switching her stained
blouse with another pupil.

"I wonder if you would like to discipline her, Miss Throckmorton," said
the headmistress. "It would be an introduction to the girls of your
disciplinary methods. You may do it here or take Michele to your study as
you prefer."
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From: Natalie C. H. Tyler <destro@q...>
Date: Wed Oct 27, 1999 6:06pm
Subject: Re: Miss Throckmorton straps Michele
  	
Miss Throckmorton, br, Mistress of Literature, approached Miss
Maitland's
office to confirm the final plans for Miss Veronica's party. However,
their
discussion was postponed. Michele Lea was in the office, teary-eyed.
Evidently the young brunette had stained her blouse and then
thoughtlessly
exchanged it with the blouse of another girl.
Miss Throckmorton thought it was quite probably that this unknown girl
had
been, or would soon be, disciplined for a serious infringement of
regulation
but yet she would be innocent.
"Michele, it is an understatement to proclaim that you have not played
cricket!" Miss Throckmorton exclaimed.
Miss Maitland said "You arrival at my office is indeed adventitious,
Miss
Throckmorton. I would like to assign this disciplinary case to you.
You may
discipline Michele here, or remove her to your own chambers for punitive
discipline."

Miss Throckmorton replied "Thank you for this privilege, Miss Maitland.
Perhaps if Michele will follow me, walking a pace behind, to my chambers
I can
formulate the proper punishment. I prefer to work with my own
instruments,
Miss Maitland. You will be happy to hear that I have a closet wherein
an
array of canes, straps, paddles, and slips await Michele. Now which
shall it
me? I think she is too young for the Office Cane or the Senior School
Cane.
But the Junior School Cane is a possibility. But considering the
seriousness
of the offence I am inclined to select a strap. I have some fine
Glaswegian
straps and a collection of Lochgelly Straps that will do the school
proud. Not
to mention my paddles! Leather, I think, rather than rattan is called
for
here."

But I do believe that the three-tailed Lochgelly strap is most a propos
for
this offence."

Miss Maitland said that she agreed that the three-tailed Lochgelly was
an
excellent choice and Miss Throckmorton left with the trembling Michele
trying
to follow her at exactly one pace behind after she had thanked Miss
Maitland
for the upcoming discipline. Michele thought that this gorgon, Miss
Throckmorton, must have eyes in the back of her head and would
certainly know
if Michele did not maintain pace. How she dreaded this moment. Miss
Throckmorton seemed to stride righteously, majestically, and with a
coruscating
sense of her own good that really intimidated Michele.
And what on earth was a Lochgelly strap? And a three-tailed one at
that?

Michele wished that the floors would open up and engulf her. Any fate
would be
better than the Strap.

All too soon they arrived in Miss Throckmorton's chambers.
"Look in here, Michele," Miss Throckmorton commanded, opening a closet.
Michele's eyes were dazzles by the plethora of canes and straps and
paddles.
She saw light golden straps, tawny canes, darkly burnished instruments.
Fat
brown straps. Slim mahogany canes. Coffee coloured paddles and
elegantly
shaped terra cotta slips.

Miss Throckmorton said " Look at this one" and selected a strap of a
cinnamon/chocolated coloured leather. It was unbelievably wide and
boasted
three braided tails on the end. Of course with the Three-tailed
Lochgelly I
have several other specials: All the very finest leather, of course.
There's
a henna one if you like to see red. And a lovely delicate fawn
leather. Each
of the Lochgellys is equally powerful but I have a certain amusement in
selecting the colour to suit the girl. What about it Michele? Would
you like
amber? Would you like bay, roan, russet, sub-fusc, or black? Here's a
lovely
sorrel hue. "

Michele thought that Miss Throckmorton was only prolonging her misery by
pretending to offer her a choice. What difference did it make? The
agony and
the welts would be the same. And how could Miss Throckmorton love her
canes
and straps and paddles with the same zeal that she loved poetry.

"I think I can read your mind, Michele. You are wondering how a
Mistress of
Poetry can be so fond of punishment. Discipline, it is, girl. All
Discipline. Someday you will thank me for never again will you be so
thoughtless as to endanger another girl. And you a brunette! What if
an
innocent blonde is wearing your blouse right now!"

Michele felt thoroughly ashamed at this and decided that she was ready
for the
notorious Lochgelly three-tailed strap. "I will take the cinnamon/cocoa
coloured one, Miss Throckmorton," she said as valiantly as she could.

She regretted her choice. Was this the longest, thickest strap of all?
It
seemed to be and the three leather tails looked downright vicious.

Miss Throckmorton pulled a large desk chair to the centre of the room
and
demanded that Michele lean over it.
"On this occasion, I think, I will not tell you in advance how many
strapping
you will receive. I don't think you deserve the small comfort of being
able to
count and know when the strapping will end."

"Thank you, Miss Throckmorton," Michele said in a very meek voice.

"Pull up your skirt and pull down your knickers," said Miss Throckmorton
coldly.

Oh no, Michelle groaned to herself. She had hoped that the humiliation
of
pulling down her knickers would be spared her.

She gritted her teeth together and resolved to keep her hold of the arms
of the
chair no matter what. She was surely afraid that she would swoon and
fall to
the floor to make her humiliation more abasing than it already was.

After what seemed like an eternity of pounding heart-beat and wincing,
Michelle
felt the first strong sting of the Lochgelly on her behind. "Oh Dea,
Dea, Dea,
Dea," she quietly murmured to herself. "Oh Dea Dea, Dear Dea, keep my
safe and
strong.

Miss Throckmorton evidently believed in slowly measured whipping since
the
second blow came after what seemed like an eternal prayer to Dea from
Michele.
She could hear the swish of leather through the air and she could tell
that
Miss Throckmorton was holding the Lochgelly up high in the air and
bringing it
down upon her own little body with the utmost strength.

And then a third. Michele's entire backside from her waist all the way
down to
her feet seemed to be one big painfully burning spot but she thought
that Miss
Throckmorton was directing this new THWACK to the tops of her thighs.

After another moment of almost delerious pain in which Michele prayed to
just
black out, she felt the strap land spitefully right on top of the backs
of her
knees.

How would she ever survive. And than, thankfully, Miss Throckmorton
said "That
is it, Michele. Four. Perhaps you deserve six, but I can tell that you
are
still young and these Four Giant Blows should be sufficient to make your
life
painful for more than a few days. You will have enormous welts. I can
see
that you have delicate skin. Those big pink welts won't soon allow you
to
forget this session.

"Yes, thank you, Miss Throckmorton."

"Now child, pull up your knickers and be seated."

Michele dreaded putting her stinging bottom on the hard wooden chair but
compliance was her only option.

"Now Michele, I want you to write 500 lines before evening tomorrow.
They must
say "I will never endanger another girl and I want to be absolved of all
my
guilt"

I also want you to make every effort to determine which girl has your
stained
blouse. Procure the blouse and clean it. And also make sure that you
give her
a sparkling clean, bleached blouse, " added Miss Throckmorton.

Michele's entire bottom half was burning, burning, burning and she
wanted to
get up from the chair frantically. She was squirming, twitching, almost
dancing in the chair.

"Sit still, child," said Miss Throckmorton harshly.

Michele wanted to scream. But she bit her lip.

"Have you any more words, Michele?"

"
Yes. Thank you for the discipline. I promise that I will check all my
impulses towards evil in the future. And I will do everything in my
effort to
make amends to the as yet unknown girl who has the stained blouse. "

"You may now go. And there's absolutely no need for you to keep my
collection
of canes, straps, paddles and Lochgellys a secret from the other girls."

Making an awkward bow, Michele left the room. never again would she
want to
be punished like that.

After the girl left, Miss Throckmorton put her recording of the opera
Otella by Verdi on her gramophone.
Miss Throckmorton looked at her collection of canes lovingly and decided
that
it was high time to polish up the collection. She got out her best
leather
cleaner and began, with zeal, to heighten the array of burnished woods
and
leathers and rattans with a bright sheen, humming along to the opera as
she did so.
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From: <Elaryn@a...>
Date: Wed Oct 27, 1999 2:55pm
Subject: Avoiding Miss Annalinde
  	
Elena Dierrian, blonde, 12 years old

Avoiding Miss Annalinde

Ever since the awful Morning of the Apple Juice, Elena Dierrian had been avoiding Annalinde Chelverton, the blonde prefect. Oh, it was nothing terribly obvious, and of course, Elena would *never* be rude to a prefect, let alone someone she cared for. But she now remembered her actions on that fateful morning - a kiss on the lips and a declaration of undying love - and the truth was, she just felt too ashamed to face Miss Annalinde.

As with many blondes, Elena had a highly developed conscience and was all too willing to blame herself for any fault, no matter how small or self-designated, and she was at that age when many young ladies are all too willing to find fault with themselves. Were the situation different, Elena would have presented herself to Miss Annalinde and perhaps requested correction so she could feel calm and peaceful once again. She felt equally uncomfortable speaking with Miss Veronica. Aside from the fact she was brunette, she had enough work to do as it was.

So, Elena gracefully avoided Miss Annalinde. This was easy enough for her to do, for she was a quiet girl. One day, though, Veronica happened to be near the kitchens and overheard the unmistakable sound of a blonde softly weeping. It was Elena, and she was clutching the small, white kitten she and Janet Dolan had rescued from the tree.

"Oh, Princess, what am I going to do? I cannot speak with her, and yet, I must. But what must she think of me? I cannot imagine!" Princess mewed and raised a paw to Elena's face, a curious expression in her blue eyes. Like most felines, she knew 'her' human was upset.

Veronica quietly came close and knelt next to Elena. "Here, now, Sugar - what's all this?"

Elena looked up, startled. Princess trilled softly and rubbed her head against Elena's chin. "Oh... Miss Veronica. Pray forgive me. I was not aware you were present."

"Pardon me for intruding, but you look awfully upset. Is there anything I can do to help?"

Elena looked stricken. "Yes.. I mean, no. I mean..."

"Now, I'm not a pette to eavesdrop, but I did overhear a little of what you were saying to Princess Kitty there…”

“Oh. I was trying to be quiet and not upset anyone else. It is something I fear I must work out for myself.”

Veronica lifted Elena’s chin until their eyes were level. “Now listen, Sweetheart – we’re all here to help one another. I think it was you who once referred to Avendale as a Sisterhood. Sisters help each other. Annalinde and I are…” Veronica’s voice trailed off, seeing Elena’s reaction to the sound of the blonde prefect’s name. I should’ve guessed, she thought. “I understand: you’re all het up about what happened a few days ago with the apple jack, aren’t you?”
Elena nodded. “It was such a vulgar thing to do. She must hate me!”

Veronica leaned forward and hugged Elena. “Nonsense, Sugar. None of that was your fault, and personally, I thought it was sweet. I know Annalinde very well, I daresay, and I sincerely doubt that she hates you or anyone else – especially not for something like that. Have you talked to her yet?” Seeing Elena’s expression, Veronica remarked, “I thought not. Well, it’s up to you, and you didn’t ask for my advice, but I think you ought to go talk to her and straighten things out. You’ll feel loads better.”

“Y-you think so?”

“I know so. Would you like for me to walk you to her study?” Veronica offered gallantly.

Elena took a deep breath and sighed. “Very well…if it will not trouble you too much.”

“Nonsense, my dear – it would be my pleasure.” Veronica stood, then offered her hand to Elena. Elena stood and took Veronica’s proffered hand after releasing Princess, who scurried away in hope of a tidbit from the Cook.

Together, the two girls arrived at Annalinde’s study. Elena steeled herself then knocked.

“Come in,” came Annalinde’s voice from behind the door.

“I-I’ll be all right now,” Elena reassured Veronica.

“Good luck, Sweetheart,” Veronica said as she turned to go.

The door swung open, and Elena stepped inside.
914
	

From: <Aphridite1@a...>
Date: Wed Oct 27, 1999 3:31pm
Subject: Re: Veronicas party and other events
  	
Note to Charlotte passed in the Hallway between classes:

Dearest Shortie,

I do agree about the Inn being on that backburner. Oh, I wanted to ask you if
you would go to the drug store in town after class today. I want to get a
card for Miss Veronica and have all the girls sign it. I do hate walking
alone. It's always good to have a Brunette about just in case you know. And
don't worry about Lit class dear Pette, all will be well. If you need help we
will meet somewhere for study, and I shall help. Never fear Genevieve is
here! After all you are my best friend, and we wouldn't want to get you caned
now would we? Perhaps we could pick up the latest issue of ElektraPette.

XO,
Genevieve
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From: Natalie C. H. Tyler <destro@q...>
Date: Wed Oct 27, 1999 8:31pm
Subject: Letter for all Mistresses and Students
  	
Letter sent to all members of the Avendale community with the exception
of Miss Veronica Bellemont, from Miss Throckmorton, br

My Dears,
I have received consent from our dear Headmistress, Miss Maitland,
to go ahead with the party plans for Veronica Bellemont's birthday.
Veronica has agreed to come to my rooms at 5:30 on Saturday evening. I
hope that you will all come quietly to my chambers between 5:00 and
5:15. I am planning to make with the very gracious assistance of Cook a
Southern repast to be followed by a Lady Baltimore birthday cake with
sixteen sweet candles.

I hope that many of you will prepare a little speech, or a poem, or a
note, or a petite cadeau to present to Miss Veronica. In my old home
there is a custom of actually spanking a girl on her birthday. Does
that hold true in Quirinelle? If so, some of you may wish to do that.
You may use your HANDS only, however.

After these festivities we can repair to the gymnasium for a dance. I
can provide my gramophone but I hope that some of you will bring up to
date music. I think my most recent recording is of Turandot and that
was from way back in 1926 before any of the pupils here were born
(although I had already reached my majority then). I am confident that
some of you will have music more lively although not perhaps more _loud_
than Turandot.

I do hope that we have a splendid turnout and that our fine brunetter
prefect discovers that to be sixteen is indeed _sweet._

Most affably,

Miss Throckmorton
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From: Natalie C. H. Tyler <destro@q...>
Date: Wed Oct 27, 1999 8:42pm
Subject: Re: Miss Throckmorton to Miss Jones
  	
My Dear Miss Jones,
I am so happy that you will be able to attend the gala and I thank you
for your offer of help. Perhaps you could stop into my chambers at some
point on Saturday afternoon and amuse me with your scintillating
conversation whilst I work on preparing the repast.

Indeed, I verily hope that we will not reenact the Misses Morkin's Christmas
party, although I always found the three of them rather jolly. I think I
quite fancy Mary Jane. I love musical women. Your postscriptum provoked me
to think about literary and musical festivities that we could imitate and I
have concluded, to paraphrase Leah Tolstoy, that "all happy parties are
alike and all unhappy ones unhappy in their own fashion."
Your suggestion of Miss Violetta Valery's early party in "La Traviata" is a
good one. Remember that she found love. Would it not be a pretty picture
if Miss Elspeth were to sing to Miss Veronica like Alfreda to Violetta?
"Dell'universo intero, Misterioso, altero, croce e delizia al cor!"

Thanks once again for your kind note,

Take exquisite care of yourself,

Miss Throckmorton, br
l
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From: Natalie C. H. Tyler <destro@q...>
Date: Wed Oct 27, 1999 8:46pm
Subject: Re: Miss Throckmorton to Elena
  	
My Dear Elena,
Thank you so very much for your kind letter to me. I was so impressed by your performance in Poetry Class earlier today! Perhaps you could find a nice poem to read in honour of Miss Veronica. I just sent out a general note to
the school. I think that the only assistance that I will really need is for somebody to help in finding suitable music for the postprandial dance. If you could help with that, I would be most grateful. Possibly you know a
particular chum of Veronica's who is cognizant of her favourite musical selections and could consult with her?

Thanks very much,

Miss Throckmorton, br
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From: ashleigh butler <ashleeigh_99@xxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Wed Oct 27, 1999 9:39pm
Subject: Re: chatting in the library
  	
> The girls chatted a bit,
> and the study bell rang so the two girls went off to
> the library to catch up
> on their assignments.


Ashleigh and Genevieve were sitting in the library
doing their work, and waited for the other girls to
come in. Ashleigh brightend up when she said, " I am
going to try to get some things together to have a
party. I think it would be so fun, and one night I
want to do what we did at my other school. It will be
great now that it is getting close to halloween. What
we do is really late at night we all sneak out and
take flashlights and play hide and seek, and truth or
dare and all that fun stuff in the dark. It is creepy
but so fun!!!!
Ashleigh

=====
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From: ashleigh butler <ashleeigh_99@xxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Wed Oct 27, 1999 9:44pm
Subject: Re: chatting in the library
  	
Genevieve! Ashleigh said, I heard that a girl got a
horrible strapping for switching shirts with another
girl, what in the world will they do when they find
out that I have on your whole uniform?!!

=====
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From: Kadorienne <kadorian@xxxxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Wed Oct 27, 1999 10:58pm
Subject: Veronica to Annalinde
  	
Dear Annalinde,

Well, my birthday is on Saturday, but please don't tell anyone. I don't want
any fuss. A few girls have found out about it and it was Lynette who actually
cooked me a special Confederate breakfast! Wasn't that sweet of her? You say
Elspeth "bubbled" over it? I'm so glad she enjoyed it. I didn't know that she
could be excitably blonde. I wonder how one could lead her to let go of her
shyness. But don't spread the news about my birthday. I didn't tell but two
pettes, and one of them is away from the school and the other one I swore to
secrecy, yet somehow a lot of girls found out about it anyway. I can't think how.

I usually spend my birthday pretty quietly here at Avendale. At home I had
the usual birthday parties, but here -- well, suppose I decided to give myself a
little party. Everyone might think they *had* to show up just because I'm a
prefect.

How could I ever forget gathering all those books for you? No wonder you
dropped them -- you were carrying enough for the whole class! Do you know, I'm
still not used to being tall after the way I shot up last year. Sometimes I feel
like I'm standing on a stepladder!

Actually, "succotash" is a Culverian Indian dish made by boiling maize and
beans together. I don't think it suffers all that much; we do it very humanely, I
assure you. I don't think there's many regional differences, though I would
expect that Louisiana succotash is more heavily spiced than, say, Massachusetts
succotash.

With all the affection of our venerable years at Avendale,

That sounds very right!


Veronica Bellemont, brunette, almost 16
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From: Tracey Austin <tracey_m_austin@xxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Thu Oct 28, 1999 0:23am
Subject: Spank Miss Veronica!!! I love it!!
  	
Tracey reads her copy of the letter from Miss
Throckmorton about the upcoming birthday party for
Veronica. Of course she's heard the whispered
conversations about the birthday plans, but this is
the first time she's actually heard the details about
where, when, and how.

She likes Veronica well enough, even though her
encounters with the prefect have been less than
pleasant. She knows Veronica was just doing her job,
even if she had to be so...so...PREFECTY about it.

But one part of the letter makes her eyes sparkle and
turns up the corners of her mouth:

> In my old home there is a custom of actually
spanking a girl on her> birthday. Does> that hold
true in Quirinelle? If so, some of you> may wish to
do that.> You may use your HANDS only, however.<

Spank Miss Veronica!! Now THERE'S a great idea!!
Tracey remembers the three with the cane that Veronica
gave her for defying her order to carry Thelma's
books.
Tracey will be FIRST in line to give VERONICA her
birthday walloping.

She trots off to the library to compose a birthday
poem for Veronica, and to look up an Emily Dickenson
poem to suggest to Miss Throckmorton for the next
Poetry Class (since she didn't get called on during
the first class, so she wrote a sad note to Miss
Throckmorton, who responded very quickly and very
nicely!!!)

--Tracey Marie Austin, 14, brunette


=====
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From: <Elaryn@xxx.xxx>
Date: Wed Oct 27, 1999 8:37pm
Subject: Elena Responds to Miss Throckmorton
  	
Dear Miss Throckmorton,

I would not contradict you for the world, but I feel you are too kind in your
praise. I know I still have much room for improvement, and I hope that with
your guidance and that of the other Mistresses, I shall improve a great deal.
I enjoy poetry, and I love to read.

I have been perusing a book called "The Language of Flowers", in search of a
suitable poem. I found this one next to the entry for Orchids. Orchids are
described as meaning "A Belle" and I think that suits Miss Veronica
perfectly, as well as being a play upon part of her name, "Bellemont". The
poem is "La Belle Dame sans Merci" by Keats, and what drew me to the poem was
the portrait of a pretty brunette maiden holding a vase full of small, white
orchids, and the girl much resembles Miss Veronica (at least to me):

I met a lady in the meads
Full beautiful, a faery's child;
Her hair was long, her foot was light,
And her eyes were wild.

I set her on my pacing steed,
And nothing else saw all day long;
For sideways she would lean, and sing
A faery's song.

I made a garland for her head,
And bracelets too, and fragrant zone;
She look'd at me as she did love,
And made sweet moan.

She found me roots of relish sweet,
And honey wild, and manna dew;
And sure in language strange she said,
I love thee true.

If you do not think the poem appropriate, I shall search for another. As for
music, I shall see what I can do. I am not terribly familiar with the music
of Quirinelle, but I know some of the other girls are; I shall ask Jinjur
Quinbury, for I am sure she knows all the popular tunes.

Thanks you for allowing me to help. I hope Miss Veronica has a very happy
birthday.

Respectfully,

Elena Dierrian, blonde, 12 years old
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From: Georgina de la Falaise <Tanya@xxxxxxxxxxxxxxx.xxxxxxxxx.xx.xxx>
Date: Thu Oct 28, 1999 7:48am
Subject: Georgina to Miss Throckmorton
  	
Tanya@c...


Georgina de la Falaise blonde, 12 years of age


Dear Miss Throckmorton,

I just wanted to write and say that I think your idea about surprising Miss Veronica on her birthday is a really super one. She, above anyone else, deserves a special celebration, especially on this, her sixteenth birthday, the most special of birthdays for any young lady. As instructed, I shall be in your chambers between five and five-fifteen. I'm sure Miss Veronica will just adore the Lady Baltimore birthday cake. I've heard many Culverian and other girls speak of this confection in glowing and mouth-watering terms.

With your agreement of course, may I be perhaps allowed to read out a few words of my own contrivance on Saturday afternoon in an effort to pay tribute to some of Miss Veronica's myriad qualities. Please coould you possibly tell me whether the following would be apposite for the occasion;

Our beloved Miss Veronica
Who shines like a star
Who leads by example
Whomever we are

Dear Miss Veronica
So brave and so wise
Who keeps us from danger
And dark stormy skies

Oh, Miss Veronica
So Culverian and true
We'd all like to wish
Happy Birthday to you

Miss Throckmorton, do you think this worthy of being read out or should I think again?

Regarding the tradition you describe regarding the birthday girl getting spanked. In my family, (and we are originally from Quirinelle), all four of us de la Falaise girls receive a birthday spanking comprising one stroke for each year we have been on Dea's green earth.

I'd like to finish by saying just how much I enjoyed your Poetry Appreciation class yesterday. You have a wonderful way of bringing the subject to life with your deep knowledge and enthusiasm. I know all the other girls enjoyed it too.

Respectfully yours.
Georgina de la Falaise
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From: <aaclinkinbeard@xxxxxxx.xxx>
Date: Thu Oct 28, 1999 9:21am
Subject: Lynette and Nikki
  	
Lynette sat outside the front door waiting for the cab. It was
almost teatime and she noticed Nikki walking towards her
to the building. " Hello Nikki." She said kindly. She had not
seen Nikki in a while and misses her smiling face. Nikki
shyly said hello and came over.

"Where are you going?" she asked. Lynette could see that
Nikki was worried that she was leaving for good. Lynette
smiled warmly to Nikki. "I am going home and will be back
on Thursday. My family observes the 2nd of November as
a religious time. I do not think it is a tradition out here?"
Lynette could tell Nikki was quite confused by this. "Please
don't worry? You just have a good time with Miss Veronica's Birthday?"

Nikki smiled softly and Lynette could tell something further
was bothering her quite a lot. Lynette hugged her close and
kissed her soft blond head comfortingly. "Nikki please stop
worrying and just have a good time? You get too anxious
sometimes and it does terrible things to your state of mind."
Lynette could see she was a bit more relived hearing this.

"Nikki, would you like to go to tea with me when I return?"
Lynette asked. She could see her eyes light up! "Yes, I
would like that very much!" Nikki bubbled. She talked
enthusiastically of where they could go and how there was this
nice place in town. The cab pulled up shortly and Lynette had to go.

" I will see you when I get back." Lynette promised. Moving
to where they would not be seen Lynette held Nikki close
and kissed her affectionately. " I still love you" she whispered.
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From: Charlotte Greene <carlottagreene@xxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Thu Oct 28, 1999 0:33pm
Subject: Re: Drug store date
  	
Charlotte Greene, 14, brunette

Darling Gen

Thanks for your note - of course, it would be wonderful to escort you into
Avenbridge, and a little bit less scary than the last time! I've never read
Elekrapette - it sounds very fashionable and Mother was rather against
magazines - but I can't wait to read it.

It would be fantastic if you would help me study Lit. The poetry class with
Miss Throckmorton was not as bad as I thought it would be, in fact Veronica
read that poem beautifully. I'm so so so glad I didn't get called upon
though as I would have seem like a complete dunce. And blast blast blast I
still haven't written the wretched Art essay. Have you written yours?

Isn't Miss Throckmorton a sport for organising V's party and Miss Maitland
too because we shall be allowed to dance. Hoorah! Don't think we've got a
hope of not wearing uniform though, that would be pushing the boat out I
reckon.

That Christabel newgirl seems nice. Her olds are tip top cooks and are going
to send a food parcel. I hope there's something chocolatey in it... Ashleigh
was nice to sit next to in class too, especially as she seems pretty hot
academically. May come in useful at exam time! No, don't worry, I don't
think I would ever be able to cheat. Dancing and apple jack is one thing - a
fun thing - but cheating is beyond the pale. Gosh I wish though that someone
would drop out of the sky and tell me what to write in the Art essay. O
dear.

Mmm. Miss Jones is still looking at me in rather a queer way. What should we
do? I don't want to confess but I don't think she'll let sleeping dogs lie.
Perhaps we should try to make it up to her in some way? Maybe we could bake
her a cake on Sunday or something but would that be seen as bribery and make
her even more suspicious I wonder. All this has made me wish that we could
have danced and had fun, yet not been slightly in the wrong. Guilt is a
terrible thing. But then again it was THE BEST NIGHT EVER!

See you later for drug store fun...

Love
Charlotte xxx
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From: Charlotte Greene <carlottagreene@xxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Thu Oct 28, 1999 1:08pm
Subject: Re: Reply to Christabel
  	
Charlotte Greene, 14, brunette

Dear Christabel,

Gosh it would be amazing if your olds could do a bit of baking. They sound
like fantastic cooks. I do love a good bit of tuck and my box is looking a
wee bit low at the moment. However, there's usually something good at tea so
we don't starve.

You are indeed a bit older than me as I've only JUST turned 14 and I'm not
sure I like this age. Everything seems a bit more confusing and inbetweeney
if you know what I mean, but maybe it gets a bit better with that extra
11/12s.

Can't wait for the party on Saturday. Summer and Ashleigh and Alisa are
still quite shy aren't they? But hopefully they'll all be demons on the
dancefloor. My friend Genevieve - the very very beautiful and clever blond
with violet eyes - is the most superb dancer and would probably have a twirl
with you if you ask her. She likes chocolate cake too.

Can't wait to see the Mistresses dance! I wonder if Miss Maitland will give
it a go - somehow she seems above such worldly things. Miss Throckmorton is
a sport though and will probably be able to teach us a thing or two. I do
hope Veronica doesn't find out about the surprise though and I really hope
she likes dancing. Usually the Trampoling Society have the Gym on a Saturday
night which is very dull but thank goodness for Miss Throckmorton - I don't
understand why people enjoy bouncing around in the air all the time. Pretty
pointless I reckon.

Anyhow, see you later.

Best wishes
Charlotte
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From: <leslie7@xxxxxxx.xxx>
Date: Wed Oct 27, 1999 2:56pm
Subject: Novel Ideas
  	
Miss Jones expected that the morning's class would probably be
unpredictable. She enjoyed seeing the girls awaken to new ideas, especially
from novels. She was pleased that Miss Throckmorton was tackling poetry
because although the girls loved the subject, eliciting analysis was another
issue entirely.

Everyone had been assigned to read Pride and Prejudice as well as
Wuthering Heights. Miss Jones decided that today was definitely a Wuthering
Heights kind of day, likely to end in total disarray if she did not take
care. The girls were excited after the surprise breakfast for Veronica.
Miss Jones enjoyed it when the girls organized spontaneous events and showed
their initiative and spirit. But it was clear today that many of them were
behind in the reading.

Miss Jones looked around the room and called on Charlotte Greene to recite.
She asked her to describe some of the otherworldly quality that permeates the
atmosphere and characters of Emily Bronte's fiction. After all, she told the
class, this novel is set in a country house of the sort that might be found
throughout Pride and Prejudice. Tell us what makes everything seem so vastly
different.

Charlotte looked as if she had just arrived from some other, far colder
planet. Staring at Miss Jones, she said that Wuthering Heights was just
weird. Miss Jones smiled and agreed with her but asked her to tell us how.
Charlotte seemed beyond her depth and started to giggle. For a moment,
Miss Jones thought there had been applejack on the breakfast menu again,
but now Charlotte looked a touch frightened. Miss Jones told her that all
awaited her thoughts and Charlotte just blurted out that she had barely
started reading the novel.

Miss Jones felt utterly put out by this turn of events, because she
hated having to discipline in these situations. But she realized there
was no alternative: she agreed with Miss Joans about the avoidance of
hand strapping and to have Charlotte do lines would take away from her
time to catch up on her reading. With her finger, she beckoned Charlotte
to the front of the class. She pointed to the desk and Charlotte bent over.
Miss Jones directed her to flip her skirt up, and proceeded to administer
six strokes with the thin cane over the girl's gymslip. Charlotte jumped
up on the sixth so there were two extras. Miss Jones then allowed her to
rise and return to her seat.

The discussion proceeded and Miss Jones was delighted to find that most
of the girls found Wuthering Heights fascinating and could even relate to
the most truculent and off-putting characters like Joseph and Hindley. All
came to realize how there really is no other work in the history of the
novel that has much similarity to Emily Bronte's remarkable book. She thought
that the new girls, Alisa and Christabel, dug into the weirdness motif and
expanded on how ghosts actually materialize and that it becomes difficult
in the novel to separate the supernatural from what is presumably real.

Miss Jones felt sorry for Charlotte and still enjoyed her pluck. The
class was turning out far better than she might have expected. These girls,
for the most part, could concentrate after their festivities. She looked
forward to more enjoyment. She glanced at Charlotte sitting in the back
row, somewhat recovered and quickly, as most of the girls usually did.
Now Miss Jones recognized what she had been thinking: yes, Charlotte was
definitely one of those two girls she had seen out of uniform.
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From: <leslie7@xxxxxxx.xxx>
Date: Thu Oct 28, 1999 1:03pm
Subject: Summoned by Bells
  	
My dear Miss Maitland, Mistresses, and Pupils,

I have received word that a family emergency involving
severe illness requires me to return to Culveria from whence
I come.

At this point, I cannot estimate how long I shall need to
be there. The journey is a long one, in any event.

I shall miss you all and wish you the best of success
in all your endeavors this term.

With my kindest thoughts, I remain

Yours most truly,


Miss Jones
929
	

From: Christabel Marjoribanks <christabel@xxxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Thu Oct 28, 1999 3:09pm
Subject: Christabel writes to Charlotte
  	
Letter from Christabel Marjoribanks, br, aged 14 and 11/12 to Charlotte
Greene

Hullo Dear Charlotte,

Thanks so much for your letter. I have already written to the Mums and
asked them to sned, and with great frequency, some of their best baked
goods. Chocolate gateau, chocolate biscuits, and some really amazing
biscuits that I love with Sultanas are on the way to Avendale right now. It
is sad, however, that the postal system cannot accommodate their scrumtious
trifle and they make a topping spotted dick which also cannot survive in the
post.

I was so sorry that you were caned in our Wuthering Heights class. I happen
to love the novel and I thought that if you want , we could discuss it a
little bit so that you will feel more "up" on Emily Bronte for our next
class. It is a work of incredible passion.

I am looking forward very much to the party and to the dance. I am more
than a little bit afraid that in the presence of all those blondes I will
have two left feet. On my first day at Avendale I actually fell right down
when I tried to bow low to two blondes. It is so hard to be clumsy.

Thanks so much for writing and I hope to meet with you again soon.

Your new friend,

Christabel

__________________________________________________
FREE Email for ALL! Sign up at http://www.mail.com
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From: Christabel Marjoribanks <christabel@xxxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Thu Oct 28, 1999 3:18pm
Subject: Christabel goes to town
  	
Christabel Marjoribanks, br, aged 14 and 11/12

Christabel's resolve to be a good girl continued and she applied for and
duly received permission to go into Avenbridge that afternoon right before
tea. Her secret mission was to purchase a small gift for Veronica. She
struggled a bit about it. After all, might it not seem very presumptuous
and downright vulgar to give a gift to someone she had known for only a few
days? Would it not perhaps seem that she was trying to become too intimate
with the Prefect?
On the other hand, if anyone deserved a gift it was Miss Veronica, who had
been so firm yet gracious in introducing Christabel to discipline.

As Christabel walked to town she mused on what a smashing class Miss Jones
had given. How she adored Wuthering Heights.

She soon arrived at the stationers and selected a card for Miss Veronica.
None of them seemed as beautiful as she would have wished, but she could
write something nice inside the card.

Then she decided to see if she could find anything at the book shoppe. She
remembered vividly how Miss Veronica had read the sonnet by Wilhelmina
Shakespeare with such feeling, and such true depth of emotion. Her voice
was so well adapted to the reading of poetry and her sensibiilty seemed such
that perhaps a volume of poetry would suit as a birthday gift. Although
Christabel did not have a limitless fund of pocket money, the felt that an
investment in poetry was a superb idea.

After much browsing, uncertainty, revisions, and agonies of choice-making,
Christabel determined on a book by the poetress Edna St. Vincent Millay.
She remembered when Miss Millay had died. That was back when Christabel
herself was only ten. Or was it eleven? Her poems were full of love and of
romance and Christabel hoped most sincerely that they would be a good match
for Miss Veronica's disposition.

Clutching the neatly wrapped package, Christabel hurried back to school.
She would not want to be late for tea.
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From: Christabel Marjoribanks <christabel@xxxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Thu Oct 28, 1999 4:00pm
Subject: RE: Christabel Marjoribanks to Miss Jones
  	
From Christabel Marjoribanks, br, aged 14 and 11/12

Dear Miss Jones,

I am writing to say how much I regret that you have been called away. Your
class on Wuthering Heights was just super and I was also so much looking
forward to your class on Pride and Prejudice. I just love Lady Catherine de
Bourgh and wonder if she is an old girl from Avendale.

I read that Charlotte Bronte did not like the works of Jane Austen and I was
thinking of writing an essay for you perhaps on the fact that the weather is
so much more temperate in Pride and Prejudice than in Wuthering Heights. I
also had the idea that Nelly Dean is quite as interfering as Lady Catherine
although they have nothing else that seems similar in their characters.

Well, I must not babble on like the schoolgirl that I am when you have
important matters to attend to. I wish you a warm Adea on your journey and
hope that you will be back soon to teach us all about the Novel. I have
been thinking hard about my future in the past two days and have come to the
conclusion that I would like to grow up to become a Literature Mistress just
like you, or Miss Throckmorton, so I have decided to devote myself to as
much reading as possible. And good hard thought about the reading.

May good fortune only befall you on your journey.

Yours most sincerely,

Christabel Marjoribanks, br

__________________________________________________
FREE Email for ALL! Sign up at http://www.mail.com
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From: Nicola - 3rd Year Avendale <skoolgirl@xxxxxx.xxxxxxxxx.xx.xxx>
Date: Thu Oct 28, 1999 4:45pm
Subject: meeting by the door
  	
Nicola Bradford 14 Blonde


Nikki had spent several days silently mourning her lost love, indeed she had only enrolled in Poetry Club in order to impress Lynette with her enthusiasm for culture and learning. Class today been strange fancy abandoning Pride and Prejudice in favour of Wuthering Heights after all Miss Darcy was a much stronger robust brunette than Miss Heathcliffe and the ending far more satisfactory, at least to a 14 year old blonde who longed to be swept of her feet instead of spurned by her love. Nikki had taken to walking in the grounds prior to tea, there was little opportunity after tea between the burden of homework and the rapidly drawing winter nights, she found it afforded her the chance to think, to plan and to dream of Lynette. It was with considerable alarm that Nikki saw Lynette standing outside the main door with her trunk beside her, panic seized Nikki was her beloved leaving? several girls had been called home recently, no she would not allow it she could not lose her now, she could not, not now, oh why things were so unresolved, no she could not and would not allow it.
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From: Nicola - 3rd Year Avendale <skoolgirl@s...>
Date: Thu Oct 28, 1999 4:45pm
Subject: Letter To Genevieve
  	
Nicola Bradford 14 Blonde


Dear Genevieve



please forgive the presumptuousness of this letter, however I write to beg your forgiveness for my behaviour, I can offer no excuse other than that of being a blonde in love. Should you be gracious enough to accept my apology I would be sincerely grateful and would hope to earn your friendship, having through no cause of your own acted atrociously towards you in the past, I can understand if this will not be acceptable to you. I sincerely hope that you can forgive me and accept this inadequate apology


Yours Sincerely



Nicola Bradford
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From: Nicola - 3rd Year Avendale <skoolgirl@s...>
Date: Thu Oct 28, 1999 4:45pm
Subject: whirlwind through the corridors
  	
Nicola Bradford 14 Blonde


A whirlwind raced through the corridors up the stairs and burst into the blondes dorm


"Oh Cassandra, Lynette , Lynette still loves me she just told me"


A dreamy Nicola flopped excitedly on the bed besides Cassandra bouncing slightly in her exuberance, a few girls looked up but quickly decided to resume the tasks they were about, Nikki had been intolerable this last week, moody would be a understatement, in their eyes anything was better than another week of *that*. Quickly barely pausing for breath Nikki told Cassandra about her encounter with Lynette, finishing her tale she hugged her friend, suddenly she stopped placing her hand to her mouth:


"Oh gosh what about Genevieve?"
935
	

From: <Aphridite1@a...>
Date: Thu Oct 28, 1999 1:54pm
Subject: Re: chatting in the library
  	
In a message dated 10/27/1999 7:38:50 PM Pacific Daylight Time,
ashleeigh_99@y... writes:

<< Genevieve! Ashleigh said, I heard that a girl got a
horrible strapping for switching shirts with another
girl, what in the world will they do when they find
out that I have on your whole uniform?!!
>>

"Well, Ash I don't think they would mind terribly, since your uniform will be
ready by Friday, all you have to do is pick it up at the cleaners. If you are
properly attired, and you had a bit of an accident don't see why you would
get into trouble. It's not like you stole it or anything." Genevieve noticed
she was getting a stern look from the librarian. She leaned over and
whispered in Ash's ear "If you get in trouble, you tell them that I am the
one that lent you the uniform."

Genevieve, 16, Blonde
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From: <Aphridite1@a...>
Date: Thu Oct 28, 1999 2:12pm
Subject: Re: chatting in the library
  	
"Ash, what a splendid idea! I am sure Carlotta would be game, who else? I
think we should plan this one, maybe that Jinjur girl might want to ...she
seems like the adventurous sort. It wouldn't be too very, with only the three
of us. And we don't want to be tattled on either. So how do you think we
should get the word around to the right people Ash?"

Genevieve, 16, Blonde
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From: <Aphridite1@a...>
Date: Thu Oct 28, 1999 2:39pm
Subject: Re: Drug store date
  	
Shortie,

Well, darling you really must get a move on with that essay. I finished mine
last week. A bit late but better than never! My suggestion is to write Miss
Throckmorton a letter, telling her you are having trouble with your essay. I
am sure she will be a sport, and help you. If not, I can give you some
pointers.

As for the birthday festivities, you know I have some very up to date rock n
roll. I am going to write to Miss Throckmorton and ask her if it would not be
too much to play them. What do you think? And yes the uniform thing might be
going a bit far, but to dance would be divine.

I have not had the pleasure of meeting this infamous Christabel you must
introduce me to her. Oh! I almost forgot. Speaking of Ash, she has this
fabulous idea to have a bit of fun on All Hallows Eve. She said that at her
old school they all snuck out at night playing hide and go seek with
flashlights. Doesn't that sound like fun? Oh I know another sin to add to our
lists, but think of the fun to be had! I suggested me might invite a few
girls who could be secretive. Go play in the woods and what not. Maybe you
could invite your new friend Cristabel along? The more the merrier I always
say.
Miss Jones doesn't suspect a thing darling, it's your own guilty conscience.
We must not confess. Nor can we ever tell anyone what we did. Or someone will
most certainly let the cat out of the bag, and we will both be in for a good
caning! I don't think either of us would look forward to it. And that night
was FABULOUS I could have danced with you all night. And we should do
something nice for Miss Jones just because, not to assuage our guilty
conscience. Thank you ever so much for going into town with me, to pick up
poor Ash's uniform, you are a truly noble Brunette.

Love,
Genevieve XO

p. s. Really Charlotte, so many kisses at one time a girl could get used to
your XX's after a while, ha! ha!
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From: <Aphridite1@a...>
Date: Thu Oct 28, 1999 3:05pm
Subject: Charlotte and Genevieve go into town
  	
Genevieve, 16, Blonde

Charlotte and Genevieve headed into town just after classes so as not to be
late for dinner. The two girls picked up Ash's uniform, and were just leaving
the drug store proudly wielding their copy of ElektraPette, when they noticed
two older rather rough looking brunettes headed their way! Genevieve jabbed
Charlotte with her elbow.
"Shortie" she hissed
"Don't look now but there are a couple of rough Brunettes coming our way.
What shall we do?"
Genevieve was very nervous and scared. She did not have doings usually with
rough brunettes, after all one's reputation was always of concern. The two
brunettes looked mean and determined to harass the two girls. Genevieve was
almost trembling, as they approached. They knocked Genevieve to the ground,
and began to perusing her brand new copy of ElektraPette! One of them was
holding Charlotte hostage, and eyeing Gevevieve up and down.
"Say you're a pretty little Blonde, you must go to that snotty school called
Avendale, we don't like snotty school girls around here do we, Andrea?"
The other brunette smirked and shook her head no.
"I think this little Blonde needs to learn a lesson, I think what she needs
is a good hard spanking, while her little friend here gets to watch. We can
put some pink on those cheeks of yours. And we aren't talking about the one's
on your face!" The other brunette picked up a birch switch. It hissed through
the air as she swung it right in front of Charlotte's face. And poor brave
Charlotte did not even flinch.
By this time Genevieve was sobbing, her knee was skinned, and her uniform
horribly dirty now from being thrown on the ground. How would she ever get
out of this one? She did not particularly want to be birched without even so
much as the protection of her petticoat. Oh, hopefully someone would come to
their rescue, or Charlotte could think of something, being the clever
brunette she was.....
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From: <Aphridite1@a...>
Date: Thu Oct 28, 1999 3:08pm
Subject: Letter to Miss Throckmorton From Genevieve
  	
Slipped under the Mistresses study door:

Dear Miss Throckmorton,

I have some up to date records, I could lend you for Miss Veronica's birthday
celebration. They are rock 'n roll records though. I don't know if that is
permitted or not, but you are welcome to them, of they are permitted.

Sincerely,
Genevieve Bouvier, 16, Blonde
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From: <Aphridite1@a...>
Date: Thu Oct 28, 1999 3:28pm
Subject: Re: Genevieve Replies to Nicola's letter
  	
Genevieve Bouvier, 16, Blonde

Dear Nikki,

I do understand affairs of the heart can make any blonde simply irrational. I
fear if I had a dashing Brunette that I adored, I would be jealous of every
blonde within 3 miles. Forgive me if I overstepped my bounds at all by
sitting with Lynette. It was all so harmless, just a friendly chat. The last
thing I ever wanted to do was look like a brunette stealer! I am so glad that
you forgive my error in judgment. I think that our friendship, though off to
a rocky start will blossom nicely. No apology is needed. Let us consider it
water under the bridge.

Sincerely,
Genevieve
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From: Natalie C. H. Tyler <destro@q...>
Date: Thu Oct 28, 1999 9:16pm
Subject: Miss Throckmorton to Miss Maitland
  	
Letter from Miss Throckmorton, br

Dear Miss Maitland,

I wanted to thank you for your support of the party for Miss Veronica
Bellemont's sixteenth birthday. Since I am largely organizing it, I
wanted to ask you about a few points of protocol. Many of the students
have ventured the hope that dancing in the gymnasium after dinner will
be permitted. Would this be acceptable to the School? Also, some girls
have mentioned that they can provide some "rock and roll" music. I
don't know what that can be but it rather sounds like being aboard a
dinghy to me! Is this music permissible, assuming that the dancing is
permissible?

And I imagine that this idea is quite beyond the pale, but some of the
girls have enquired about wearing non-regulation outfits for the
occasion. If that is NOT acceptable I will, of course, immediately
administer discipline to any infringers. It is incumbent upon me to
ascertain what I can encourage the girls to expect on Saturday evening.

Thank you for your kind attention,

Miss Charlotte Throckmorton
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From: Natalie C. H. Tyler <destro@q...>
Date: Thu Oct 28, 1999 9:22pm
Subject: Re: Miss Throckmorton to Elena
  	
From Miss Throckmorton, br to Elena Dierrian, bl

My Dear Elena,
Thank you so very much for your letter. It always very much gladdens my heart
to hear that a girl loves to read.

The poem that you found by Keats would be an excellent piece to read for Miss
Veronica, I believe. It is a poem about the magical powers of romance and the
powers of the imagination.

Thank you also for your help with the music. All the plans for the dance and
the music remain provisional until I can ascertain from Miss Maitland that such
activities are approved.

Allow me once again to commend you on your good taste in literary matters.

Thank you for writing, my dear child,

Miss Throckmorton

>
>
>
>
> I met a lady in the meads
> Full beautiful, a faery's child;
> Her hair was long, her foot was light,
> And her eyes were wild.
>
> I set her on my pacing steed,
> And nothing else saw all day long;
> For sideways she would lean, and sing
> A faery's song.
>
> I made a garland for her head,
> And bracelets too, and fragrant zone;
> She look'd at me as she did love,
> And made sweet moan.
>
> She found me roots of relish sweet,
> And honey wild, and manna dew;
> And sure in language strange she said,
> I love thee true.
>
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From: Natalie C. H. Tyler <destro@q...>
Date: Thu Oct 28, 1999 9:28pm
Subject: Re: Miss Throckmorton to Georgina
  	
> Letter from Miss Throckmorton, br to Georgina de la Falaise, bl
>
> My Dear Georgina,
>
> Thank you so very much for your letter. You wrote:
> Please coould you possibly tell me whether the following would be
> apposite for the occasion; Our beloved Miss VeronicaWho shines like a
> starWho leads by exampleWhomever we are Dear Miss VeronicaSo brave and
> so wiseWho keeps us from dangerAnd dark stormy skies Oh, Miss
> VeronicaSo Culverian and trueWe'd all like to wishHappy Birthday to
> you Miss Throckmorton, do you think this worthy of being read out or
> should I think again?
> I think it is truly original and full of high praise and will be a
> most splendid tribute to Miss Veronica. You have really captured the
> essence of her meaning to the school, I think, Georgina.
>
> I am so glad to hear, my dear, that you enjoyed Poetry Class and look
> forward to many more classes. I can't tell you how much your musical
> ear must help your "ear" for poetry which, like music, is also about
> tempi and rhythm.
>
> Yours most sincerely,
>
> Miss Throckmorton
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From: Natalie C. H. Tyler <destro@q...>
Date: Thu Oct 28, 1999 9:31pm
Subject: Re: Miss Throckmorton to Genevieve
  	
Letter from Miss Throckmorton, br, to Genevieve Bouvier, bl

My Dear Genevieve,

Thank you so much for the offer of contemporary music to play on Saturday
evening. Since I have not been at Avendale very long I don't know yet if this
kind of music is allowable. I am inquiring of Miss Maitland. If it is, I will
most gratefully accept the offer of "rock and roll." My dear, I am such an old
fuddy-duddy that at first I thought you were talking about a ship-wreck!

Thanks again for your kind offer,

Most sincerely,

Miss Throckmorton
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From: <aaclinkinbeard@h...>
Date: Thu Oct 28, 1999 9:37pm
Subject: Trouble in Town...
  	
"You will unhand those pupils right now!" Lynette said with
menacing authority. The two rough brunettes were startled
and Lynette did not pass up the opportunity. "Hey, they are
over here!" she yelled around the corner. Truth was that she
was alone, but rough brunettes are not usually intellectuals.
The two roughens were surprised and ran off. They certainly
didn't wish to waste time wondering how many others were coming.

Lynette felt she might have taken on the two brunettes, but
didn't really want to find out for sure. Carefully she helped
Genevieve up from the ground. The poor blonde was in a
frantic state. She gave Charlotte a hand up. She ushered
the two stunned girls to the teashop nearby. Lynette ordered
chamomile tea and some almond biscuits. Lisa, the lady
of the shop, was very concerned about what had happened.
She gently offered to help Genevieve to the powder room
to clean up a bit. Lynette knew Genevieve would be all right
, it was just disgraceful seeing the poor blonde go through
that. Charlotte's self esteem was another mater.

Lisa's brunette came in to see what the fuss was about. When
she realized what had happened, she offered the girls a ride
back to school when they were ready. "Thank you." Lynette
said softly. The two brunettes sat there in comforting silence
until Genevieve came back.

As much as Lynette was concerned for her friends she could
not stay. Lynette assured them it would be all right and hugged
them both. Lynette noticed Lisa's brunette talking to a police
maid outside and stopped long enough to give a good
description of the two rough brunettes. The police maid said
she knew them and would see to the mater.

Lynette had to rush to her train, but she made it just in time.
When she felt the train lurching out of the station her mind
left her worries and she raced to the powder room.
Lynette hated train travel!

Lynette Klaire, br, 17
946
	

From: <Elaryn@a...>
Date: Thu Oct 28, 1999 6:21pm
Subject: Elena Seeks Jinjur's Assistance and Replies to Miss Throckmorton
  	
Elena Dierrian, blonde, 12 years old

Elena went pink with pleasure at reading Miss Throckmorton's reply to her
note. She *liked* the poem! She *liked* it! She thought it was a good
choice for Miss Veronica! She even said I have 'good taste'! Elena realised
she had several tasks to attend to before tea, however, so she set aside Miss
Throckmorton's note (after carefully refolding it) and went to her first
errand.

Elena's first stop was Miss Joans' study, where Elena requested permission to
use some special paper and ink, for she planned to carefully write out the
poem she had selected for Miss Veronica and present it to her as a gift. As
Elena anticipated, Miss Joans gave her permission and was even able to
suggest some stock as better suited to Elena's purpose.

Once the supplies were carefully secreted in her desk, Elena turned to her
next errand, which was to seek out Jinjur Quinbury and ask her advice about
music. She found Jinjur and Elspeth Elsvetta together, and this gave Elena
another idea.

"Dear Elspeth, I was wondering if you would mind singing 'Happy Birthday' to
Miss Veronica. You have such a lovely voice."

Elspeth coloured daintily. "You're far too kind."

"Oh, please...I think it would please her greatly."

Jinjur chimed in, "Oh, yes - DO sing for us, Elspeth!" For some reason
unknown to Elena, Jinjur was beset by a fit of the giggles that lasted
several minutes.

"Well," began Elspeth uncertainly, "if you truly think that people wish to
hear me sing..."

"Please, Elspeth? Pretty please?"

Jinjur added her voice to Elena's (in between giggles), "Oh, please?"

Elspeth sighed. "Very well, then. You have coerced me sufficiently. I
shall sing 'Happy Birthday' to Miss Veronica, and if every piece of glassware
at Avendale shatters from the shock of hearing my voice..."

"Nonsense," declared Jinjur stoutly. "You'll be a sensation."

Impulsively, Elena hugged Elspeth tightly. "Oh, thank you! Thank you so
much!" Elspeth smiled and dropped a quick kiss on the younger girl's
forehead. Jinjur giggled again, thinking of Veronica's reaction to having
her beloved Elspeth sing to her. Elena then turned to Jinjur. "What do you
know of Quirrie music, Jinjur?"

"Why I know what any pette knows," Jinjur demurred.

"I am asking because Miss Throckmorton asked me to see about music for Miss
Veronica's party. She did say that all arrangements would be provisional, of
course, until the Headmistress gives her approval. But I thought it best to
be prepared."

"I have a few records," Jinjur admitted, "and I can ask around. Many girls
have their own collections."

"Thank you so much, Jinjur." Elena hugged Jinjur, then departed to write
Miss Throckmorton a reply.

"Dear Miss Throckmorton,

"I have arranged to write the poem for Miss Veronica on some very special
paper, which was given to me by Miss Joans, the Art Mistress. I shall then
present the poem to Miss Veronica. I have also asked Elspeth Elsvetta to
sing 'Happy Birthday' to Miss Veronica. Elspeth has a very pretty voice.
Finally, I have spoken with Jinjur Quinbury about gathering some music, and
she said she would ask those girls with record collections to loan them to us
for the party.

"If there is anything else I can do to help, please let me know.

"Respectfully, and with great pleasure,

"Elena Dierrian"
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From: <aaclinkinbeard@h...>
Date: Thu Oct 28, 1999 10:22pm
Subject: Trouble in town
  	
"You will unhand those pupils right now!" Lynette said with menacing
authority. The two rough brunettes were startled and Lynette did not pass
up the opportunity. "Hey, they are over here!" she yelled around the
corner. Truth was that she was alone, but rough brunettes are not usually
intellectuals. The two roughens were surprised and ran off. They certainly
didn't wish to waste time wondering how many others were coming.

Lynette felt she might have taken on the two brunettes, but didn't really
want to find out for sure. Carefully she helped Genevieve up from the
ground. The poor blonde was in a frantic state. She gave Charlotte a hand
up. She ushered the two stunned girls to the teashop nearby. Lynette
ordered chamomile tea and some almond biscuits. Lisa, the lady of the shop,
was very concerned about what had happened. She gently offered to help
Genevieve to the powder room to clean up a bit. Lynette knew Genevieve
would be all right, it was just disgraceful seeing the poor blonde go
through that. Charlotte's self esteem was another mater.

Lisa's brunette came in to see what the fuss was about. When she realized
what had happened, she offered the girls a ride back to school when they
were ready. "Thank you." Lynette said softly. The two brunettes sat there
in comforting silence until Genevieve came back.

As much as Lynette was concerned for her friends she could not stay.
Lynette assured them it would be all right and hugged them both. Lynette
noticed Lisa's brunette talking to a police maid outside and stopped long
enough to give a good description of the two rough brunettes. The police
maid said she knew them and would see to the mater.

Lynette had to rush to her train, but she made it just in time. When she
felt the train lurching out of the station her mind left her worries and
she raced to the powder room. Lynette hated train travel!

Lynette Klaire, br, 17
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From: ashleigh butler <ashleeigh_99@xxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Fri Oct 29, 1999 5:40am
Subject: Re: chatting in the library
  	
. She
> leaned over and
> whispered in Ash's ear "If you get in trouble, you
> tell them that I am the
> one that lent you the uniform."

Genevieve, I would never want to get you in trouble,
I just appreciate you coming to my rescue. But if you
really want me too I will :) Ashleigh

=====
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From: ashleigh butler <ashleeigh_99@xxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Fri Oct 29, 1999 5:43am
Subject: Re: chatting in the library
  	
> So how do you think we
> should get the word around to the right people Ash?"


We could just slip a note into all the dorms, and then
plan when we can get together and play. We need to
pick a night when everyone can play at the same time,
like a weeknight around 9pm. Sound good?
Ash..

=====
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From: Georgina de la Falaise <Tanya@xxxxxxxxxxxxxxx.xxxxxxxxx.xx.xxx>
Date: Fri Oct 29, 1999 7:36am
Subject: Georgina Replies to Miss Throckmorton
  	
Tanya@c...

Georgina de la Falaise, blonde, 12 years of age


Dear Miss Throckmorton,

I was so pleased and not a little flattered that you found my poem, written in honour of Miss Veronica and her birthday, to be of sufficient quality to be read out this Saturday. In fact, I shall endeavour to recite it rather than read it out as I feel it will appear more genuinely heartfelt done this way.

With regards to the Rock and Roll music Miss Throckmorton, if Miss Maitland allows us to play some, I have a recording of a song that I think would be most appropriate and apposite for the occasion. It's called "Sweet Little Sixteen" and is a real corker ! May I have your permission to bring it along to the dance?

I must say I'm really so looking forward to tomorrow, especially the moment when, hopefully, we'll be able to to surprise Miss Veronica when she realises we've all congregated in your chambers in her honour.

Please do let me know if there is anything at all I can do towards preparations for tomorrow.

Yours Most Respectfully
Georgina de la Falaise
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From: <Elaryn@a...>
Date: Fri Oct 29, 1999 4:55am
Subject: Elena to Georgina
  	
Elena Dierrian, blonde, 12 years old

Dearest Georgina,

Never again tell me that you are not a clever girl! The poem you wrote for
Miss Veronica's birthday was quite lovely. I wish I had thought to write an
original poem, but I am so glad *you* did. I hope Miss Veronica's Sweet
Sixteenth is her best birthday ever! I am truly looking forward to this
party!

Warmly,

Elena Dierrian
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From: Dorothea Maitland <headmistress@a...>
Date: Fri Oct 29, 1954 8:11am
Subject: Re: Miss Throckmorton to Miss Maitland
  	
Miss Maitland, bl

Dear Miss Throckmorton,

Since this affair will be something of a party, it will be quite in order
for the girls to wear their party clothes. I must confess I have never been
*entirely* sure what "rock and roll" music is, though Miss Serelique tells
me it is generally inoffensive and somewhat akin to "jump jive" music
(though I can't say I am really familiar with that either). In any case I
do not think there should be any objection to it so long as there is
nothing too - raucous.

Sincerely yours,

Dorothea Maitland
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From: Jinjur J. Quinbury <jinjur@a...>
Date: Fri Oct 29, 1999 11:14am
Subject: Jinjur to Several Other Girls
  	
To all the pupils who have record collections:

I'm sure you're all aware by now that we are going to have a dance
party in the gymnasium to honour Miss Straight Arrow for her birthday.
Oh, don't look at me like that, I mean it affectionately. I've been
asked to scout out records for the event. Judging from what Miss
Veronica selects at the soda fountain jukebox, I think she prefers
Kadorian Big Band music -- she's from a Kadorian family, you know. I
know I've heard her singing "Or Would You Rather Be A Horse", and she
once said how wonderful Miss Helen Forrest was. So those of you with
Kadorian records, please smuggle them to the gym!


Jinjur J. Quinbury, 16, blonde
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From: Kadorienne <kadorian@b...>
Date: Fri Oct 29, 1999 11:47am
Subject: Veronica muses
  	
As Veronica Bellemont walked around the school grounds that day, the
spring was back in her step and the roses back in her cheeks. Ever since
she had made her one complaint about her heavy workload, the other girls
had been doing all sorts of little favors for her, trying to help her
out, and some had given her flowers and nice notes. The tokens of
appreciation, more than the help, had erased the fatigue from Veronica's
face and soul, and she was back to her usual energetic self, ready for
anything.

Not least in the contributions to her renewed vigor was the new
acquaintance with her idol, Elspeth Elsvetta. Still no romantic words
had passed between them, only friendly small talk, but Veronica was so
inexperienced in matters of romance that she felt that was just as well.
Best to lead up to it gradually, especially with a shy and delicate
blonde such as Elspeth....

She had resolved that when she went to Miss Throckmorton's for dinner on
her birthday, she would ask the mistress' advice about how to speak to
Elspeth, how to draw things in a more romantic direction. The movies and
novels she knew were no help, for all their high romance, because the
courtships thus depicted generally began with the brunette rescuing the
blonde from pirates or dragons, none of which were to be found at
Avendale, more's the pity.

Veronica mused a little about how she might celebrate her birthday --
quietly, of course. After considering for a while, she decided to curl
up by the library fire with Doyle's *The White Company*, one of the
works Miss Throckmorton had recommended for her. The thought of the
stories of chivalry she liked to read gave her an idea. Queens often
celebrated great occasions by declaring days of amnesty when crimes
would be forgiven. Veronica would hold a day of amnesty on her birthday.
Any girl whom she caught committing any misdeed would be let off with a
warning. Veronica prudently decided, however, not to tell anyone about
this day of amnesty until her birthday was over. To do otherwise might
well usher in a day of chaos.

Veronica smiled as she recalled a quotation from the hero of her
pre-teen years, Sherlique Holmes, on why she disliked leaving London:
"Scotland Yard feels
lonely without me, and it causes an unhealthy excitement among the
criminal classes."

Veronica Bellemont, brunette, 15 years and 363 days
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From: Georgina de la Falaise <Tanya@c...>
Date: Fri Oct 29, 1999 11:40am
Subject: Georgina to Elena
  	
Tanya@c...

Georgina de la Falaise, blonde, 12 years of age


Dearest Elena,

Thank you so much for your kind note. It makes me so happy that you liked my poem for Miss Veronica. A compliment from you, especially with regards to anything pertaining to writing, is truly a veritable compliment indeed. If I possessed just a small fraction of your writing talent and ability, I would be the happiest blonde bunny in Quirinelle or any other province for that matter.

Like you, I'm really so looking forward to tomorrow. I feel so jolly excited just thinking about it !! If any one Avendale pette deserves this sort of attention paid to her, it is most definitely the divine Miss Veronica Bellemont.

See you later at dinner.

All my love
Georgina
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From: <Elaryn@a...>
Date: Thu Oct 28, 1999 5:53pm
Subject: Elena's Farewell to Miss Jones
  	
Dear Miss Jones,

I was very sorry to learn of your family illnesses in Culveria. You and your
family will be in my thoughts and prayers, and if you are able, I hope you
can return to Avendale. While you are caring for your family, please do not
neglect to care for yourself.

May Dea bless you and your family and grant you a safe journey.

Fare thee well,

Elena Dierrian, blonde, 12 years old
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From: Georgina de la Falaise <Tanya@c...>
Date: Fri Oct 29, 1999 1:06pm
Subject: Georgina to Elena
  	
Tanya@c...

Georgina de la Falaise, blonde, 12 years of age


Dearest Elena,

Thank you so much for your kind note. It makes me so happy that you liked my poem for Miss Veronica. A compliment from you, especially with regards to anything pertaining to writing, is truly a veritable compliment indeed. If I possessed just a small fraction of your writing talent and ability, I would be the happiest blonde bunny in Quirinelle or any other province for that matter.

Like you, I'm really so looking forward to tomorrow. I feel so jolly excited just thinking about it !! If any one Avendale pette deserves this sort of attention paid to her, it is most definitely the divine Miss Veronica Bellemont.

Hope to see you later,

All my love
Georgina
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From: Natalie C. H. Tyler <destro@q...>
Date: Fri Oct 29, 1999 1:36pm
Subject: Re: Miss Throckmorton to Veronica
  	
Note from Miss Throckmorton, br, to Miss Veronica Bellemont, br
My Dear Veronica,

This is just a quick note to suggest that in honour of your birthday
repast, which we will have tres intime, just a deux, you might change from
your uniform to a delightful frock. I know that Miss Maitland will not
object and although we will have a very quiet time just the two of us, as
befits the solemnity of a birthday, I think that a nice frock would be in
order.

Yours most sincerely,

Miss Throckmorton
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From: Charlotte Greene <carlottagreene@h...>
Date: Fri Oct 29, 1999 1:07pm
Subject: Re: Despair
  	
Charlotte Greene, 14, brunette

Charlotte crept into the silent dormitory, for once not partaking in her
favourite activity - eating cake in Tracy's room. She had had the most awful
week and didn't know how she would bear it. Not even the thought of dancing
with Genevieve at the Veronica's party tomorrow would cheer her up. In fact,
she wasn't even sure she could face Gen again.

Humiliation after humiliation rang in her ears. First she had been caned by
Miss Jones which was not only deeply painful - the girl had NEVER
experienced discipline before in her whole life - but also deeply awful
because she had felt such a fool and let herself and Miss Jones down. And
now Miss Jones had to rush off in a crisis and Charlotte thought she would
never have the chance make it up to her.

Then the Attack. Never in her short experience had she met such terrifyingly
rough brunettes and never had she felt so useless. When her fragile flower
of a friend had looked to her for rescue, Charlotte could only watch in
impotent fear at her ordeal. She had not only let down her new chum but she
had let down a blond and betrayed the whole Avendale code. If it weren't for
the plucky Lynette, goodness knows... it didn't bear thinking about.

Yet she couldn't think of anything else. And she couldn't eat cake. Or even
sit down comfortably. A wave of homesickness flooded over her as she thought
of her home and the cats and their comforting purrr, and then of how
disappointed her mother would be if she knew what a failure Charlotte really
was, and she began to cry. "How rubbish," she thought, "I'm a useless
brunette crybaby, and I deserve everything I get. If I hadn't taken risks
and gone dancing illegally with Gen, fate would not be punishing me like
this. I don't deserve to be friends with her or even to be at Avendale."
With this Charlotte dug out her trunk and began to pack her clothes.
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From: Natalie C. H. Tyler <destro@q...>
Date: Fri Oct 29, 1999 1:43pm
Subject: Miss Throckmorton to all students (Not including Miss Veronica)
  	
My Dear Girls,

Miss Maitland has most affably agreed to several inquiries of mine.
First, you may eschew school uniform for the evening and come in your
most elegant frocks.

Second, that amusing "rock and roll" is evidently something with which
Miss Maitland is familiar and she has approved it as long as it does not
become too "raucous" as she most wittily punned.

I do caution you not to allow Miss Veronica to catch you in your frocks
before the moment of surprise begins. I also would like to suggest that
when Miss Veronica arrives in my chambers that we avoid besieging her
sensibilities with "raucous" cries of "Surprise." Instead, I would like
her first impression to be that of the splendid solo soprano of Elspetha
Elsvetta greeting her with the traditional birthday song. After that we
may all greet her with a restrained and ladylike cry of "surprise."

Tomorrow is the day. Please do not be late. And I thank all those
girls who have offered to present gifts and to do readings in honour of
the occasion and I also thank those girls who will bring appropriate
music to the dance.

Yours most sincerely,

Miss Throckmorton
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From: <Elaryn@a...>
Date: Fri Oct 29, 1999 9:21am
Subject: Note to Charlotte, from Elena
  	
Elena Dierrian, blonde, 12 years old

[Note left upon Charlotte's pillow, kindly delivered by Malena Franklin]

Dear Charlotte,

I know you and I have not spoken very much, but the last time I encountered you in the hallway, I could not help but notice how sad you looked. If there is anything I can do to help you feel better, even if it is merely lending you my ears, please let me know.

Sincerely,

Elena Dierrian

P.S.: I spend much time in the Library if you wish to find me easily.
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From: Natalie C. H. Tyler <destro@q...>
Date: Fri Oct 29, 1999 2:07pm
Subject: Friday Poetry Class, Part I
  	
Miss Throckmorton waited for the class to enter. Today Tracey Austin
would read a work by Emily Dickinson, and Miss Throckmorton was eager to
have the girls become acquainted with that poetess from such a distant
land. The pupils filed into the room and all seemed to be present
except for Miss Lynette Klaire who, Miss Throckmorton knew, was away to
commemorate religious holidays with her family.

Suddenly the Mistress gasped inaudibly. One of the girls had dirty
fingernails. Yes, there was no doubt about it. Dirty fingernails in a
classroom? This was extraordinary and discipline must be applied
immediately before anyone could attend to poetry.

"Your name," Miss Throckmorton said, preventing the girl from taking a
seat.

"Suzanne, Miss."

"Suzanne, you have not pleased me. Can you tell me why?"

"I don't know."

"What?"
"I don't know, Miss."

"Look at your fingernails."

"Oh, well I was just climbing a tree. Of course my fingernails could
not be pristine."

"Suzanne, lean over the desk."

Suzanne leant over the desk and Miss Throckmorton spent an inordinate
amount of time looking through the drawers of her desk. She was
evaluating various canes, birches, tawses, tappettes, and trying to
decide what would be the most fitting implement for today's discipline.
The girls all sat quietly. Miss Throckmorton had always seemed so jolly
and here she was about to cane Suzanne! Many of them furtively glanced
at their own fingernails to ascertain that they were indeed clean and
all were able to acquit themselves of the sin of dirty nails.

Suzanne was slowly beginning to move from resentment to fear to the
greatest of apprehension. Why was everything so silent?

Then she felt a firm pat on the bottom of her skirt.

That isn't so bad, she thought. And I don't even need to raise my
skirt. I can handle this.


"Suzanne," Miss Throckmorton announced. I have just patted your
posterior with a black-board eraser. Now I am going to remove every
trace of chalk with a special tawse from Scotland.

Suddenly there was a humming, whistling kind of sound as the tawse flew
through the air in Miss Throckmorton's controlling hands and landed a
stinging blow on Suzanne. Suzanne couldn't believe the pain. Even
through all those layers of clothing, it might just as well have been on
her naked skin.

Again and again the tawse whistled and hummed and swished until Suzanne
began to whimper. Suddenly there was a pause in the proceedings.

Miss Throckmorton said "We will not quit until you are entirely silent.
Entirely silent."

The girls could see the chalk-dust flying in all directions and each one
of them prayed that the chalk marks would disappear quickly so that the
dreadful noise of the tawse would quit. All of the girls were counting
the number of blows in their heads. Surely there have already been
eight?

And, at the tenth blow, Miss Throckmorton paused again. The girls could
see that every trace of chalk was gone from Suzanne's skirt. It must be
over. But none were able to relax until Miss Throckmorton would
pronounce the punishment to be over.

Suzanne maintained position, neither making a noise nor moving an inch.
After what seemed like an eternity to the girls, Miss Throckmorton
announced: "Suzanne, you may get up and take a seat now. And I want
you to stay after class to write 200 lines: "I will never allow my
fingernails to remain dirty again."

Suzanne slowly and in agony rose and walked majestically to her seat.
Then Miss Throckmorton turned to the class and said in tones of
cheerfulness that belied her fierce disciplinary mien of just a moment
ago: "Now girls, today we meet the delightful Miss Emily Dickenson."
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From: Natalie C. H. Tyler <destro@q...>
Date: Fri Oct 29, 1999 3:21pm
Subject: Poetry Class, Part II
  	
The pupils watched, disconcerted, as a small secret smile played across
Miss Throckmorton's face. Some of them wondered if she had really taken
pleasure in caning Suzanne.
In truth, Miss Throckmorton was thinking of a day almost forty years
previously when she had been caned by Miss Edwina Battenberg, her
Brunette prefect, for a very similar offense. In her days as a brunette
hoyden, Charlotte Throckmorton had had a very nasty habit of biting her
fingernails and even of allowing them to be dirty. Miss Edwina had
caned her unmercifully but then very gently explained that Brunettes
owed it to Blondes primarily and secondarily to themselves to be as neat
and fastidious in their persons as possible. The young Miss
Throckmorton had seen the light, had stopped biting her nails, saw to it
that her personal level of cleanliness was beyond reproach, and had
become a great favourite with the blondes at school. She had only done
Suzanne a big favour today.

And secondarily part of her smile perhaps had to do with the knowledge
that whilst Miss Veronica was in poetry class, a large van was
delivering all manner of goods to the school kitchen. Pounds of
butter. Scores of eggs. Viands and victuals beyond reckoning.

"Now, girls, look at the board and Tracey Austen, please read the poem
aloud," Miss Throckmorton commanded.

"I never saw a moor,
I never saw the sea;
Yet know I how the heather looks,
And what a wave must be.

I never spoke with Dea
Nor visited in Heaven;
Yet certain am I of the spot
As if the chart were given."

Tracey read exceptionally well. Her voice was clear, articulate,
melodious and full of the nuanced sensitivity of a natural lover of
poetry.

"Thank you, Tracey. That was a superb and eloquent reading," said Miss
Throckmorton. "Now Tracey, do you think you could sum up the meaning of
the first stanza for us?"

Tracey responded "Miss Throckmorton, I think that the poetess is
speaking of the powers of her imagination. She has not had the
experience of seeing the ocean, for example, but in her imagination she
can conjure up the image of a wave."

"Spot on, Tracey, " congratulated Miss Throckmorton. "Now which girl
can remind us what a moor is?"
A lot of hands shot up and Miss Throckmorton called on Elena. Elena
said that she imagined that Emily Dickenson had perhaps read a book,
perhaps even Wuthering Heights, that described the geography of a moor,
with its heathers and tors and crags. And, through the aid of
literature, Miss Dickenson had been able to use her imagination to fill
in all of the visual details.

Superb answer, Elena, said Miss Throckmorton. And you too, I know, have
been enriched by literature.

Mindful of the encounter she had had with Michele Lea in her study just
two days earlier, Miss Throckmorton turned to her with a kindly
expression and asked her if she had anything she would like to say about
the first stanza.
"Miss Throckmorton," said Michele, "I noticed that both stanzas follow a
pattern of two lines of iambic trimeter followed by a line of iambic
tetrameter and then a final line of iambic trimeter."

"Oh, superb," Michele, said the teacher warmly. "I am so happy to see
that you know about scansion. I was not going to introduce that until
later in the term since it can be a bit of tricky business, but I really
am so happy to see you paying attention to this major aspect of the
study of poetry.'

Michele's heart glowed. She had said something that had really pleased
the teacher. Suddenly she felt that all was well between herself and
Miss Throckmorton, as indeed it was.

"Now girls, who can tell us what the second stanza means," continued
Miss Throckmorton.

Georgina ventured to say that "Miss Dickenson is saying that while she
has never seen Dea or been to heaven, her faith is so strong that she
believes as though she had a veritable map of the Celestial sphere."

Oh, most excellent answer, Georgina. I do believe you are correct. It
is about faith.

Caitlin raised her hand and said "I think she is saying that the essence
of faith does not require proof or "ocular evidence" as Shakespeare said
in Otella."

And Veronica added "I think that Miss Dickenson's faith in the powers of
her literary imagination are echoed in her faith in Dea."

"That's a great connection, Miss Veronica," said Charlotte Greene. "At
first I did not understand how the two stanzas were related, but you've
made it clear."

A soft voice spoke up, after having been called upon. It was Elspeth.
She said "I agree with Charlotte. Veronica's point makes it all so
clear to me. The marriage of faith and imagination is a truly beautiful
one, isn't it?"

Nicola was then called on and said "I agree with everyone here. Miss
Dickenson is saying that even if she cannot have real experiences, that
her powerful imagination and her powerful faith provides the equivalent
of experience. It's a wonderful poem."

"Thelma," called Miss Throckmorton.

Thelma said that had it not been for the eloquence of Tracey's reading,
she doubted that she would have understood the poem. Tracey almost
blushed with pleasure and indeed she was blushing within. Everyone had
liked the poem and her reading of it had really occasioned an eager
class discussion.


But then the bell rang and the girls filed out of the room, with visions
of imagination, moors, Dea, canes, poetry, and Heaven swirling about in
their minds.
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From: michele L <michelegirl@m...>
Date: Fri Oct 29, 1999 3:24pm
Subject: Re: Miss Throckmorton straps Michele
  	
Michele sits at the desk in her dorm room, her four welts throb painfully though she sits on a pillow. The strapping by Miss Throckmorton was far worse that she ever could have imagined. Every so often a tear still escapes and runs down the humiliated girl's cheek.
She is in the process of writing the punnishment lines which Miss Throckmorton assigned. Only on line number four, Michele is in for a LONG night...

Michele Lea, age 13, brunette.


Get your FREE Email at http://mailcity.lycos.com
Get your PERSONALIZED START PAGE at http://my.lycos.com
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From: <Aphridite1@a...>
Date: Fri Oct 29, 1999 0:21pm
Subject: Letter to Charlotte From Genevieve
  	
Shortie,

I just wanted to write you a note to say I am terribly sorry you got caned. I
thought you were very brave! Does it hurt too terribly? I have some cold
creme in my room if you want to borrow it.

XO,
Genevieve
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From: Elspeth Elsvetta <elsvetta@xxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Sat Oct 30, 1999 10:07am
Subject: A Mouse for Veronica
  	
Elspeth Elsvetta, bl, 15

Elspeth was so excited about the preparations for Veronica's birthday. It
had been wonderful helping at the Confederate Breakfast. She was terribly
pleased every one was being nice to Veronica. There seemed to be a phase a
little while ago when people seemed to be disparaging her for being so
straight and upright and good. Elspeth felt that this was terribly perverse.
Why should goodness ever be criticised? She herself - especially in her
earlier days at the school had often been called things like "Miss
Prim-and-Proper" and it had always puzzled her terribly. Surely that was
what she was *supposed* to be.

She wanted so much to give her a beutiful present, but she had no money at
all until the beginning of the new month - she could be silly with money and
there had been that *divine* scent in Carmen's and the fur-trimmed gloves
she couldn't even wear with her uniform, but she had fallen in love with
them so.

Her first impulse was to give her gloves to Veronica because they were the
thing she loved most at the moment, but of course Veronica could not wear
them, so it might just seem silly, and anyway they would probably be too
small for her. She thought of various things, but always her mind went back
to the same thing - Merevendra Mouse. Merevendra was a funny little toy
mouse that Elspeth had owned since she was six when her brunette mother
brought her back from Thimarellhela in Amazonia - a place famous for fine
glasswork. Merevendra was made from coloured glass and Elspeth had named her
after an Amazonian heroine.

She did not really know why she wanted Veronica to have Merevendra, but
she did. She would not have given her to any one else.. It seemed a curious
present and she wondered what the brunette prefect would make of it. But she
felt sure it was the right thing for her to do. So she wrapped it carefully
in the lovely pink tissue paper that had come inside the box with her
fur-trimmed gloves - the paper had a subtle but delightful scent which she
adored. She did *hope* Veronica would like Merevendra, though of course she
would never guess all that she meant.

Then Elspeth began to dress in her pink party dress with layers and layers
of rustling petticoat. She wore that delightful scent and wondered if she
could *possibly* arrive in fur-trimmed gloves. A year ago she might have
done, but she was so much more sensible now that with a sigh she put the
wonderful things back in their box with the remainder of the lovely pink
tissue.
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From: Natalie C. H. Tyler <destro@xx.xxxx>
Date: Sat Oct 30, 1999 1:40pm
Subject: Miss Throckmorton prepares
  	
Miss Throckmorton, br

Miss Throckmorton had always enjoyed doing a spot of cooking. She
abhorred and abjured the thought of diurnal cooking chores, but for an
occasional special event or a large party, she had a facility for
chopping, dicing, wielding sharp knives and filling the kitchens with
the come-hither aromas of exotic cuisine. And today's Confederate
Cuisine for Miss Veronica was something new and different for Miss
Throckmorton. She had drawn up a carte de menu and written it out in
her most elegant italic script. This "carte" would be presented as a
souvenir of the occasion to Miss Veronica.

Although Miss Throckmorton was usually determined to do things properly,
it somehow did not bother her that she might be mixing foods that were
not properly married in the true Confederate Cuisine. She trusted that
Miss Veronica would appreciate the effort.

Soup:

She-crab bisque

Main dishes:
Barbecued Beef
Baked cured Ham
Roast of Lamb, cooked well-done
Brunswick Stew
Southern Fried Chicken with cream gravy

Savouries:
Deviled Eggs
Hoppin Jane
Fried Okra
Pot Likker
Goo Goo Clusters

Vegetables:
Mustard Greens
Succotash
Sweet Potatoes

Breads:
Spoon Bread
Beaten Biscuits
Corn Bread

Desserts:
Birthday cake: several Lady Baltimore cakes
Wild Blackberry Cobbler
Pecan Pie

Bevvies:
Iced Tea by the Pitcher
Heated Doctor Pepper
Co-Cola

There would be more than enough to eat and as Miss Throckmorton rushed
back and forth between simmering stew pots and rising cakes and the
chopping board she felt as if she were a great Maestra conducting an
orchestra of disparate instruments and talents embarked upon a first
attempt at Antonia Dvorak's "New World Symphony."

She had made a good start of it and all would be ready in time. There
would be time enough for her to dress-up and time enough to arrange the
place settings most elegantly. She had prepared place-cards in advance
and had placed them about the tables so that blondes and brunettes were
properly adjacent to one another. Miss Veronica had a place of Honour
at the end of the table. To her right Miss Throckmorton had positioned
the place-card for Elspeth and to her left she had put Miss Annalinde.
It would be quite a different feast than the usual school fare and she
hoped that Miss Veronica would be both delighted and surprised.
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From: ashleigh butler <ashleeigh_99@xxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Sat Oct 30, 1999 2:43pm
Subject: Re: To Genevieve
  	
Hi Genevieve, spread the word, if anyone can get
together tonight around 8pm, we can have our little
hide and seek and truth or dare party outside. BRING
FLASHLIGHTS... Ashleigh

=====
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From: Kadorienne <kadorian@xxxxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Sat Oct 30, 1999 4:41pm
Subject: Surprise for Miss Veronica
  	
Veronica decided to wear her favorite party dress to Miss
Throckmorton's. Though she loved her uniform, like every schoolgirl she
was glad of a chance to dress up, and thought it was very sweet of Miss
Throckmorton to get permission for her to do so. Her only concern was
that girls who saw her wearing it would ask why she was out of uniform
and she would have to tell them that it was her birthday. Oh, well, it
was too late for anyone to do anything about it.

Her favorite dress was of dark green satin with black lace. It
brought out her raven hair and dark eyes beautifully, she thought, and
made her look quite grown up. She made her toilette as carefully as
always, making certain her dress was as clean and pressed as her
uniforms, combing her hair, painting her face meticulously.

Once she was ready, she looked at the clock. It was only ten after
five, so she sat at her desk to read until it was time to go to Miss
Throckmorton's; it would be most inconsiderate to arrive early. She had
read half of *The White Company* that afternoon in the library, looking
up from the volume every now and then to enjoy the contrast between the
cozy fire in the hearth and the grey clouds outside the window.

She read a few more pages and then left the dormitory. Normally she
would have wondered why the grounds were so quiet and empty, but she was
deeply absorbed in her thoughts. She had resolved to ask Miss
Throckmorton's advice about how to speak to Elspeth, and was trying to
decide what to say. Should she confess all about her feelings, or
present her question as a general and abstract one about how brunettes
should approach blondes? She was still pondering this when she knocked
on the mistress' door, which was opened by the uniformed maidservant.

Since she had been so absorbed in her thoughts, Veronica's first
feeling when she saw how dim the room was was one of disorientation. Her
next was that she was seeing an angel emerging from darkness. One lamp
had been left on and its shade tilted so that it made a sort of
spotlight on the face of Elspeth Elsvetta.

Elspeth took a deep breath, clenched her small fists against her own
shyness, and began to sing "Happy Birthday." Her voice was only
ordinarily pleasant, but to Veronica a choir of angels could not have
been more divine. She could only stand and gaze at the lovely young
blonde in the pink dress as the girl sang.

When the song was over, Veronica was too dazed to move or speak. But
then lights came on and girls in party dresses poured out of every
possible hiding places, shouting, "SURPRISE!"

For an instant, Veronica stared at them all, agog. Then she started
laughing, and didn't stop for some minutes, even as several girls
gathered around her and jostled each other for turns at giving Veronica
sixteen birthday spanks, and one to grow on! The girls were only allowed
to use their hands, but most were only too happy to have a chance to
spank their prefect, and Veronica's derriere stung considerably by the
time it was over. Still, she forced herself to endure it all cheerfully.
She didn't get spanked very often, so she knew it would do her good.
Tracey, she noticed, delivered her sixteen whacks with considerable
gusto. It stung, but Veronica didn't really mind. She felt she and
Tracey had gotten off on rather the wrong foot, and if administering a
birthday spanking would make Tracey feel that they were even, she was
happy to oblige. Maybe after that, she and Tracey could become friends.

Joan and Suzanne were among the most enthusiastic spankers as well,
as were Jinjur and Annalinde. Miss Throckmorton was the only mistress
who availed herself of the opportunity, and the experience enhanced
Veronica's respect for the mistress considerably; it took all her
brunette pride to continue smiling through the seventeen smacks.
Virtually every pupil wanted to lend a hand, as it were.

Once they had made certain it would be difficult for Veronica to sit
down, everyone ushered her to her seat at the head of the table. A few
minutes of hubbub ensued as the girls rushed around the room trying to
find their name cards. When someone directed Elspeth to her card next to
Veronica, the prefect's eyebrows raised. First Lynette had contrived to
have Elspeth join them for breakfast, then Elspeth had been selected to
sing the birthday song to her, and now Miss Throckmorton had seated them
next to each other. A mortifying realization was dawning on Veronica.
Could it be that everyone knew about her feelings for Elspeth?

Veronica was destined to be mortified far more before the meal
began, because people started getting up and giving speeches about her.
With every sentence, her face became redder. Several mistresses praised
her for her work as a prefect and for her unfailingly immaculate
appearance. Veronica found this most gratuitous, since these things were
after all only her duty. Annalinde gave a similar talk. Joan gave a
tongue-in-cheek tribute to Veronica's strong right arm. Georgina and
Elena both stood and recited poems to her. It was all extremely sweet,
but most embarrassing.

To her amazement, they then began piling gifts upon her. She
received several bouquets of flowers and inexpensive bottles of perfume
and lace-edged handkerchiefs. Almost every girl in the school had signed
a birthday card which was presented to her. Christabel proferred a book
of the poems of Miss Edna St. Vincent Millay, which Veronica found a
truly delightful choice. She suspected that she and Christabel would
become friends.

Cynthia Annabelle Terwillinger bashfully presented a large
heart-shaped box of chocolates. Jinjur handed her a folder with a bow
around it. "I think you should wait till later to open it," she said,
with a saucy gleam in her green eyes.

"Why? Is it racy?" Suzanne demanded.

"Give *Miss Veronica* something racy? You must be mad," Jinjur
retorted, giggling.

"Anything to please a blonde," Veronica said, putting the folder
aside.

But it was Elspeth's gift that intrigued her, and not only because
of its giver. It was a little figurine of a mouse, skilfully made from
colored glass. It was a child's keepsake, that much was certain, which
made everyone wonder why a teenaged prefect should receive it. But
Veronica realized that the chief value of such a toy must be
sentimental, which made her wonder....

"Where did you get this?" she asked.

Elspeth spoke in her usual soft voice, so that only those within a
few feet could hear. "My brunette mother brought it back from
Thimarellhela in Amazonia."

Veronica marvelled, turning the mouse in her hands."The workladyship
is perfect," she said.

"Her name is Merevendra," Elspeth said.

Veronica's eyes sharpened. "Isn't that name from a legend?"

"Yes, an Amazonian legend."

"I'd like to hear it." A chorus of giggles arose over nothing in
particular that Veronica could see, and she added, "Sometime when it's
quieter, that is." That increased the giggles, and in a moment the room
was full of chatter and noise.

Miss Throckmorton determined that all of the gifts had been given
and ordered the maids to begin serving dinner. Veronica's eyes widened
at the number of Culverian dishes that were brought out. Deviled eggs
and fried okra! She piled her plate high. She laughed at the warm Dr.
Pepper, a refreshment she had never cared for but was happy to see, and
filled her pitcher with iced tea. And the roast was indeed well done,
she was delighted to find. The only flaw in the feast was that Janet was
not there to enjoy it. But Veronica consoled herself with the thought
that Janet was no doubt having all kinds of fun with the President.

The evening seemed to be following a set pattern. First they made it
almost impossible for Veronica to sit down, then made her sit down to
receive presents and a feast. Next they plied her with Confederate foods
until she could barely get up, and then declared that it was time to go
to the gymnasium and dance!

The gymnasium had been transformed by streamers and colored filters
over the lights and similar devices. A tune of the popular Kadorian
singer, Miss Helen Forrest, was played and dancing began. Veronica was
very glad; everything that had been done for her made her wish to
reciprocate, and here all the girls were getting a feast and a dance on
her account! At first Veronica simply danced with the nearest blonde,
but always she was watching for a chance to ask Elspeth to dance. Not
that she meant to dance with just one blonde all evening, that would be
rude, but at least a few times....

When she was left alone for one minute between songs, she glanced
around. Elspeth had just been dancing with Christabel. Christabel
noticed Veronica, smiled and released Elspeth's hand.

Veronica approached Elspeth and said simply, "Would you like to
dance?"

Elspeth's delicate form moved into Veronica's arms. The music began,
an achingly romantic Kadorian song with no words called "Tonight We
Love" by Frederica Martin. The song seemed to take possession of
Veronica. As the two of them danced together, all of the nervousness and
uncertainty Veronica had felt before melted quite away. She knew that
she would never be tongue-tied or awkward in Elspeth's presence again,
for now she knew, she felt in her bones, that Dea had ordained for the
two of them to be together forever. She was sure that if she said so
right then, Elspeth would agree at once, quite matter-of-factly. But as
certain as Veronica felt, it was not the way to declare oneself to a
blonde, and so she simply danced with her, gazing into Elspeth's grey
eyes.

She danced with many other blondes that evening, including
Annalinde, Elena, and Georgina, but she danced with Elspeth quite a few
times more. As before, few words were exchanged between them. Veronica
felt that there was really no need for any.

When Miss Maitland at last declared that she had allowed the girls
to stay up far later than she had intended, Veronica stood on a chair
and gave a short speech thanking everyone for all the generosity and
appreciation they had shown her. Afterwards, she could never remember
what she had said, nor did she remember going to her room and changing
from her green satin party dress to her nightgown. Her head was too full
of the way Elspeth had looked in her pink rustly dress and the way her
slender, small-boned body had felt in her arms as they danced.

This would prove to be a birthday she would remember for the rest of
her days.


Veronica Bellemont, brunette, *all of 16*
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From: Natalie C. H. Tyler <destro@xx.xxxx>
Date: Sat Oct 30, 1999 4:51pm
Subject: The party begins
  	
Miss Throckmorton, br

Miss Throckmorton had arranged everything: steaming platters of food
were on the tables. She had dressed formally in a forest green crepe de
chine gown with custom-made high-heeled shoes to match. Putting on four
strings of pearls of graduated length, she rather fancied that she bore
no small resemblance to Her Majesty, the Queen Mother of Quirinelle.

One by one the girls started to stream in wearing the most fetching
array of frocks in many colors. They were all agog at the huge
refection. On a Chippendale side table a mounting pile of wrapped
birthday gifts and accompanying cards grew.

Elspeth Elsvetta arrived punctually looking most ravishing in her frock,
a pink confection billowing about with petticoats. Miss Throckmorton
asked her if she were prepared to sing at the moment of Miss Veronica's
entry and Elspeth agreed with alacrity.
Miss Joans, Miss Prism, Miss Maybridge all arrived followed shortly by
Miss Maitland whose chignon and dress were more elegant, if it was
possible to believe, than usual.

Finally, the entire school was amassed and Miss Throckmorton briefly
felt for the absence of Lynette Klaire and Miss Jones. It was a pity
that they could not be here.

As 5:30 approached, the general chatter died down and everyone waited
with beating hearts, racing pulses, and eyes agog for the arrival of
Miss Veronica.

The firm knock on the door was punctual. Miss Throckmorton cried out,
"Please enter, Veronica." As Veronica entered, Elspeth began to sing
the song of birthday congratulations. Her voice was a true succulent
soprano and keeping her eyes firmly locked on Veronica's astonished but
delighted face, Elspeth's voice grew louder and she began to add some
ornamental trills to the song.

She's a veritable opera singer, thought Miss Throckmorton. I have never
heard such a naturally powerful voice and the depth of feeling and
emotion she has brought to this song is amazing indeed.

Miss Throckmorton had a brief moment to relax, knowing that Veronica
would be going through a "receiving line" of sorts, to accept the
congratuations, the gifts, the spankings, the kisses, and the general
celebration of the entire school.
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From: ashleigh butler <ashleeigh_99@xxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Sat Oct 30, 1999 4:46pm
Subject: Re: The Party.
  	
Ashleigh had never really met Veronica but she had
heard that she was a very nice girl. She was so busy
with all the girls that she knew already that Ashleigh
felt almost embarrased to go over to her, but she did.
Miss Veronica, Ashleigh said quietly, I just wanted
to say happy birthday, and nice to meet you.
Ashleigh, 16, blonde

=====
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From: Christabel Marjoribanks <christabel@xxxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Sat Oct 30, 1999 6:52pm
Subject: Veronica's party
  	
Christabel Marjoribanks, br, aged 14 and 11/12

Christabel went to bed that night with pounding heart and a joyful feeling.
She could not believe how wonderful Miss Veronica's party had been. She had
worn a royal blue dress with some delicate white piping and a dropped waist.
She loved to wear blue and thought it made her blue eyes seem bluer.

The dinner party in Miss Throckmorton's chambers had been so jolly. The
food was superb and really fascinating. There was very little that she had
experienced before. But even bettter was the fact that Miss Veronica had
liked and appreciated the book of poetry and did not seem to think it at all
presumptuous or out of order.

Christabel had taken her turn at giving Miss Veronica 16 spanks with "one to
grow on," but she had been sure not to be too rough at all. After all, this
with a birthday and hardly discipline time.

The dance was divine. For Christabel it was a true triumpah that she was
able to dance at least once with each and every blonde in the school. Even
the ones who were older had been charming. She felt that her feet could
dance forever. She had even danced with Elspeth which was a true honour.
She was not entirely certain, since nobody had said anything, but it seemed
as if Miss Veronica and Miss Elspeth were a true couple.

Maybe she too would find herself a member of a true couple when she was
sixteen herself.

It had also been a thrill for her to see that her roommate, Alisa
Westenberg, had many dances.

All the blondes were truly beautiful in their frocks. Christabel thought
that maybe she really best liked two twelve year olds. Elena and Georgina
both had the kind of delicate sensitive good looks that appealed to
Christabel and they had both impressed her very much in classes. They were
young intellectuals and that was very alluring. She knew that since they
were only twelve, it would be indelicate to announce feelings of love for
them, but she also knew that her brunette mum was a full four years older
than her blonde mum, so that the age difference would not be a fatal
obstacle.
Holding their slender young bodies close to her as they had danced, she had
felt so protective of them.

Maybe next week she would consult Miss Veronica and see if it would be
acceptable or appropriate to send some flowers to Elena and Georgina.
Watching Miss Veronica with Elspeth in her arms dancing to that slow and
hauntingly beautiful music, Christabel had been romantically inspired.

As she fell to sleep, she thought that Avendale was a most delightful place
and that she would do everything in her powers to be the best Brunette that
she could be; to be worthy of the school, worthy of her Prefect, worthy of
the Mistresses, and most of all worthy of the bevy of young blonde beauties
who graced the grounds of Avendale.

__________________________________________________
FREE Email for ALL! Sign up at http://www.mail.com
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From: Kate Katzban-Beren <kater@xxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Sat Oct 30, 1999 10:52pm
Subject: Caitlen to Charlotte
  	
Caitlen was just returning from the library where she had been catching up
on her reading for Miss Throckmorten's class (this didn't seem the class to
get behind in) when she saw Charlotte racing back to her room, visibly
upset. Following the whirlind-girl to her room Caitlen hesitated before
knocking, she hadn't really met Charlotte yet, though she recognized her
from some classes and the dining hall, but it really wouldn't do to have the
girl so upset and all alone. The door, not fully latched, swung open as she
knocked, and through the gap it created Caitlen watched as Charlotte turned
from the bag she was packing, tears streaming down her face, and as
recognition slowly spread across her face as she put a name to the face
standing in her doorway. "Charlotte? What's wrong? Why are you packing?,"
Caitlen enquired. Charlotte's face clowded over as a rush of emotions
suddenly spilled forth, "I'm so stupid, I don't belong here, I'm going home
where I wont be any trouble to anyone." Caitlen sighed softly, distressed
to see anyone so down on themselves, especially someone who seemed to be as
nice as Charlotte. Closing the door behind her Caitlen stepped into the
room, sitting down on Charlotte's bed and hugging her closely for a moment
to calm her. Here, I've got some chocolate from home, why don't you sit
down, take a deep bretah, have a bit of chocolate, and tell me what
happened. It can't possibly be as bad as all that. With some reluctance
Charlotte had a seat, taking the bit of chocolate and chewing on it
thoughtfully for a moment before recounting the events of the day... Miss
Jones' class and the trip to town, the rought brunettes, and Lynette finally
coming to the rescue. Caitlen smiled softly and leaned in towards
Charlotte, as though confiding in her the greatest of secrets. You know
what? I hadn't finished Wuthering Height's either, though you can bet I
finished it straight off after that class, and I haven't turned in my Art
Essay yet either...I'll be cramming that one up shortly. So you see,
everyone falls behind sometimes...it doesn't mean that you don't belong
here. You're clearly an intelligrnt girl Charlotte! And those rought
brunettes, why, even the bravest brunette can be frightened when caught off
guard, especially when they're in a new town, such as Avendale is to you.
I'm sure Genevieve doesn't think any less of you...in fact, I bet she's
impressed by how well you behaved yourself during the whole thing..not
trembling or crying! You sound quite brave to me. Now here, have another
piece of chocolate and tell me, are you looking forward to Veronica's party?
I do hope we get to go out of our uniforms I have the most splendid
dress...would you like to see it?

-Caitlen, brunette, 15
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From: Kate Katzban-Beren <kater@xxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Sat Oct 30, 1999 11:11pm
Subject: Veronica's Party
  	
Caitlen was quite excited when she heard the girls would be allowed to go to
Veronica's party in their own dresses. She had packed her favorite party
dress, a striking black satin gown which lay smooth over her developing
fifteen year old figure. A pair of black sating gloves and faux diamond
earrings, necklace, and braclette were the finishing touches and she
couldn't wait to put them on! Dressing up had always been one of Caitlen's
favorite passtimes, and she did it with gusto! Digging through her drawers
she found her most expensive makeup, a gift from her blond mummy on her
fifteenth birthday. The lipstick was a dark red...not so red as to be
shocking...but quite lovely indeed. How wonderful of Miss Veronica to have
a birthday! Dressed for the evening Caitlen took one last look in the
mirror, straightening the seams of her stockings, and made her way to Miss
Throckmorten's study to meet the rest of the girls. She hadn't known Miss
Veronica to know what would be an appropriate gift, so she had made her a
card on fine paper and in her best calligraphy and hoped that would be
enough... if only she had had the chance to run into town to buy a proper
card and gift...ah well. It was a delight to see all the other girls
dressed up in their finest, she shared compliments with a number of the
girls she recognzed and introduced herself to a few she hadn't met. She
remembered seeing some girls playing badmiton a while ago, and enquired with
Elspeth if she would be interested in playing sometime...Badmiton was one of
her *favorite* games.

The look on Veronica's face when she entered the room was priceless, as was
the site of all those girls spanking Miss Veronica! Caitlen herself didn't
feel comfortable spanking the prefect as she had barely met her, really only
that once when she knocked her over, and it hadn't seemed like they'd gotten
off on the right foot... The presents everone had gotten Veronica were
lovely, and Caitlen chided herself for not having even gotten a boquet of
flowers. Dinner was scrumptous. Caitlen had never eaten food like that and
it really was magnificent, she would have to pass her regards on to the
cook, she believed Miss Throckmorten had cooked it all. After dinner
followed the dance, quite a treat, at which Caitlen danced with a number of
blondes, a pretty fifteen year old named Carolyn the most, and made plans
with some of the girls she met to take a trip to Avendale for tea sometime
soon. All too quickly the dance ended and Caitlen made her way to the
brunette dormitory and her room, carefully folding her party dress and
wrapping it in tissue paper to keep it beautiful for the next chance she
would have to wear it...whenever that would be. Settling in to bed Caitlen
dreamt of the dance and the food, and the wonderful time she had had.

Caitlen Ramsey Ash, fifteen, brunette
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From: Tracey Austin <tracey_m_austin@xxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Sun Oct 31, 1999 2:37am
Subject: Veronica's Birthday Party
  	
Saturday night and Veronica's party finally arrived.
Tracey dressed carefully in her best dress, an emerald
green chiffon dress not unlike the one in the art deco
painting from the museum trip! She put on the
matching pumps and nearly fell in the 3-inch heels.
She fussed and fussed over her stocking seams.

Brushing her wavy, shoulder-length dark brown hair to
perfection, she hurried to the blonde dormitory to
find Thelma and escort her to the party. Thelma
looked breathtaking in her beautiful ruby gown that
set off her golden hair and blue eyes.

The look on Veronica's face when all the girls yelled
"Surprise!!" was priceless. Tracey had hand-lettered
a poem for the prefect and was quite proud of it. She
beamed when Veronica read it out loud to the group.

True to her word, Tracey was among the first in line
to deliver a birthday spanking to Veronica. She
delivered her 17 spanks (one to grow on) with
considerable force, causing Veronica to squirm quite a
bit. She admired Veronica's pluckiness in enduring
spankings from most of the girls and even Miss
Throckmorton.

The food was delicious, far better than anything they
usually were served, and the dance was heavenly.
Tracey pressed Thelma tightly to her breast and
breathed in the blonde's fragrance. She was sad when
the wonderful evening came to a close.




=====
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From: Georgina de la Falaise <Tanya@xxxxxxxxxxxxxxx.xxxxxxxxx.xx.xxx>
Date: Sun Oct 31, 1999 8:14am
Subject: The Afternoon After The Night Before
  	
Tanya@c...



Georgina felt as though she could do with some fresh air so after Sunday lunch, she made her way out in to the beautiful Avendale gardens both for the good of her health and to reflect a little on the events of the previous afternoon and evening. It was a truly lovely afternoon, the sun catching the turning leaves in all their glorious autumnal shades and hues.

On reaching the pond just next to the orchard, she began to play back in her mind some of the more memorable moments that had occured. The first thing she remembered, and indeed would never forget, was the expression on Miss Veronica's face when she realised that she had been well and truly surprised by Miss Throckmorton's cunning plan. She had been expecting an intimate supper "a deux" with the Literature Mistress but was instead confronted with half the school who had managed to cram in to Miss Throckmorton's private chambers. Veronica had laughed almost uncontrolably for several minutes before she was able to gather herself sufficiently to listen to her beloved Elspeth sing so beautifully. This had been followed by much present giving, reading of poems and little speeches paying tribute to the much-loved brunette prefect. Georgina's own poem seemed to go down well which made her very happy. The young blonde joined in the giving of seventeen "birthday spanks" to her brunette heroine but somehow felt as though it was she who should have been on the receiving end rather than the other way round. Veronica, she thought, had taken all her spankings with her honour very much intact.

Miss Throckmorton's Culverian-inspired meal had proved an outstanding and unqualified success. Most of the girls had never before sampled the delights of such cuisine but none of them were disappointed. It was a truly splendid repast!

As all the blondes and brunettes made their way down to the gymnasium for the dance, it struck Georgina how grown up and sophisticated each and everyone looked in their beautiful frocks and subtle makeup. Veronica and Elspeth had made such a beautiful couple as they danced together several times during the course of the evening and Georgina had felt most flattered when the birthday girl herself had asked, quite charmingly, whether she might care to share the next dance with her.. This was a moment she would most definitely akways treasure.

Georgina had enjoyed immensely all the attention paid to her by several very attractive brunettes. One in particular had made quite an impression on her, not just by dint of her striking good looks but also in the way she held the young blonde so protectively as they danced. Her name, Georgina felt certain, was Chistabel Majorbanks.

As Georgina walked back towards the school, she bumped in to Elena in the courtyard. She too had felt the need for some garden stimulus and asked Georgina whether she would care to accompany her on her afternoon constitutional. Georgina said she would be delighted and the two of them headed off in the direction of the tall pines deep in conversation regarding the events of the previous unforgettable evening.
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From: Miss Joans <MissJoans@xxxxxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Sun Oct 31, 1999 6:58pm
Subject: Art Essays Due
  	
To all Avendale Pupils:

The following girls have not yet turned in their Art essays:

Carrie Veleda-Binks
Emma Eilise Bradbury
Georgina de la Falaise
Caitlen Ramsey Ash

I believe there are no other neglecters, for which I am glad.

Turn them in at once, and report to my office for a paddling.


Miss Elizabeth Joans, blonde, Art mistress
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From: Kate Katzban-Beren <kater@xxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Sun Oct 31, 1999 7:52pm
Subject: Re: Art Essays Due
  	
Caitlen knocked hesitantly on Miss Joans door, her essay clutched tightly in
her hand. She had read the memo from Miss Joans and had hurried to finish
her essay and bring it to Miss Joans' study, but was confused as to why she
was in trouble. Miss Joans *had* said the essay was due by the end of
October, yet it was still October and here she was, essay in hand. Perhaps
she had misunderstood. Butterflies fluttered in her stomach as she opened
the door and stepped in to the study, having heard the sharp "Enter," Miss
Joans uttered from within. Caitlen really hadn't meant to turn the paper in
late, and she truly hated to start off so badly with Miss Joans, who had
been so nice as to take them to the Art Museum...

Caitlen Ramsey Ash, brunette, 15
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From: Miss Joans <MissJoans@xxxxxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Sun Oct 31, 1999 9:02pm
Subject: Caitlen turns in her Art essay
  	
Caitlen entered Miss Joans' study nervously, holding out her essay.
"Am I too late, Miss?" she asked.

Miss Joans glanced up in surprise. A smile then spread over her face
as she accepted the paper. "Ah, perhaps I made my announcement a few
hours prematurely. You are just in time. A few more hours and, alas!"
She skimmed over it quickly. "It looks very interesting, Caitlen. It
seems you did a good job, though I will have to examine it more
carefully during the coming week."

When the mistress looked up from the paper back to her, Caitlen
said, "Thank you for taking us to the Museum, miss. I loved it."

Miss Joans' smile grew warmer. "I am glad you appreciated it,
Caitlen. My dearest wish is to cultivate the taste of young girls and
educate them in the principles of Art. We shall be making more visits to
the Museum as the year goes on."

"Oh, good! I do want to see more of those lovely paintings, miss."

"And you shall. Now run along, darling. I have a lot of essays to
review."


Miss Elizabeth Joans, blonde, Art mistress
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From: Miss Joans <MissJoans@xxxxxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Sun Oct 31, 1999 9:13pm
Subject: Miss Joans to Miss Throckmorton
  	
Dear Miss Throckmorton,

How very clever you were, organizing young Miss Veronica's party so
brilliantly! I know that this party will be a treasured memory for
Avendale pupils for years to come.

I am glad that you agree with me about not punishing girls on their
hands. Now that I have managed to convince several of the mistresses not
to do so, beatings on the pals shall be almost nonexistent at Avendale,
preserving the standards of penpetteship and drawing we desire.

The directrices of the Llangollen Museum of Art have informed me
that they wish to have the essays by the end of the week so that they
may post them all at once and arrange them pleasingly. This means that I
must review them all this week, and a few girls are late with theirs,
alas. I mention it to you because we discussed your writing up your own
lovely sentiments about Godward's depiction of the brunette reaching for
the bunch of grapes for the Museum. I shan't need to grade *your* essay,
of course, but I should like to give it to the curatresses at the same
time as the pupils' works, for their own convenience. That is, if you
can manage the time, for I know only too well how many duties an
Avendale mistress has, and you certainly put enormous time and effort
into that divine birthday party.

Do excuse me for not writing a longer letter to you, my dear Miss
Throckmorton. The stack of essays on my desk looms as high as the
Culverian Imperial State Building. Perhaps when you write up your
thoughts about Godward's painting, to which I look forward greatly -- I
know everyone will benefit greatly from your insights -- perhaps when
you bring me your paper to convey to the Museum directrices, you could
stop in my office a bit for a spot of tea, or perhaps something
stronger.

Yours in Art,


Miss Elizabeth Joans, blonde, mistress
981
	

From: Malena Franklin <malena43@xxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Sun Oct 31, 1999 7:34pm
Subject: Lines to Miss Joans
  	
Crying with throbbing bottom I sit writing my 200 lines for Miss
Joans. I sit on a hard wooden chair in detention room tears in face and
feeling all 6 of the canewelts thru my skirt. Ill never be untidy more for
Miss Joans and I am very afraid of how she will grade my essay as I know I
did it careless and without effort.
Work goes slowly and with line after line to write and having to throw some
papers when an inkspot destroys paper I have to rewrite several lines and
it takes me almost 3 hours of work. Aching fingers and aching back until
finished. Tears drips down on paper.....so awful being caned and how strict
she was......
Finally finished I pack all sheets and put them neatly together.
Ill clean my face and check I look as tidy I can......ohh so humiliating
being caned and so hurtful!
Ill go slowly and with awkward movements to Miss Joans room to deliver my
200 lines. I knock on her door........

malena 12 brunette
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From: Miss Joans <MissJoans@b...>
Date: Mon Nov 1, 1999 10:51am
Subject: Miss Joans
  	
A knock sounded on the Art mistress' door. "Come in," she called,
not looking up from the essay she was reading.

The door opened, and Malena Franklin came in. "Here are my lines for
going to the Museum with a stained uniform, Miss," Malena said.

"Ah, good." Miss Joans took them, spent a minute looking them over
to make certain they were all there and all written neatly, and then
dropped them in the wastebasket. "You may go."

As Malena left, Georgina de la Falaise entered. "Please, Miss," she
said, "I turned in my essay over a week ago. I know I did!"

Miss Joans pursed her lips. "It isn't in this stack," she said.

Georgina looked at the pile of neat white papers. Her eyes flickered
over the mistress' desk. "There it is!" she cried, and seized a sheet of
pink paper that was poking out of another pile.

Miss Joans took it, frowning. The essay was written on a sheet of
pink stationery with a border of flowers. "I see," she said. "The
maidservant must have put it in the wrong pile because it looked
different from the others. Why did you use stationery?"

"Because I was out of regular paper, Miss. Was that wrong?"

Some mistresses would have thought so, but Miss Joans cared only
that her pupils showed reverence for Art. She began to read the essay.
"Ah, very good, Georgina! I am sorry I thought you hadn't turned it in.
Good thing you found it. Run along, now."

Georgina left the study, much relieved.


Miss Elizabeth Joans, Art mistress, blonde
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From: <Aphridite1@xxx.xxx>
Date: Mon Nov 1, 1999 11:59am
Subject: Re: To Genevieve
  	
Ash, I simply cannot wait to play outside. Tell everyone to meet in the
garden. I have procured the flashlights.

Genevieve, 16, Blonde
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From: Natalie C. H. Tyler <destro@xx.xxxx>
Date: Mon Nov 1, 1999 5:09pm
Subject: Monday's Poetry Class
  	
Miss Throckmorton, br

Miss Throckmorton observed the girls carefully as they filed into Poetry
Class. After she had cooked for them and provided the background for a
party she was slightly wary that some of the girls would relax
discipline and think of her as more of a "chum" than a Mistress. Those
worries proved, however, to be exaggerated. Miss Throckmorton watched
with satisfaction as she saw that the younger blondes and brunettes had
their knee stockings pulled up straight and neatly and that the
stockings of the older girls were all neat, straight, unladdered. Faces
and hands were al clean, fingernails were immaculate all around.
Everyone was observing upright posture and all hair was combed,
brushed, and clean. Most satisfactory. Deportment standards were
superb at Avendale.

Miss Throckmorton had printed the poem of the day in her elegant hand on
the blackboard and was about to ask for a volunteer to read the poem
aloud.

Suddenly there was just the slightest, almost imperceptible movement
near the back of the room. To Miss Throckmorton's sorry dismay, it
appeared that Genevieve Bouvier had passed a note to Ashleigh Butler.
Could she be mistaken? No.

Firmly walking to the back of the classroom, Miss Throckmorton demanded
to see the note.

She read it aloud.

"Hey Ash, let's go to town for some

XO
Genevieve

Miss Bouvier! Miss Throckmorton announced in strident tones. "Hay, as
we know, is for horses. And what is this word "XO"? I have not heard
it in any of the languages in which I am fluent. Is this some sort of
slang?"

Miss Throckmorton did not believe that Blondes should, in general, be
disciplined as strongly as she disciplined Brunettes, but these two
blondes must be disciplined forthwith.

"Ashleigh, your punishment will be to write 500 lines. "I will never
receive notes in class again." Genevieve, step to the front of the
class and lean over the desk.

Ashleigh felt just terrible for Genevieve.

Since Genevieve was a blonde, Miss Throckmorton indeed wanted to
preserve her modesty so she did not ask her to pull up her skirt or her
slip.

She selected a ruler instead of a cane or a tawse or a martinet or a
paddle, knowing that the sting of a wooden ruler can be quite harsh
indeed.

As Genevieve patiently waited, Miss Throckmorton slowly approached her
with the ruler uplifted in her hand.

Three quick blows with the ruler upon Genevieve's derriere ensued.
Genevieve felt as though she had first sat down upon a bee-hive and
then, with the second blow as though she had then sat down in a wasp's
nest, and finally, with the third blow, as if she had subsequently
lowered herself into a hornet's nest. Although she did not flinch, she
felt the full humiliation of this punishment and vowed that she would
never pass notes in class again.

Miss Throckmorton then asked her to stand up straight and go back to her
seat.

"Genevieve, I will ask you to read the poem today."

Genevieve felt a little alarmed since she was in such pain, but also was
grateful that standing up to recite the poem would give her a few
moment's respite from the intensity of sitting on the hard desk-chair
after her discipline.

She read the poem with a good deal of warmth and understanding:

Poem: "Their lonely betters" Poet: W.H.Auden

As I listened from a beach-chair in the shade
To all the noises that my garden made
It seemed to me only proper that words
Should be withheld from vegetables and birds.

A robin with no Christian name ran through
The Robin-Anthem which was all it knew,
And rustling flowers for some third party waited
To say which pairs, if any, should get mated

Not one of them was capable of lying,
There was not one which knew that it was dying
Or could have with a rhythm or a rhyme
Assumed responsibility for time.

Let them leave language to their lonely betters
Who count some days and long for certain letters:
We, too, make noises when we laugh or weep:
Words are for those with promises to keep.

"Who can tell me the theme of this poem," inquired Miss Throckmorton.

"It is about the power of language, of words," said Elena.

"Indeed, you are correct," responded Miss Throckmorton. "And what is
Auden suggesting about language?"

"It is a sad poem," ventured Tracey. "The poetess is commenting on how
animals and flowers don't use language, but that does not make them any
less lonely than people."

"I agree," added Alisa, who was called on next. "As girls, we can be
despondent if we are missing a letter or if perhaps there is another
girl who has not kept a promise. Such fates never happen to animals and
flowers."

"Superb observation," Miss Throckmorton said.

"And now, pupils, I would like each of you to send me your favourite
poem so we can discuss them in future classes. If you don't have a
favourite poem the excellent Avendale library boasts many poetry books
that can help you in your quest. This assignment must be completed by
the end of term."

The bell rang, and the class filed out. Free of the class room
sanctions, Ashleigh took Genevieve's hand and said "I felt so much for
you, my dear friend. How can I help you to feel better?
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From: <Aphridite1@xxx.xxx>
Date: Mon Nov 1, 1999 0:49pm
Subject: Genevieve and Charlotte, a letter and an invitation
  	
Genevieve had taken every petticoat she owned and had them starched
specifically for Veronica's party. She carefully took out her spaghetti
strapped, red silk dress, laid it on the bed, and preceded to put the
finishing touches to her make-up, and her hair. Earlier that day, she had the
salon pile it deliciously on top of her head, and it just needed a little
touch up here and there. She put on her most expensive imported fragrance.
Hopefully, she might be lucky enough to get a certain brunette to look at her
differently than just a "chum". Humming softly she slowly dressed, and
scribbled a quick note to Charlotte.

Shortie,
I know you must be terribly upset at what happened in town. I thought you
were terribly brave, and I was so proud of you. Would you do me the honor of
escorting me to Miss Veronica's party? I will be waiting in the garden, if
your answer is yes, please meet me in the Gazebo this evening at 4:30 sharp.

XO,
Genevieve

Almost as an afterthought she sprayed her perfume on the letter, applied a
matching shade of red lipstick, and kissed the note. Put on her matching red
gloves, and with petticoats rustling, she pulled a cape over her outfit,
snuck in to the brunette dorm, and slid the note under Charlottes door. She
could not help but pace back and forth in the Gazebo, worried that she had
been too forward, o that Charlotte would not show. One could only hope...and
wait...

Genevieve, 16, Blonde
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From: <Aphridite1@xxx.xxx>
Date: Mon Nov 1, 1999 1:28pm
Subject: Re: Monday's Poetry Class
  	
Genevieve Bouvier, 16, Blonde

Genevieve thought to herself, that Miss Throckmorton was really enthusiastic
in her discipline, and dreaded her lines that she had to write. She should
not have been writing notes at all. Especially since Miss Throckmorton seemed
to have eyes in the back of her head. Her bottom was terribly sore. She had
seen the Mistresses handy work before, on that poor Suzanne girl. Genevieve
had not known that Mistresses could deliver such a stiff punishment. And
knew all to well she deserved the ruler, and was lucky she did not get caned.
So she must show some humility, although slightly miffed that she had let
herself get carried away in class. She also did not recall using the word
"Hey" in her letter to Ashley. That was simply vulgar and she had never used
that word in her life. Her Auntie would never permit her to talk like that.
After class Ash had been oh so sweet, asking if she could help. What a
wonderful chum she was turning out to be. The only way Ashleigh could help
would be to write lines for her. This would not do. Genevieve was the one who
started passing notes, therefore the blonde would take her punishment with
all the repentance, and humility that any young Avendale girl would show. She
headed right to her dorm, and her desk after classes to promptly start on her
lines.
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From: Natalie C. H. Tyler <destro@xx.xxxx>
Date: Mon Nov 1, 1999 7:09pm
Subject: Re: Miss Throckmorton reperuses the note
  	
Miss Throckmorton, br

After Poetry Class, Miss Throckmorton once more glanced at the note that
Genevieve had passed to Ashleigh. This time she was wearing her reading
spectacles. Normally in class she wore her distance spectacles or her
pince-nez. Under the crystal clear lenses of her reading spectacles she
discovered to her mortification that she had unfairly blamed Genevieve for
writing "Hey." Clearly the note's salutation read "Hello", a most proper
greeting for a quick note.
Miss Throckmorton consoled herself with the thought that the punishment had not
been at all related to her misreading of the word and she decided that she would
apologize to Genevieve during the next class. It did not do to read carelessly!
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From: <Aphridite1@xxx.xxx>
Date: Mon Nov 1, 1999 2:22pm
Subject: Re: A note to Miss Throckmorton
  	
Slipped under Miss Throckmorton's study door:

Miss Throckmorton,

Please accept my sincere apology for misbehaving in your class. As an older
blonde, I should know better than to pass notes, and set more of a ladylike
example. It will not happen again in your class. I also would like to know
when you would like the lines turned in. Do I email them to you or the list?

Sincerely,
Genevieve Bouvier
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From: ashleigh butler <ashleeigh_99@xxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Mon Nov 1, 1999 8:58pm
Subject: Re: To Genevieve
  	
> Ash, I simply cannot wait to play outside. Tell
> everyone to meet in the
> garden. I have procured the flashlights.
>
Ashleigh was also excited about the adventure outside.
She made sure no adults were looking and snuck
outside to wait for the other girls.

=====
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From: ashleigh butler <ashleeigh_99@xxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Mon Nov 1, 1999 8:57pm
Subject: Re: the note
  	
Ashleigh found Genevieve and told her how sorry she
was that she had not hidden the note better. I have
an idea for the lines she said. If you want I could
help you and write half of them for you. I hope you
did not get into to much trouble, after all you are
the one that got me out of trouble last. :)
Ashleigh, 16, bl
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From: Natalie C. H. Tyler <destro@xx.xxxx>
Date: Mon Nov 1, 1999 9:10pm
Subject: Re: Miss Throckmorton to Genevieve
  	
Miss Throckmorton, br to Genevier Bouvier, bl

My Dear Genevieve,

Thank you for your note. I am glad to see that you understand Avendale
standards and I am certain that you will uphold them rigourously from now on.

I would also like to mention that you read most elegantly and eloquently in
poetry class today. I think you have a fine feeling for poetry.

As for the lines, I will accept a sheaf of papers.

Thank you for writing,

Miss Throckmorton
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From: <Elaryn@xxx.xxx>
Date: Mon Nov 1, 1999 9:01pm
Subject: Tea with Miss Throckmorton
  	
Elena Dierrian, blonde, 12 years old

Elena was quite thrilled to receive an invitation to tea with Miss
Throckmorton. She also basked in that lady's compliments about her
handwriting (which she, herself, quite frankly did not consider very neat at
all) and her drawing ability, not to mention her essays. There were now two
factions at war within the poor girl's mind: one that admonished her against
allowing her head to swell with all this praise, and the other, that told her
she did very fine work, indeed. As always with Elena, the admonitory voice
won. If I become any more vain, she thought, I shall have to request that
Miss Annalinde cane me. I probably should, just for thinking such things.

Despite the reputation Miss Throckmorton was rapidly gaining for being a
stern disciplinarienne, Elena found herself looking forward quite a bit
having tea with her.

She quickly penned a note and delivered it to Miss Throckmorton's study:

"Dear Miss Throckmorton,

"I would be honoured and delighted to have tea with you. Would four o'clock
on Friday be a convenient time for you?

"Thank you for your Most Kindly Invitation.

"Sincerely and Respectfully,

"Elena Dierrian, blonde, 12 years old."
995
	

From: Georgina de la Falaise <Tanya@xxxxxxxxxxxxxxx.xxxxxxxxx.xx.xxx>
Date: Tue Nov 2, 1999 6:08am
Subject: Georgina in "Running" Hot Water
  	
Tanya@c...



Georgina was late, very late !! She was due at Miss Darnelle's Tuesday choir practice at 4pm but had become involved and engrossed in a prolonged conversation with Malena about the events of the previous Saturday evening, the occasion of Miss Veronica Bellemont's wonderful birthday celebrations.

Glancing at the clock in the corridor, Georgina suddenly realised she was already fifteen minutes behind schedule. There was nothing for it, she would have to run knowing full well it was expressly against school rules. She looked both ways first to make sure there was no one about and then began to run up the stairs to the first floor where the music room was situated. Three-quarters of the way along the corridor and no more than twenty yards from her destination, she suddenly heard a voice emanating powerfully from behind her.

"Georgina, stop running at once and *walk* back here, I would like to have a little word with you".

The young blonde knew immediately whose voice had addressed her. Miss Throckmorton waited as Georgina dutifully turned on her heel and made her way back towards the charismatic brunette Mistress. She dipped a respectful curtsey and waited for the inevitable question.

"Georgina, would you care to explain to me just why you were running when you know it's strictly against the school rules to do so"

Georgina, somewhat out of breath, spluttered a reply, "Well Miss, I'm late for choir practice and I thought......"

Miss Throckmorton interrupted her sharply, "My dear Georgina, however worthy the cause, it does not excuse your running along any of the school corridors like a gazelle. It is extremely dangerous, someone could quite easily get hurt or badly injured. You're an intelligent girl, you ought to know that"

Georgina had simply no effective defence and replied meekly, "I'm so sorry Miss, it won't happen again". She was hoping that these words might have been enough to placate the Literature Mistress and get her off with just a warning but Miss Throckmorton had other concerns. She continued,

"And would you care to explain to me, young lady, why your hair is not tied back correctly and why your socks are not properly pulled up?"

Again, Georgina had no defence and consequently just looked down vacantly at her shoes.

"I think under the ccircumstances Georgina, you had better come and see me in my private study immediately after choir practice so that we may discuss this matter further. Now *walk* in a ladylike manner to the music room and you'll have to explain to Miss Darnelle as to why you have been so delayed".

Georgina dipped another curtsey and proceeded to make her way, as instructed, to her singing class. She managed to straighten her socks and tidy her hair before she eventually reached the door to the music room but couldn't quite erase from her mind what Michele Lea had told her and the other girls about Miss Throckmorton's vast and fearsome collection of canes, straps and paddles.

Miss Darnelle was, inevitably, not the least bit happy about Georgina's tardiness and awarded her two hundred lines for her trouble. Georgina sat down with heavy heart and tried to concentrate on her singing. At least twice, Miss Darnelle had to remind her to pay attention but the young blonde's head was so full of thoughts of her impending appointment with Miss Throckmorton, that she was finding it extremely difficult to concentrate. The rest of the hour dragged by until at last the class was dismissed and Georgina made her way directly to Miss Throckmorton's private study. On arriving there, she hesitated to gather herself a little before knocking gently on the large oak door. As she awaited admittance, she was feeling more than a little nervous.
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From: Charlotte Greene <carlottagreene@h...>
Date: Tue Nov 2, 1999 0:44pm
Subject: Re: letter to Gen
  	
Charlotte Greene, 14, brunette

Darling Gen,

I just wanted to try to express how wonderful it was to escort you to
Veronica's party on Saturday. I am sorry if I was a little late, but as you
know I was feeling a little blue and had to be rescued by Caitlen and
Chocolate. You looked incredible! Everything you wear is the height of
elegance and fashion - all those starched petticoats rustling under your
beautiful French silk gown. Your mother must be a lady of taste to have
produced such a daughter.

The dancing was so... well you know how I feel.

Cannot believe what happened to you in class though. I wish I had been able
to take your punishment for you and if you need any help with the lines you
know I'll do anything for you. Poor Ashleigh feels pretty awful too. It will
be fun to play in the woods though, or has it all been called off? Plus did
you see the new girl Rachel - do you reckon Ash will ask her to come too?

See you at tea - Elena may have some cake

Love
Charlotte ps Hoorah! I handed my essay in on time, but it was pretty
rushed and rubbish, oh well...


>From: Aphridite1@a...
>Reply-To: avendale@onelist.com
>To: avendale@onelist.com
>Subject: [Avendale] Genevieve and Charlotte, a letter and an invitation
>Date: Mon, 1 Nov 1999 18:49:45 EST
>
>From: Aphridite1@a...
>
>Genevieve had taken every petticoat she owned and had them starched
>specifically for Veronica's party. She carefully took out her spaghetti
>strapped, red silk dress, laid it on the bed, and preceded to put the
>finishing touches to her make-up, and her hair. Earlier that day, she had
>the
>salon pile it deliciously on top of her head, and it just needed a little
>touch up here and there. She put on her most expensive imported fragrance.
>Hopefully, she might be lucky enough to get a certain brunette to look at
>her
>differently than just a "chum". Humming softly she slowly dressed, and
>scribbled a quick note to Charlotte.
>
>Shortie,
>I know you must be terribly upset at what happened in town. I thought you
>were terribly brave, and I was so proud of you. Would you do me the honor
>of
>escorting me to Miss Veronica's party? I will be waiting in the garden, if
>your answer is yes, please meet me in the Gazebo this evening at 4:30
>sharp.
>
>XO,
>Genevieve
>
>Almost as an afterthought she sprayed her perfume on the letter, applied a
>matching shade of red lipstick, and kissed the note. Put on her matching
>red
>gloves, and with petticoats rustling, she pulled a cape over her outfit,
>snuck in to the brunette dorm, and slid the note under Charlottes door. She
>could not help but pace back and forth in the Gazebo, worried that she had
>been too forward, o that Charlotte would not show. One could only
>hope...and
>wait...
>
>Genevieve, 16, Blonde
>
>>Avendale School for Young Blondes and Brunettes
>
>
>Semper ad Lucem
>
>
>Forever toward the Light
>
>
>* * *
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From: Charlotte Greene <carlottagreene@h...>
Date: Tue Nov 2, 1999 0:51pm
Subject: RE: Christabel's dancing
  	
Dear Christabel

See, I TOLD you your dancing is good. You were fantastic on the dancefloor,
everybody said so, even Veronica. I think she had a wonderful time on
Saturday, as did we all. I think it is a night I'll personally NEVER forget.
Didn't you think Genevieve looked ravishing in that red dress? I'm not sure
Miss Maitland entirely approved because she keep giving her strange looks,
or perhaps it was because she is so stunning.

Anyhow, I was wondering how your olds are doing on the cookery front? Do
they bake often? Oh dear, I hope I am not making you homesick, it's just
that their gateaux sound so superb...

See you at tea

Love
Charlotte xxx
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From: Charlotte Greene <carlottagreene@h...>
Date: Tue Nov 2, 1999 0:58pm
Subject: Re: Caitlen to Charlotte
  	
Dear Caitlen

I haven't properly thanked you for cheering me up the other afternoon. You
were an angel sent from heaven with manna from Dea. That chocolate was
divine and so are you!

Are you going on Ash's adventure?

Can't wait til tea.

Love
Charlotte xxx
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From: Christabel Marjoribanks <christabel@xxxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Tue Nov 2, 1999 2:51pm
Subject: Christabel at tea
  	
Christabel Marjoribanks, br, 14 and 11/12

Christabel stopped at the mailroom after classes and was delighted to find a
huge box from her Mums. Oh, those divine dear ones! They had evidently
spent the weekend baking. Christabel opened the package and saw a feast of
delectation.

Those divine Mumsie-Wumsies had baked a huge chocolate gateau, the kind that
has very little flour and an almost mousse-like texture and loads of taste.
Also there were chocolate biscuits.
"Choccie biccies" as she used to say and Sultana biscuits and a whole
variety of hand-made sweets such as butterscotch and lollies. No good old
spotted dick, however.

Wondering if Elena and Georgina like "choccie biccies," Christabel carried
her package in triumph to tea, where she knew that the whole school would be
congregated. There was such an abundance of special treats in her package,
that there was plenty for everyone.

She made certain that Charlotte Greene was there and also she planned to
introduce herself to the new girl by proferring a baked treat.
She had been so inspired by the story shead told of her two mums
meeting at Avendale that she had resolved to spend her school years biding
her time until Elena and Georgina grew a little bit older. She would have
to ask them when their 13th birthdays were to fall. Then, perhaps, she
would declare herself to the elder.
Much to her delight she saw Elena and Georgina sitting together.

Christabel carried the package over to their table and presented it much in
the state of an early Amazonian huntress providing a carcass for her woman.
She lay it on the table triumphantly and said, "Georgina, Elena, I've got a
bit of something allright for you two."

Seeing two it that her two young blonde pettes were well served, she
backoned to all the girls at the other tables to come and partake of this
sweet sweet benison.
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From: Christabel Marjoribanks <christabel@xxxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Tue Nov 2, 1999 3:11pm
Subject: Christabel to Miss Throckmorton
  	
from Christabel Marjoribanks, brunette, aged 14 and 11/12

Dear Miss Throckmorton,

I am sending you one of my favourite poems. It is by Wilhelmina Wordsworth
and would be excellent for class discussion, in my most humble opinion.
Since it is quite short, I would be glad to send you another poem if you
wish:

"A Slumber Did My Spirit Seal"

A slumber did my spirit seal;
I had no human fears;
She seemed a thing that could not feel
The touch of earthly years.

No motion has she now, no force;
She neither hears nor sees;
Rolled round in earth's diurnal course,
With rocks, and stones, and trees.



Most respectfully submitted,

Christabel Marjoribanks

__________________________________________________
FREE Email for ALL! Sign up at http://www.mail.com
1001
	

From: <Elaryn@xxx.xxx>
Date: Tue Nov 2, 1999 10:37am
Subject: Reminiscing on Veronica's Birthday
  	
Elena Dierrian, blonde, 12 years old

The evening of Veronica Bellemont's birthday party had been a very exciting
evening, indeed! Elena's head was still full of images from the party: the
startled look on Veronica's face when she learned that her quite evening with
Miss Throckmorton was, instead, a surprise party with most of the school in
attendance; the tears of joy in Veronica's eyes as Elspeth sang to her; the
blissful look Veronica wore as she danced with Elspeth Elsvetta; the genuine
smile of admiration on Cynthia Terwillinger's usually sullen face; the joy of
the girls and mistresses gathered. Miss Veronica had even asked Elena to
dance with her! Elena had, of course, danced with her brunette Mummy and her
elder sister, but never before with someone not of her family. She blushed
and asked Miss Veronica to pardon her clumsiness, but the fact was, she
danced very well, indeed. Cynthia had very shyly asked for a dance. Poor
Cynthia was terribly nervous, of course, and later confessed to Elena that
she had never danced with a blonde before! One had to feel sorry for her,
and really, when she was so sweet and shy, one could forget what a terrible
bully she could be. She seemed to be blossoming under Miss Veronica's stern,
but warmhearted, attentions. Who knew what she would turn out like by the
Christmas holidays? One of the newer brunettes, a Christabel Marjoribanks,
had danced with Elena, too, and Elena remembered that dance very fondly,
indeed, for Christabel was an excellent dancer, and by then, the sensation of
dancing with a brunette was no longer unusual to her. Christabel, she
recalled, had warm hands and a warmer smile.

One thing Elena did not participate in, however, was administering Miss
Veronica's birthday spanking. It seemed a curious custom to the Eastern
girl, and she was not entirely sure it was respectful of Miss Veronica's
position as a prefect and Elena's elder. Miss Veronica seemed to take it
well enough though - indeed, with laughter and bright, twinkling eyes (and
firm promises of later returns to the most vigorous spankers). Perhaps it is
a Culverian custom, Elena wondered, or maybe just something they do here.
She resolved to ask Janet Dolan about it at a later time, after her return.

Elena had worn one of the few "fancy" gowns she had packed from home. It was
made in the current Illiran style, which was high-waisted and long-skirted,
with a four-foot train (which could be "looped" over one's arm for dancing
and ease of movement). The gown was sleeveless, with a squared neckline and
worn with very long gloves. The gown was made in the Dierrian colours,
emerald green, with white accents and silver trim. Her gloves were white,
and her flat slippers were green with silver trim. Beneath the gown, Elena
had donned her very first pair of grown-up-style stockings, real silk and
aetherially fine. She had the odd impulse to do as she had seen Jinjur
Quinbury do on occasion, and lift her skirts to better show her stockings.
She suppressed the impulse, of course, but the very thought of someone like
Miss Veronica or Miss Annalinde, or even Malena seeing her stocking-tops made
her feel all hot and cold and shivery inside.

Elena also had a dance or two with Malena Franklin, who was very sweet, and
with Sabrina McCloud and Carrie Binks. There had been one dance, in
particular, referred to as a "Virginny Reel" that had been a lot of fun, once
Elena had more or less learnt the figures and patterns of the dance. This
was evidently a favourite, for Miss Veronica and Miss Joans had
enthusiastically joined in.

The food was excellent and quite exotic. Elena decided she liked Culverian
Confederate cuisine *very* much. Indeed, it reminded her favourably of
Frontier Illiran fare. Grits, for instance, were very like shaz'reth, which
was a thick grain porridge. Iced tea was reminiscent of several Sithian iced
beverages, served in tropical parts. The fruit cobblers (How curious -
whyever did they call it 'cobbler'? Had the dish, at one point, been made by
shoemakers?) were very like the hearty fruit pies served by Sithian
Mountaindwellers and Illiran Highlanders alike.

The next day, Elena met Georgina in the courtyard, and the two of them headed
off in the direction of the tall pines deep in conversation regarding the
events of the previous unforgettable evening. Both girls agreed that they
had a lovely time.

"How sad we cannot have a party such as that all the time," opined Georgina,
"but then I suppose if we had them every day, or even every week, they would
soon cease to be special, would they not?"

Elena nodded. "Still...it would be nice to have a party for each girl's
birthday."

"Yes, it would."

"When is your birthday, Elena?"

"My birthday is on the first day of Spring, the eightieth day of the year.
In the West, you would say, March 20."

"A Spring Bunny," laughed Georgina.

Elena laughed, too. "So I have been told. 'Tis a curious thing - my sister,
Elara, was born on the same day. Our kinswoman, Ma'ida Nara [ma EE dah na
RAH], was born on that day, as well, so we would celebrate our birthday
together."

"All on the same day," repeated Georgina. "How very curious."

"Yes, isn't it, though? Well, this will be the very first year I do not
celebrate it with them."

"Do you miss your home much," asked Georgina sympathetically. "Most of us
are from nearby, but it is easy to forget how very far away your home is."

Elena gave Georgina a quick, impulsive hug. "How sweet you are! Indeed,
everyone here, Mistresses and pupils alike, have been very kind. I *do* miss
them, Georgina, but I have also taken them with me," and here, she patted her
chest, "and so, it is not as bad as one might think."

"What was your favourite Culverian dish?"

Elena considered this. "It is difficult to say. The fried chicken was
delightful, as was the cornbread. I also enjoyed the ham and the biscuits.
The fried okra was quite unlike anything I had ever tasted before, but I
enjoyed it. And the meat was well-done!"

"Do you prefer it that way?"

"Yes, I do," Elena said, nodding vigorously. "My taste in that regard is
more Illiran than Sithian."

"Do the Sithians like meat rare, then?"

"Oh yes, and worse," Elena giggled. Her voice dropped to a whisper. "My-my
brunette Mummy enjoys raw fish - quite the delicacy, you know. So does my
elder sister. My blonde Mummy and I tell them they are welcome to our share
of it!"

In spite of herself, Georgina's nose wrinkled. "Oh, dear! Raw?"

"I'm afraid so. It-it's not *that* bad, I suppose, and I am a fussy eater,
anyway. But truly, I prefer my meat cooked, and the more cooked it is, the
better I like it! Still...it *is* good for one's discipline to eat things
one does not precisely enjoy."

Georgina nodded, but she wondered to herself if that included consuming raw
fish. Oh dear... "I enjoyed the pecan pie and the fruit cobblers. The
peach was especially delightful."

"And what about the devilled eggs?"

"Or the black-eyed peas?" Georgina smiled brilliantly. "I know - we must
have Miss Veronica or Miss Joans or someone who knows these recipes dictate
them to us so we may remember them."

"That's a good idea. Or...we could compile an Avendale Cookbook and have
everyone's favourites."

Georgina nodded enthusiastically. "Wasn't Elspeth divine? She has the
loveliest voice, and her dress was heavenly."

"Yes, it was, and didn't Miss Veronica look smart in her dark green? I liked
the touch of black lace, too. They certainly looked lovely dancing together."

"Yes, they did," agreed Georgina. "A Perfect Couple... I wonder if they
will marry?"

"Only Dea knows," Elena said softly, "but the possibility exists. It was
nice to see them together, at last."

The two girls spent the next half an hour thus, reminiscing about the party
and the good times they had. Their pleasant interlude was finally
interrupted by Malena, who reminded them of their pending study date, in the
library.
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From: Christabel Marjoribanks <christabel@xxxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Tue Nov 2, 1999 3:57pm
Subject: Tea Time Talk
  	
Christabel Marjoribanks, brunette, aged 14 and 11/12 was in ecstasy. Not
only was she sitting with Elena and Georgina, but all the girls seemed to
love the sweets, cake, and biscuits that her Mums had sent.

Even Cynthia Terwilliger had swooped over and helped herself to a whopping
big handful of Sultana biscuits.

Christabel was trying to find out more about Elena and Georgina. Elena told
her about all the birthdays in her family that occurred on 20th March.
"That must be smashing, to have a birthday so near the time of the
Solstice," observed Christabel. Elena was definitely meant to have been
born to herald in the Springtime!

"And what about you, Georgina?" Christabel asked. "When is your birthday?
I love to know these little things about my friends."

__________________________________________________
FREE Email for ALL! Sign up at http://www.mail.com
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From: <Elaryn@xxx.xxx>
Date: Tue Nov 2, 1999 11:19am
Subject: Sweets from the Sweet
  	
Elena Dierrian, blonde, 12 years old

Elena and Georgina were sitting together at tea when who should come by but
Christabel Marjoribanks, almost 15 and as elegant in uniform as she had been
at Veronica Bellemont's party. She had a large box of goodies from home, and
seemed eager to share them. Christabel carried the package over to their
table and presented it much in the state of an early Amazonian huntress
providing a carcass for her woman. She lay it on the table triumphantly and
said, "Georgina, Elena, I've got a bit of something allright for you two."

Cynthia Terwillinger helped herself to a large handful of Sultana biscuits.
She gradually became aware of an icy stare from Veronica; a no-nonsense
expression on the brunette prefect's face that did not bode well for a
certain greedy young lady if she did not mend her ways - NOW. Cynthia turned
bright red to the roots of her fair hair and carefully laid all but two of
the biscuits in front of Elena and Georgina with a wide, embarrassed grin.
"There you go, pippsies," Cynthia declared, trying her best to sound
nonchalant and as if a prefect were not breathing down her neck. Veronica
smiled sweetly at Cynthia and nodded as if to say, 'Much better, thank you,'
and ambled over herself to inspect the culinary treasure trove Christabel had
brought to tea.

"Oh, Christabel," protested Elena, "surely you cannot mean to give ALL these
away. Please - save some for yourself."

Christabel shrugged and smiled. "There is plenty where that came from, and
my Mummsies DO love to bake! Please - help yourselves. Besides, you can't
expect a pette to eat all this by herself - I'd be the size of a dirigible in
no time." She favoured Elena and Georgina with a beautiful, conspiratorial
smile and said, "I bet I know two blondes who *adore* choccie biccies..."

Elena looked a little puzzled, but Georgina giggled and blushed a little.
"Chocolate biscuits," she translated for Elena. "Here!" She handed one to
Elena.

Elena took the proffered biscuit and took a dainty nibble. "Thank you,
Christabel," she said softly. "My compliments to your Mummies. They are
excellent cooks."

Christabel nodded happily. "They've outdone themselves, but just wait'll you
see what they send round for the Christmas holidays."

Christabel was trying to find out more about Elena and Georgina. Elena told
her about all the birthdays in her family that occurred on 20th March.
"That must be smashing, to have a birthday so near the time of the Solstice,"
observed Christabel. Elena was definitely meant to have been
born to herald in the Springtime!

"And what about you, Georgina?" Christabel asked. "When is your birthday?
I love to know these little things about my friends."

Georgina colored and lowered her eyes.

"You're awfully curious," Cynthia said in a tone that was not quite a
challenge.

"And how's a girl to know if she doesn't ask," responded Christabel, who
refused to intimidated. "So, Cynthia, when is *your* birthday?"

"Oh, umm...uh... July. July 6."

"I think exchanging birthdays is a splendid idea," opined Elspeth softly.
Several other girls nodded in agreement. Melisande Delaporte fetched some
paper and a pen and began to record...
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From: Kate Katzban-Beren <kater@xxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Tue Nov 2, 1999 7:59pm
Subject: Re: Caitlen to Charlotte and tea
  	
On her way out to tea Caitlen noticed that someone had slipped a note under
her door. How odd... Picking it up she noticed that it was from Charlotte,
thanking her for her help the other afternoon. Well, it was the least that
I could do. I'll have to remember to enquire after Charlotte at tea, I'm
quite relieved to see that she's feeling better.

Upon entering the room for tea Caitlen immeadiately saw the large group of
girls surrounding what appeared to be Charlotte, Genevieve, Christabel, and
a number of sweets. Making her way over to the group Caitlen greeted
everyone, thanking Charlotte for her kind note and christabel for sharing
her bounty, then took up a piece of the delicous chocolate cake. My it was
*heaven*... Caitlen so wished that her mummies baked like this! After
chatting with the girls for a while Caitlen had a seat and began leafing
through a poetry book, looking for a poem for Miss Throckmorten's class.

-Caitlen Ramsey Ash, brunette, 15
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From: michele L <michelegirl@xxxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Tue Nov 2, 1999 8:03pm
Subject: Michele turns in her lines.
  	
Michele softly knocked on the door to Miss Throckmorton's study. She hoped this visit would be different from the last one. That was the one in which she was strapped and given 500 lines to write.
No answer, she knocked a little harder... and still no answer.
Michele carefully slipped her completed punnishment assignment of 500 lines under the door. She hoped that would be permissible, feeling that to wait another day would be worse.
Hopefully she could start anew with Miss Throckmorton.
As she was walking back to the brunette's dorm, she noticed a couple of girls in the shadows under a tree. It was not clear in the fading light who the girls were, but they were smoking!
Michele quickly hurried off, afraid that she might be implicated or questioned if someone saw her there...

Michele Lea, age 13, brunette.
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From: ashleigh butler <ashleeigh_99@xxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Tue Nov 2, 1999 8:55pm
Subject: Re: games
  	
Ashleigh waited in the garden for her friends to come
out.... It was already spooky outside in the dark.
They were going to have so much fun. Where are they,
she thought to herself.

=====
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From: Kate Katzban-Beren <kater@xxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Tue Nov 2, 1999 10:17pm
Subject: Re: games
  	
Caitlen snuck out to the garden, having been informed of the games by
Charlotte. When she got outside she saw no one at first, then just barely
made out a figure standing beneath one of the larger trees. Cautiously she
approached, until at last she made out the figure of one Ashleigh Butler.

'Hey, Ash! Where's everyone else?'

Caitlen whispered as she moved to join the girl, hidden by the darkness of
the garden.

-Caitlen Ramsey Ash, brunette, 15
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From: ashleigh butler <ashleeigh_99@xxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Wed Nov 3, 1999 6:07am
Subject: Re: games
  	
> 'Hey, Ash! Where's everyone else?'
>
> Caitlen whispered as she moved to join the girl,
> hidden by the darkness of
> the garden.

Hi Caitlen. Ashleigh answered. No one else is here
yet, I dont know if the are having trouble getting
out. We will see. She shined her flashlight up onto
her face making an errie glow and said BOO!, and then
started laughing. Oops she said I guess I better be
quiet... hahaha

=====
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From: Georgina de la Falaise <Tanya@xxxxxxxxxxxxxxx.xxxxxxxxx.xx.xxx>
Date: Wed Nov 3, 1999 7:40am
Subject: Birthdays
  	
Tanya@c...


Georgina finished her delicious mouthful of sultana biscuit, looked up at Christabel and replied, "My birthday falls on February 21st, the same day as my blonde mummy was born".

Christabel seemed genuinely surprised at this coincidence and commented that the de la Falaise household must be quite a place to be on this particular date with two birthdays being celebrated simultaneously.

Georgina cocurred heartily. She then smiled coyly and blushed a little as she remembered how lovely it had been dancing with Christabel at Veronica's birthday party. She had made her feel so safe and protected as they glided together across the dance floor to the strains of, "Be Still My Beating Heart".

Melisande Delaporte duly noted the date of Georgina's birthday on her piece of paper. With the young blonde's name and date of birth added, she now had the details of three of the girls' birthdays, Elenas' and Cynthias' being the other two. All the other girls present suddenly crowded round anxious to have their own names added to the list. Melisande urged them all to quieten and calm down a little, reminding them that she could only write down one name at a time.
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From: <Kitten1776@xxx.xxx>
Date: Wed Nov 3, 1999 0:04pm
Subject: Alexis to Emma
  	
Alexis quicky slipped a note under Emma Bradbury's door.

Dear Emma,

How are you fairing? It has been quite a while since we've bumped into each
other... in fact, I don't think I've seen you about much since the "sneak
out" some weeks back. I have been terribly busy with schoolwork. I imagine
you are too. Please let me know how you are doing. Perhaps we could meet
for tea some afternoon?

Your friend,

Alexis Harrington
15, blonde
1013
	

From: <Kitten1776@xxx.xxx>
Date: Wed Nov 3, 1999 0:12pm
Subject: Re: games
  	
Alexis, having heard of the "plan" through the grapevine, ventured out in the
darkness with her flashlight. Just yards ahead she spotted two girls with
flashlights. She headed in that direction.

As she approached the girls, she heard a "Hello! Who's there?".

"Alexis Harrington" came her reply.

"Well, hello, Alexis! I don't think we've met...My name is Caitlen Ramsey
Ash, and this is Ashleigh Butler."

"How nice to meet you both! I heard about your plans for this evening from
some of the other girls... I do hope you don't mind that I decided to join
you..."

"No, not at all! We're always glad to make a new friend. Right, Ash?"
Caitlen replied.

"Of course! Now if only the other girls would arrive!" Ashleigh responded.

Just then, the three girls heard a noise in the bushes...
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From: Nicola - 3rd Year Avendale <skoolgirl@xxxxxx.xxxxxxxxx.xx.xxx>
Date: Wed Nov 3, 1999 5:22pm
Subject: Re: games
  	
Nicola Bradford Blonde 15

Nikki had been waiting waiting in the earnest hope that Lynette would appear
it was now dark and still she waited, she could hear the sound of some one
aproaching fearful of being *caught* by a teacher she hid in the bushes as
quiet as possible now there were three flashlight, Nikki was scared and cold
what was she too do, somthing touched her leg she startled surpressing a
scream.
>
> > Avendale School for Young Blondes and Brunettes
>
>
> Semper ad Lucem
>
>
> Forever toward the Light
>
>
> * * *
>
1015
	

From: michele L <michelegirl@xxxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Wed Nov 3, 1999 6:29pm
Subject: Re: games
  	
Michele could see the flashlights pearcing the darkness as she stumbled along the path. She wondered who would be there. The welts from her strapping are still quite visible on the back of her legs and bottom, she hoped this event would not lead to a similar experience. She still had to go, regardless of any consequences that may follow.
ooooooooohhhhhhhh....she trips over a rock, falling into a tangle of vines and bushes.

"Michele, you silly goose, let me help you out of there."
All Michele could see through the bright light pointing at her, was a hand reaching down to her, but could not make out who that hand belonged to.

Michele Lea, 13, brunette.
--
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From: Natalie C. H. Tyler <destro@xx.xxxx>
Date: Wed Nov 3, 1999 7:52pm
Subject: Miss Throckmorton and Georgina
  	
Miss Throckmorton, a brunette Mistress of Literature, was alarmed and
dismayed to see young Georgina dashing down the hall is some disarray.
"My child, what is the matter?" Miss Throckmorton inquired with some
urgency.

When she discovered that the only problem was haste and some
carelessness with Georgina's usual impeccable attire, Miss Throckmorton
looked stern and sad.

"Georgina, I cannot allow this to go unattended. Please step into my
chambers."

Georgina followed, her heart beating fast and a lump rising in her
throat.

"Sit down here, Georgina," invited Miss Throckmorton. "Some people may
call this a chaise longue, but in reality it is what the Victorians
called a 'fainting sofa.'

I want you to think about what you were doing and in the meantime I will
think about a proper method of disciplinary attention. Let's be patient
here. It may take me a while"

Georgina had to sit and think and think and think whilst Miss
Throckmorton paced back and forth deep in her own thoughts. Panic
slowly rose within Georgina's young breast. Her thoughts ran in a
speedy dizzy array. Miss Throckmorton seemed to be pondering something
most deeply. How long would Georgina have to wait?
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From: ashleigh butler <ashleeigh_99@xxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Wed Nov 3, 1999 8:23pm
Subject: Re: games
  	
Ashleigh laughed as Michele fell into the bushes. She
knew she wasnt hurt. Ok she said. Do you guys want
to play truth or dare? Anybody start...
Ashleigh, bl, 16

=====
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From: Tracey Austin <tracey_m_austin@xxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Wed Nov 3, 1999 9:05pm
Subject: Joining in the games
  	
Tracey hears in the brunette dorm about a night outing. She figures it
isn't sanctioned by the Mistresses or the prefects, but a girl needs to
have fun, doesn't she? Besides, Miss Veronica has been conspicuously
scarce the last few days. Maybe she overindulged at her birthday bash!

Tracey grabs a flashlight and ventures outside. She thought about
bringing Thelma but figured this was a brunette outing.

She steps carefully along the paths, trying not to tear her stockings
in the brambles. She sees the yellow beams of flashlights ahead.

Suddenly she hears an "oooooohhhhhhhh" and a THUDDDD. She runs to the
sound and sees a girl sprawled on her back.

"Let me give you a hand," she says, reaching out to her. The girl
takes Tracey's hand and is pulled up. In the flashlight beam Tracey
recognizes her as Michele, the one who thought she'd switched blouses
with her.

"Well hello, Michele," says Tracey with a grin. "Imagine meeting you
here!"

"Tracey! So glad you could join us," replies Michele, brushing herself
off.

Ashleigh steps over, giggling at Michele. "Nice fall!"

"Hello, Ashleigh," says Tracey. "So what's on the agenda?"

"Let's play Truth or Dare!" says Ashleigh.

"Hmmm...not sure I know how to play that," says Tracey. "Could you
explain how it goes, please?"

Tracey Marie Austin, 14, brunette

=====
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From: ashleigh butler <ashleeigh_99@xxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Wed Nov 3, 1999 9:09pm
Subject: Re: Joining in the games
  	
Well first Tracey, Ashleigh says, someone askes you
if you would like to do tell the truth about a
question, any question, and you have to answer
truthfully, but if you dont want to risk having to
answer some embarrasing question, you can pick dare
and you have to do whatever that person tells you to
do. ANYTHING........

=====
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From: Tracey Austin <tracey_m_austin@xxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Wed Nov 3, 1999 9:36pm
Subject: Truth or Dare
  	
Tracey ponders Ashleigh's explanation about the game "Truth or Dare".

"All right," she says. "I will pick...DARE!"

She hopes whatever it is, doesn't get her, or the other girls, in
trouble...
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From: <Kitten1776@xxx.xxx>
Date: Wed Nov 3, 1999 4:46pm
Subject: Re: Truth or Dare
  	
Now before we start the game, you girls realize that if you choose Dare, and
don't wanna do the dare, that there has to be a penalty!!! When I used to
play it back home with my cousins, sometimes we played that if you refused a
dare, you got a spanking! What do you think?

Alexis Harrington, 15, Blonde


In a message dated 11/3/99 10:25:22 PM Eastern Standard Time,
tracey_m_austin@y... writes:

<< From: Tracey Austin <tracey_m_austin@y...>

Tracey ponders Ashleigh's explanation about the game "Truth or Dare".

"All right," she says. "I will pick...DARE!"

She hopes whatever it is, doesn't get her, or the other girls, in
trouble...
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From: Tracey Austin <tracey_m_austin@xxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Thu Nov 4, 1999 1:14am
Subject: Truth or Dare! Dare!
  	
"A spanking! I don't know! Who's going to give the spanking??" asked
Tracey.

"We are, silly!" giggled Alexis.

"Hmmmm....this could get....painful," mused Tracey.

"What's the matter, scared?" challenged Michele.

"NO!" said Tracey angrily. "I am NOT scared!"

She noticed the new girl arrive. "Hello, I'm Tracey...come
on over," she invited the newcomer.

Tracey turned back to the small group of girls.

"Well, I am NOT scared of being spanked by the likes of YOU," said
Tracey. "I _still_ choose 'dare'!"

Tracey Marie Austin, 14, brunette
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From: Ulalua Melenelia <openchar@xxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Thu Nov 4, 1999 8:44am
Subject: Cynthia's Discovery
  	
Cynthia Terwillinger, brunette, age 16

Cynthia had been unable to sleep that night, and now she was *sure* she had
heard noises outside. She grinned to herself, straightened her uniform and
prepared to head outside to see what was causing the noise.

She was vastly surprised to see several girls, most of the more or less new
to Avendale. Now, the old, unchastened bully would have blackmailed the
group of them into some sort of favours or other, provided she, Cynthia, did
not reveal what they were up to. But instead, Cynthia paused just outside
the light emitted by their torches and listened. Why...it seemed they were
playing a game, and a part of Cynthia wished dearly that she could play,
too. How nice it would be to have the other girls regard her as "just
another one of the girls" and not "oh, the school bully". She also wished
Jinjur were here, for Jinjur would probably know exactly what was going on
here. Jinjur was so smart and grown-up and... Cynthia closed her eyes for
a moment and savoured their last tryst. True, it had involved a spanking
for Cynthia, but Cynthia was coming to discover that receiving a spanking
was not *always* such a bad thing. And Jinjur's kisses afterward had been
more than adequate compensation for a sore, stinging derriere.

There was also a part of Cynthia, newly awakened by Veronica's
ministrations, that told her that these girls were up to something that
could only get them into deep trouble if they were discovered. She should
warn them to keep quiet - not make so much noise. Another part of her mind
said she should advise them to go quietly to bed and report themselves the
Veronica and Annalinde in the morning.

She recognised brunette Tracey Austin, Alexis Harrington, a pretty young
blonde who had captured Cynthia's attention on several occasions, Ashleigh
Butler, blonde and just Cynthia's own age, and young brunette Michele Lea.
Finally, there was that new girl - what *was* her name? A runette just a year older than she.

And so Cynthia stood, wracked with indecision, until one of the girls espied
her standing there in the darkness.

"What ho there," she said in a voice just barely over a whisper. "Who
is that?"

"It is Cynthia," declared Michele.

Cynthia wavered. Should she turn and flee or ask to join them?

"Well, don't just stand there," said Ashleigh finally. "We are playing
'Truth or Dare' and if you want to join in, come over here and have a seat."
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From: Christabel Marjoribanks <christabel@xxxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Thu Nov 4, 1999 2:56pm
Subject: Christabel hears noises
  	
Christabel Marjoribanks, brunette, aged 14 and 11/12

As Christabel was just about to prepare for bed, she distinctly heard some
whispering rustling kinds of noises emanating from outside the Brunette's
Dormitory.

She listened carefully. There was no mistake about it. She immediately
thought that the school was perhaps under attack from some burglarettes or
even some rowdy ruffianettes from Avenbridge or from the rival school.

She did not know if she should go outside and pretend to be Nancy Drew and
"solve the mystery of the noisy attacker" or if she should consult Miss
Veronica first. Miss Veronica was the prefect and she should certainly be
informed of any irregularity.
On the other hand, Christabel was loathe to disturb the over-worked Miss
Veronica with what, after all, might be a false alarm or the workings of an
overwrought imagination.

How she wished that the school rules could cover each and every contingency,
so that she was not facing this conundrum.

Finally she reasoned that the noise, if not imaginary, could only connote
some sort of danger for the school. She did not want to endanger another
girl, not even the Prefect.

Investigate she would, and on her own.

Slowly, silently, Christabel left the dormitory carrying her heavy torch.
She might need to use it to "knock out" an intruder. She hoped and prayed
that it would be no more than a few cats cavorting by moonlight.

Christabel opened the door, and resolutely walked out of the dormitory and
in the direction of the muffled whispering noises.

__________________________________________________
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From: Christabel Marjoribanks <christabel@xxxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Thu Nov 4, 1999 3:36pm
Subject: Christabel's Agony
  	
Christabel Marjoribanks, a brunette who was almost at the eve of her
fifteeth birthday was in pure agony. She had bravely stepped towards the
queeer noises and discovered....no, not ruffianettes, no not a band of
cats.....but 6 or 7 of her very own schoolmates out after hours and
evidently having a good time of it.
"Hello, Christabel, TRUTH OR DARE!" a voice shouted out at her.

At that moment her heart sunk and she knew that she faced an impossible
decision. She could go back to the Brunette Dormitory and inform Miss
Veronica of the hijinks of the high-spirited girls. But then she would be
the cause for so much punishment that she would truly be made miserable.
She could not mention it to anyone, but then a guily conscience would
prevail upon her. If she were found out, she might be sent down and it was
her dearest wish in the world to be a girl worthy of Avendale standards and
to be a girl who might perhaps leave school, at the proper time, at the
proper age, with academic honours and the promise of a permanest future with
one of those lovely, delicate young blonde girls, Elena or Georgina.

What would Miss Veronica do?
She thought. In the meantime it seemed as though her very own classmates
were compromising her. They had encircled her and were chanting truth or
dare, truth or dare, TRUTH OR DARE.

Christabel's heart sank as she admitted to herself that what she would do
would sink her in the opinion of these lively girls with whom she had so
wanted to be friends.

"Truth and dare," she announced. "The truth is, this is against the rules.
The dare is, I dare you all to go back to your rooms where you belong'

As she turned to walk away, she heard voices saying "self-righteous
prigstress", "what a puritan," "well, I thought she was all right, but I was
wrong."

She ran back to the dormitory and her next tough decision would be whether
to just creep quietly into bed, or reveal the full truth about the
Malfeasances in the Schoolyard to Miss Veronica.

Stymied, she slowly climbed the stairs.

__________________________________________________
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From: ashleigh butler <ashleeigh_99@xxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Thu Nov 4, 1999 4:01pm
Subject: Re: Truth or Dare! Dare!
  	
Ok Ashleigh said, sounds like you are all game. Who
wants to go first? Anyone? Anyone not AFRAID
hahahaha. ....

=====
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From: Tracey Austin <tracey_m_austin@xxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Thu Nov 4, 1999 8:22pm
Subject: Back to truth or dare, Christabel notwithstanding!
  	
Tracey stared at Christabel, unbelieving. She had thought the brunette
was a _fun_ girl, not a wet blanket about a bit of harmless fun!

"Truth and dare," Christobel announced. "The truth is, this is against
the rules. The dare is, I dare you all to go back to your rooms where
you belong."

The girls watched Christabel turn on her heel and walk away. They
muttered among themselves. Tracey's face flushed red. She wanted to
grab Christabel and shake the little moraliser.

"Oh well, who cares about HER," said Tracey, flouncing her hair. "She
_better_ not go tell on us, is all I can say."

"I agree!" said Cynthia, the old Cynthia flaring up in face of this
adversity.

The remaining girls fell quiet, several worrying about getting in
trouble, and wondering if a little mischief was worth the possible
thrashing in store for them if they were found out.

"Come ONNNN, you children!" said Ashleigh, trying to get their spirits
up again. "We were just about to DARE Tracey here!"

Tracey managed a smile, pushing thoughs of punishment out of her mind.

"Yes, we were!" she said. "What is my DARE?"

"Wait!" said one of the others. "What about the penalty for not doing
the dare?"

"I have an idea!" said Tracey. "If a girl won't do the dare, she has
to run the gauntlet. That means everyone will line up with legs apart
and the girl has to crawl on hands and knees between their legs, while
they spank her!"

"I loooove it!" howled Ashleigh, nudging Michele, who looked dubious
but then joined in the approval.

"Everyone in?" asked Tracey. They all nodded, one by one.

"Then what is my DARE???" repeated Tracey.



=====
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From: <Aphridite1@xxx.xxx>
Date: Thu Nov 4, 1999 3:28pm
Subject: Re: letter to Shortie
  	
My Dearest Shortie,

Your compliments make me blush so! Are you always this articulate and
complementary to all the blondes or just me? I have to say at the party you
were quite stunning yourself. I do enjoy dancing with you immensely. I
honestly didn't want to take a turn with all the other brunettes. I was
always peeking over my shoulder to find my very gallant and beautiful escort.
It more than makes up for your tardiness. I had a simply smashing time!
I have a confession, I have been so busy trying to keep up with my studies, I
have not finished my lines from Miss Throckmorton. Whatever shall I do? I
have only gotten to two hundred! Does your offer still stand to help me with
my lines? I would be forever in your debt. I would normally do all of them
myself, but I just cannot seem to find the time. Let me know if you have some
free time and we might be able to finish them soon. I hope Ash invited
Rachel, she seems like she would be a fun sort of girl for our game.

XO,
Gen

p.s. I am so glad you handed in your essay on time. Tip Top job, I must say!
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From: Christabel Marjoribanks <christabel@xxxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Thu Nov 4, 1999 8:46pm
Subject: Christabel ponders
  	
Christabel Marjoribanks, brunette, aged 14 and 11/12

Christabel walked back to her room. She felt just dreadful. She hated to
think that so many girls would think of her as a wet blanket. They probably
didn't know that she was on probation for her use of questionable language
and that staying at Avendale was very important to her.

She also decided that whatever else might happen, she could not possibly
become a traitor. A quislingette. A canary. A stool-pigeonette. A
Benedicta Arnold. A whistle-blower. A snitchess.

Besides, what would happen if she told Miss Veronica? It would be a
heartache for Veronica and punishment for the girls outside.

Certainly however high the moral standards of Elena and Georgina were, and
they did indeed seem high, even they could have no approbation for a
turncoat amidst the pupils.

She decided to console herself with a "choccie biccie," and see if she could
make some small amends to the other girls in the morning. Maybe she had
even done them a favor since it seemed that their whispers were now so very
low that probably they would escape detection.

"Please Dea," she prayed. "Let me be good. Only not until tomorrow."

__________________________________________________
FREE Email for ALL! Sign up at http://www.mail.com
1031
	

From: Miss Joans <MissJoans@xxxxxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Thu Nov 4, 1999 8:50pm
Subject: Art Essays
  	
Now, girls, I want to tell you that all of your essays were quite
creditable. Not all of them were posted at the Museum, but I was most
impressed just the same. Try just a tiny bit harder and I will have to
post all of the essays of the next visit!

First let us discuss the exquisite and haunting photograph "Blessed Art
Thou Among Women" by Gertrude Kasebier. Those of you who chose to write
about this photograph, kindly raise your hands.

[Ariadne di Naxos, Janet Dolan, Thelma Roberts, Georgina de la Falaise
and Lynette Klaire raise their hands.]

This image made quite an impression on some of you. Janet, as I recall,
was so entranced by the image that she was nearly left behind.

Lynette pointed out the parallel between the little girl's apparent
reluctance to meet whatever awaits her to the trepidation all young
girls feel when they go to school, for they know that they will never be
entirely the same afterwards.

Georgina, your essay was very nice, but even though I am not a grammar
mistress , I must tell you to watch your spelling and punctuation more
carefully. At least you did not make the all-too-common error of using
the contraction of "it is" when you meant to use the possessive "its",
but you did add an unnecessary apostrophe -- *after* the "s".

Most of you who wrote about this image speculated about what the little
girl was being urged to do, and discussed the archetype of the Mother so
beautifully depicted. Your essays were quite good, but since they said
essentially the same thing, I chose only one to post at the Museum. I
chose Thelma's because she did some outside research on Miss Gertrude
Kasebier, and thus her essay was the most informative to visitors.

Who wrote about "Autumn", the painting of the brunette picking grapes,
by J.W. Godward?

[Malena Franklin, Alessandra Kirrin, and Charlotte Greene raise their
hands.]

On this painting, we had the added honour of a short essay written by
our esteemed Mistress of Literature, Miss Charlotte Throckmorton. Her
remarks to me about this work were so interesting that I was moved to
request that she write them up for the Museum.

Malena, when you put your essay in the post-box, you did not choose the
correct painting title. Fortunately, however, you mentioned the title in
the first line of your essay, so I knew to which work you were
referring.

Alessandra's essay was late, but very nice. She speculated about what
the brunette pictured was daydreaming about.

Charlotte, I must say that your essay amused me a great deal. You tend
to make up some of your words, such as "wrinkley" and "russetty". I
trust Miss Throckmorton will enjoy your essays in her class, though she
may feel it her duty to break you of that rather charming, if incorrect,
habit.

I must read a few lines from your essay for the class: "It may in fact
be a courtyard within her villa, as in those days they often had
courtyards inside where not only would grapes be grown, but sometimes
there were pools to lounge by and contemplate life. This lady is
probably contemplating life as she picks these grapes. They remind her
of the ever changing but cyclical nature of the seasons which obviously
affect the grapes and her as well. Next year when she gathers the
grapes, she will be older and more wrinkley or even DEAD. The beautiful
robes she wears which at the moment are the russetty autumnal colours of
leaves and the blue of water and purity, will be out of fashion."

My, how profound we are! Look at how Charlotte strings together fashion,
mortality and contemplation! Listen to what other things she likes to
put together: "Wine in turn symbolises lots of things, like the good
life, fun and religious transformation. It ages well and can last for
quite a long time, in fact, maybe even longer than the beauty of the
lady."

Fun *and* religious transformation. Charlotte, were you by any chance
one of the girls who partook of the "apple jack" a couple of weeks ago?

Now for "The Mirror of Venus". Miss Veronica wrote one of our
preliminary essays for it, and she discussed how looking into the mirror
symbolized partaking of the essence of Dea Herself. Ashleigh, on the
other hand, pointed out that all of the women in the painting
experienced the same event differently.

Finally, "Young Girl in Green" by Mme. Tamara de Lempicka. Who wrote
about this?

[Annalinde Chelverton, Elena Dierran, Nicola Bradford, Tracey Austin,
Genevieve Bouvier, Michele Lea and Caitlen Ramsey Ash all raise their
hands.]

This painting was even more popular than "Blessed Art Thou Among Women".
Annalinde produced a truly excellent essay from which we shall all
benefit. I expect you all to read her essay at the Museum even if you do
not read any others. It is the very first one, and I am certain you
shall all agree that it deserves to be.

Now, Nicola -- oh, very well, Nikki -- wrote quite perceptively about
the combination of blonde and brunette qualities captured in the girl in
this painting. All of you seemed to have your curiosity piqued by her.
Most of you had more questions than statements about her! You all
speculated about who she was, what she was thinking, what she had
experienced in her life. All of you did very good jobs on your essays,
but again, most of them said essentially the same thing, and so I chose
Michele's essay to post because she gave us some additional information
about Mme. de Lempicka.

You girls may view the selected essays of your classmates at
http://belladonna.org/llangollen01.html.


Miss Joans, blonde, mistress
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From: <Aphridite1@xxx.xxx>
Date: Thu Nov 4, 1999 4:05pm
Subject: TattleTale Truth or Dare
  	
Genevieve, 16, Blonde

Genevieve stared at Christabel in amazement. What a stuffed shirt. Really who
did she think she was?
" I say ladies, if Christabel tells on us, we should pull the meanest, most
horrid punishment known. I think we should write her a little note detailing
exactly what happens to snitches. I mean we all are here just having a bit of
innocent fun. It's not like we are smoking or doing anything too improper! "
Everyone agreed that somehow Christabel needed to be kept quiet, but their
attention was diverted back to Tracy, and her dare.
"I dare you to go into the bushes, and kiss Ashleigh on the lips for two
whole minutes. If you don't do it you know the consequences" declared
Genevieve
Meanwhile the girls disappeared into the bushes. Everyone waited with bated
breath as Ashleigh and Nicole looked at one another....
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From: <Aphridite1@xxx.xxx>
Date: Thu Nov 4, 1999 3:52pm
Subject: A Bit late to the games
  	
Genevieve, 16, Blonde

Genevieve could see all the flashlights as she crept through the woods. She
crept silently, and yelled "Boo."
Half the girls present gasped, and Ashleigh let out a yip and almost fell off
the rock she was perched on. Genevieve found this hysterically funny, and
almost fell to the ground laughing.
"So what are we playing girls? You didn't think I would miss all the fun did
you?" she said with a mischievous glint in her eye.
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From: Miss Joans <MissJoans@xxxxxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Thu Nov 4, 1999 9:51pm
Subject: Miss Joans' Moonlight Stroll
  	
Miss Joans tossed and turned in her bed for what seemed like hours.
Somehow, she simply could not get to sleep. Perhaps it was the
excitement at having an artistic mind such as Annalinde's to guide.
Perhaps it was the anticipation of knowing that in a day or so one of
her special protegees, Janet Dolan, would be at school once more and she
would have the pleasure of training a promising talent. Or perhaps she
had allowed Miss Throckmorton to serve her one cup too many of Countess
Grey.

Whatever the case, Miss Joans could not sleep, and at last she rose,
put on her dressing-gown and a heavy coat, and went out for a moonlit
constitutional in the hopes that the chilly air would calm her enough
that she could sleep.

When she passed Miss Throckmorton's flat, she noticed that a light
was burning in the window. She tapped on the door very softly. The
literature mistress opened the door promptly and admitted that she was
in the same boat.

"Victoria Hugo," she explained with deprecation, gesturing to the
open book on the chaise. "She always keeps me up. I should know better
than to read her in the evening."

"Why don't you join me for a little stroll?" Miss Joans suggested.
"It may quiet our minds."

"Just the thing, I'm sure," Miss Throckmorton agreed. "Let me get my
coat."

Warmly wrapped, the two mistresses ambled about the school, not
talking lest they disturb the girls in the quiet dormitories. They had
not taken even one turn around the grounds when Miss Throckmorton
stopped and cocked her head. "Do you hear that?" she asked softly.

Miss Joans listened. After a moment, she heard it too: voices and
giggles breaking the midnight silence. Perhaps a few girls chatting in
their rooms at this lawless hour? The brunette mistress gestured to her
and they softly walked to the corner of the dormitory and peered round.

To Miss Joans' amazement, there were several girls fully dressed,
*outside the dormitory* in the middle of the night.

Miss Joans was more bemused than anything else. Miss Throckmorton,
however, was not in the least at a loss. She simply, calmly,
matter-of-factly walked over to where the girls were whispering among
themselves. As she made no effort to soften her steps, the girls heard
her several seconds before she reached them, and all froze. After a
moment, Miss Joans followed.

"Why don't you all report to my study after classes tomorrow?" Miss
Throckmorton suggested. Her tone was the same she would have used had
she been inviting them for tea, but none of them were misled.

Tracey was the one who at last spoke. "Did that little sneak snitch
on us?" she demanded.

Miss Throckmorton's eyebrows raised a fraction. "I do not know the
identity of the 'little sneak' to whom you are referring, but I hazard
that she must have a strong sense of 'schoolgirl honour'. Nobody
'snitched' on you. It was purest coincedence that Miss Joans and I were
both unable to sleep. You are all dismissed."

The girls did not care to discuss the matter, and all dispersed into
the dormitory, including a couple who had been hiding in the bushes.
Miss Throckmorton's keen eyes were taking careful note of the girls
involved in this little escapade. If they were wise, they would not
neglect to report to the mistress' study.

"I feel most refreshed," Miss Throckmorton remarked as the
mistresses fell into step and resumed their stroll. "I think I shall be
able to sleep now."

"Good. I am certain that I shall not sleep a wink," replied Miss
Joans, who was a bit rattled from the unexpected encounter. She was awed
my her colleague's effortless authority. Her own pupils had a healthy
respect for her displeasure, but she knew that she did not have Miss
Throckmorton's self-assured presence. How terrified she should have been
of Miss Throckmorton had she been her pupil. And she easily could have
been, she calculated, examining the middle-aged brunette from the corner
of her eye, for Miss Joans was only in her mid-twenties.

Miss Throckmorton escorted the blonde mistress to her flat. "Try
some hot milk," she advised cheerfully. "Good night, Miss Joans."

"Pleasant dreams," Miss Joans replied, and went to heat some milk.
She eventually did get to sleep, but the girls they had surprised at
their midnight revels, she felt certain, did not. Not with the thought
of Miss Throckmorton's study looming before them.


Miss Elizabeth Joans, blonde, Art mistress
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From: Tracey Austin <tracey_m_austin@xxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Fri Nov 5, 1999 0:34am
Subject: Caught In The Act
  	
Tracey waits for her dare. It is Genevieve who issues the challenge.

"I dare you to go into the bushes, and kiss Ashleigh on the lips for
two whole minutes. If you don't do it, you know the consequences,"
declares Genevieve.

Tracey stares at Ashleigh. The blond girl giggles and Tracey blushes.
She thinks of Thelma, guiltily. But this is just _play_. Not for real.
And Tracey will take a dare!

"Come on, Ash," she says, taking Ashleigh by the hand. She leads her
into the bushes.

Ashleigh smiles shyly at Tracey. Tracey brushes the hair out of her
eyes and pulls Ashleigh to her. "Ready?"

Ashleigh nods. Tracey glues her lips to the other girl. They both
start to giggle. The giggles overtake them and they are helplessly
falling in each others' arms as the rest of the girls try to see
through the bushes.

Suddenly, there is a hush from the spectators. Tracey senses something
is wrong. Did that SNEAK Christabel run and tell? She puts her
fingers to her lips and makes a ssshhh sound to Ashleigh, who's still
giggling.

Tracey peeks through the bushes. Her blood freezes. She recognizes
two of the mistresses: Miss Joans and Miss Throckmorton!!

"Oh nooooooo," she says softly.

"Who is in there?" demands Miss Throckmorton. Tracey looks helplessly
at Ashleigh and steps out. Ashleigh follows.

"Um...g..good evening, Miss...and Miss," says Tracey nervously.

"Why don't you all report to my study after classes tomorrow?" says
Miss Throckmorton. Tracey sees red. It HAD to be Christabel. Without
thinking, she blurts out, "Did that little sneak snitch on us?"

Miss Throckmorton's tone is icy when she responds that no one
'snitched', the mistresses were simply out for a stroll. Tracey wishes
she hadn't spoken out.

When they are released, the girls drag themselves back to their rooms.
The game that had seemed so much fun had ended badly. Miss
Throckmorton's reputation had already gotten around the school.
Everyone had heard about Michele's strapping. One of the most worried
was Michele herself, who had FELT the pain of a punishment from Miss
Throckmorton.

Tracey pretended to be unafraid. "Oh, who's scared of a little
spanking?" she said lightly, although deep inside she was VERY afraid.
The nice Poetry and Literature mistress would probably NOT be very nice
come tomorrow after classes.

Tracey got into bed, tossing and turning, and it was nearly light
outside when she finally fell asleep.

Tracey Marie Austin, 14, brunette


=====
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From: ashleigh butler <ashleeigh_99@xxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Fri Nov 5, 1999 6:12am
Subject: Re: the post games show. haha
  	
While walking back to the dorm, Ashleigh started
talking to Tracey. I hope we dont get into trouble.
It was my idea to get this game started, I feel so
guilty, If everyone gets in trouble I will feel so
bad. But then all of a sudden she started to giggle
and then laugh. She laughed so hard she had to sit on
the ground and hold her sides. But that was so funny
she said. Did you see the look on those peoples faces
when they came out and found us haveing a little
middle of the night party outside. haha. Well maybe
when all this wears off we can try it again. :)
Ashleigh, 16, blonde


=====
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From: <LSDixie@a...>
Date: Fri Nov 5, 1999 3:43am
Subject: Alisa's Conscience
  	
Alisa Westerling, 13

What a crazy night! Alisa's heart was racing. Since arriving at Avendale,
she had made a habit of slipping out at night after lights out and walking
the grounds. She usually waited until after her roommate Christabel had gone
to sleep, but tonight she had slipped out before she had come to their room.
She was up to nothing mischievous--she just had a lot on her mind and the
moonlit walks helped clear her mind. Although she loved most of her classes,
she was still felt very out of place at Avendale. All of the girls were
great and very friendly, but she had made no really close friends--save
Christabel. All of her walks had been uneventful. She had been able to slip
in and out without being noticed. But tonight something different happened!
She had been walking along when she heard giggling and whispering. She
peered over the long row of bushes and saw some of the girls. " I wonder what
they are up to," thought Alisa.
No sooner than the thought passed, she noticed Miss Throckmorton and Miss
Joans advancing toward the group. Alisa quickly ducked down to avoid
discovery.
"Why don't you all report to my study after classes tomorrow?" She heard
Miss Throckmorton say. A shock of fear went through Alisa. She had heard
about Miss Throckmorton's discipline! These girls would now be subject to it
and Alisa was just as guilty as they were!
The group broke up and started back to the dorms as Alisa let it all sink
in. She had to get back to her room! She slipped back into the dorm and
into her room. The lights were off and she thought Christabel was asleep
until she said, "Alisa, where have you been?! You weren't out there playing
'Truth or Dare', too, were you?"
"No." Alisa climbed onto Christabel's bed and told her of the night's
happenings.
When she got the part about Miss Throckmorton and Miss Joans, Christabel
became visibly distressed.
"Oh, no! I bet they think that I told on them!" Cried Christabel.
"Surely not, Chris! They know you better than that." Alisa said
attempting to calm her down. "But what am I to do?" Alisa felt so guilty.
She couldn't let all of the other girls take their punishment and her not pay
for the same infraction, could she?
But then again, nobody knew about it but her and Christabel.
"I am not going to tell you what to do, Alisa, but we both know you are
an honorable brunette and that you will make the right decision," her friend
said. "Come on, let's sleep on it."
Alisa crawled into her bed. There would be very little sleeping for her
this night!
Alisa Westerling,13
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From: Tracey Austin <tracey_m_austin@xxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Fri Nov 5, 1999 2:31pm
Subject: Reporting to Miss Throckmorton
  	
It had not been a pleasant day for Tracey. She had slept poorly the
night before, after being caught by two mistresses while out of the
dormitory long after lights out. She felt the droopy effects of only a
few hours' sleep.

During classes she was inattentive and restless and was sharply
reprimanded several times. It was a miracle that she escaped getting
the classroom tawse administered to her there and then.

She noticed the worried faces of the other girls involved in the
illicit Truth or Dare game, with the exception of Ashleigh, who seemed
to regard the whole incident as a joke. Tracey figured Ashleigh would
change her attitude after she met Miss Throckmorton's strap.

After the final class of the day was dismissed, Tracey checked that her
uniform was impeccable and her stocking seams were straight. With her
fingers, she smoothed her chestnut brown, shoulder-length hair.
Squaring her shoulders, she walked slowly to Miss Throckmorton's study.
She would take her punishment like a brunette, without fuss, she
resolved to herself.

She knocked on the door, her heart thudding, despite her outward
bravado.

Tracey M. Austin, 14, brunette

--- Miss Joans <MissJoans@b...> wrote:
> "Why don't you all report to my study after classes tomorrow?"
> Miss> Throckmorton suggested. Her tone was the same she would have
used had> she been inviting them for tea, but none of them were misled.


=====
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From: michele L <michelegirl@xxxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Fri Nov 5, 1999 3:57pm
Subject: Re: Caught In The Act
  	
Michele was really enjoying the truth or dare game when she heard the voice of Miss Throckmorton. Her welts from the strapping had faded to faint red lines on the back of her thighs and a bruise on her bottom. Now here again is Miss Throckmorton ordering her and the rest of the girls to report to her tomorrow for who knows what! She has all she can do not to cry as a few of the girls exchange knowing looks with her. It seems that all may soon find out what discipline is like at the hand of Miss Throckmorton...

Michele Lea, age 13, brunette.
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From: michele L <michelegirl@xxxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Fri Nov 5, 1999 4:09pm
Subject: Re: Reporting to Miss Throckmorton
  	
Michele also slept poorly and had all she could do to concentrate on her schoolwork with the prospect of going to Miss Throckmorton's study hanging over her head.
It was time and as she neared the study, she saw Tracey knocking on the door. Michele hurried to catch up, believing that she could draw some strength and courage from the older brunette. As she caught up, the door opened, Tracey and Michele exchanged nervous glances...

Michele Lea, age 13, brunette.
--

On Fri, 5 Nov 1999 12:31:06 Tracey Austin wrote:
>From: Tracey Austin <tracey_m_austin@y...>
>
>It had not been a pleasant day for Tracey. She had slept poorly the
>night before, after being caught by two mistresses while out of the
>dormitory long after lights out. She felt the droopy effects of only a
>few hours' sleep.
>
>During classes she was inattentive and restless and was sharply
>reprimanded several times. It was a miracle that she escaped getting
>the classroom tawse administered to her there and then.
>
>She noticed the worried faces of the other girls involved in the
>illicit Truth or Dare game, with the exception of Ashleigh, who seemed
>to regard the whole incident as a joke. Tracey figured Ashleigh would
>change her attitude after she met Miss Throckmorton's strap.
>
>After the final class of the day was dismissed, Tracey checked that her
>uniform was impeccable and her stocking seams were straight. With her
>fingers, she smoothed her chestnut brown, shoulder-length hair.
>Squaring her shoulders, she walked slowly to Miss Throckmorton's study.
> She would take her punishment like a brunette, without fuss, she
>resolved to herself.
>
>She knocked on the door, her heart thudding, despite her outward
>bravado.
>
>Tracey M. Austin, 14, brunette
>
>--- Miss Joans <MissJoans@b...> wrote:
>> "Why don't you all report to my study after classes tomorrow?"
>> Miss> Throckmorton suggested. Her tone was the same she would have
>used had> she been inviting them for tea, but none of them were misled.
>
>
>=====
>
>>Avendale School for Young Blondes and Brunettes
>
>
>Semper ad Lucem
>
>
>Forever toward the Light
>
>
>* * *
>
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From: <Kitten1776@xxx.xxx>
Date: Fri Nov 5, 1999 4:26pm
Subject: Re: Art Essays
  	
In a message dated 11/4/99 9:49:48 PM Eastern Standard Time,
MissJoans@b... writes:

<< Finally, "Young Girl in Green" by Mme. Tamara de Lempicka. Who wrote
about this?

[Annalinde Chelverton, Elena Dierran, Nicola Bradford, Tracey Austin,
Genevieve Bouvier, Michele Lea and Caitlen Ramsey Ash all raise their
hands.] >>

Miss Joans? I also wrote about this painting. I submitted it very early as
requested at the museum. Did you not receive it? I do hope this was an
oversight, as I did work very hard on it and wish to know your opinion.

Alexis Harrington, 15, blonde
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From: Miss Joans <MissJoans@xxxxxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Fri Nov 5, 1999 10:57pm
Subject: Re: Art Essays
  	
> "Finally, *Young Girl in Green* by Mme. Tamara de Lempicka. Who wrote
> about this?"
>
> [Annalinde Chelverton, Elena Dierran, Nicola Bradford, Tracey Austin,
> Genevieve Bouvier, Michele Lea and Caitlen Ramsey Ash all raise their
> hands.]
>
> "Miss Joans? I also wrote about this painting. I submitted it very early as
> requested at the museum. Did you not receive it? I do hope this was an
> oversight, as I did work very hard on it and wish to know your opinion,"
> Alexis spoke up.

"Oh, of course, Alexis! Do excuse me, dear. And your essay was very nice indeed.
Why don't you stand up and read it for us?"

Alexis stood and accepted her paper back from Miss Joans. A "B" was written in
red ink at the top. She smiled a little to herself. She had done pretty well on
her very first essay for the class. Next time she was sure to get an "A". She
cleared her throat and began to read.

""Donna Vestita in Verde" (or "Young Girl in Green") by Tamara de Lempicka
caught my eye immediately. The artist captures the imagination with this
painting. Who is this young girl? Is she waiting for someone, and if so, for
whom? Notice her uplifted left arm, and how she appears to be wind-blown. Is
she hurrying to catch someone? Perhaps she is a wealthy maiden, perhaps she is
an actress. Notice the expression on her face, almost coy. Is she hiding
something? There are many possible scenarios for this young lass, and each as
plausible as the next.

"Aside from the possible scenarios this piece allows one to imagine, one cannot
help but notice the vividness and brilliance of this painting. Notice the
contrasts between shadow and light. Behold the details of the girl's figure
beneath her green dress. See her slender fingers, the golden locks of hair
peeking out from beneath her hat, her rose-colored lips, her large beautiful
eyes. This painting fills the imagination and engages the eyes to keep gazing
upon her beauty and form."

When Alexis finished, Miss Joans turned to the class. "You see, like many of you
who wrote about this painting, Alexis was inspired to ask many questions about
this girl and speculate about her. But notice that she also discussed how the
details of the work capture our attention. This is indeed the sort of essay for
which I am looking in this class.

"The next time we visit the Museum, I think I will have you all turn your essays
in to the list. All of you did good enough jobs to merit having your essays
displayed at the Museum, but since so many of you wrote such similar thoughts,
it would have been of little interest to other visitors to read several versions
of the same thing, however well written. If you can all read each other's essays
as they are written, I am certain we will see less repetition and more of your
essays can be displayed."

Miss Elizabeth Joans, blonde, Art mistress
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From: Kate Katzban-Beren <kater@xxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Fri Nov 5, 1999 11:16pm
Subject: truth or dare, a chat, & the aftermath
  	
Caitlen and Ashleigh sat outside sharing stories of Ashleigh's previous
late-night school outings and Caitlen's jaunts around her hometown after
dark with a few of her best buddies while they waited for the other girls to
arrive. After a few minutes the girl's appeared, Caitlen was glad to see
that the other had made it, this would be a good opportunity for her to make
some friends.

Tracey had just asked for a dare when Christabel arrived, telling them all
that they were breaking the rules and should go back to bed. At first
Caitlen was as outraged as everyone else, but after a few moments of
reflection she realised that Christabel was probably just hurt over not
having been informed of the gathering, or more fearsome of the discipline
enforced here at Avendale. It took some girls a much longer time to get
used to the way things worked here than others. Ah well, these were
thoughts to ponder some other time, as Genvieve shouted out a dare for
Tracey...kissing Ashleigh for *two* minutes...this could turn out to be
rather fun! Of course, all the fun was ground to a halt by the appearance
of Miss Throckmorten and Miss Joans. Caitlen groaned inwardly when Miss
Throckmorten tasked all of the girls involved to stop by her study the next
day after lessons.

Walking back to the dorms Caitlen caught up with her, speaking in hushed
tones the two girls lamented the abrupt end to what had begun as a magical
evening. Caitlen wasn't sure wether it was wise or not to tell her of
Miss Throckmorten's notoriety as an extremely strict disciplinarian, but
decided that it was only fair to warn her. And so Caitlen recounted to
her the story of Michele's punishment, the marks of which were just now
beginning to fade.

Leaving her at the door to her room Caitlen continued on down the hall.
Slipping quietly into her room, although it was as of yet still unnoccupied
by another soul, Caitlen slipped out of her uniform and into her nightgown.
Curling up in her bed she drifted off to a restless sleep, visions of
beatings filling her head.

The next morning seemed to pass both extraoridinarily slow, and yet, still
to fast for Caitlen's liking. The butterflies that filled her stomach kept
her from eating much at breakfast and lunch. In fact, the manner in which
she sullenly picked at her food garnered her looks from both Veronica and
Annalinde. Caitlen found it hard to pay attention during her classes, but
luckily she was not called on by any of the teachers. As afternoon and the
end of lessons approached Caitlen became more and more apprehensive.
'Perhaps she will only assign us lines,' Caitlen hoped...'after all, there
were quite a few of us and it would take a good deal of time to punish us
all individually.' This hope however, was very short lived, replaced almost
immeadiately with the complete and utter realisation that this is not how it
would be.

Her last class completed Caitlen rushed to Miss Throckmorten'sstudy, eager
to get it all over with, and hoping that her promptness would gain her some
measure of clemency. As she approached the door she saw Tracey and Michele
about to enter and hurried to catch up.

-Caitlen Ramsey Ash, brunette, 15
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From: Natalie C. H. Tyler <destro@xx.xxxx>
Date: Fri Nov 5, 1999 11:41pm
Subject: Re: Reporting to Miss Throckmorton
  	
Miss Throckmorton, the brunette Mistress of Literature had been very busy contemplating the appropriate form of discipline for Georgina and whilst she was engrossed in this delicate business, she heard a knock on the door.
It was Tracey Austin and Michele Lea.
She knew that she had to attend to Georgina privately and that was her first duty. However, she would take the time to speak briefly with Tracey and Michele.

She said, "Welcome, Tracey and Michele. I know why you have come. Michele, you did a splendid job of turning in your lines for me and I know that you have some organizational ability. Your first assignment, Tracey and Michele, is to work together to present me with an
alphabetical list of everyone who participated in the well, I shall say 'rumpus' for the moment, but it was much more serious than that."

"Yes Miss Throckmorton," the girls said in unison.

"Then, girls, you next job is to tell each and every one of the malefactors that I wish her to write me a brief essay explaining her actions and suggesting to me the form and extent of discipline she believes that she deserves. I want the essays in my study before Monday
morning.
Also you should tell the girls that they will have their _JUST DESSERTS_ regardless of what they imagine they deserve.
Although I cannot be lenient, those girls who write a prompt, grammatical, full and eloquent explanation to me may expect to receive a more sympathetic reading than those who are perfunctory and who lack high seriousness."

Tracey and Michelle quickly exchanged a glance. They could read each other's minds at this moment and knew that both were dreading telling their chums that not only was severe punishment impending at some unknown moment, but that there was an essay to write.

"For my convenience, since I deal with so much paper work, each essay will be entitled "Apologia et Mea Culpa," although of course the contents will be, I expect, highly individual.
And furthermore, young ladies, if a single girl is remiss in submitting her essay, I will frown upon that and next weeks series of disciplinary actions will be more harsh than you can imagine."
Miss Throckmorton frowned most significantly at Tracey and Michele.
"Do you understand your assignment?" she inquired a bit impatiently.
"Yes Miss Throckmorton," they intoned in unison and shuffled off nervously. Nobody likes to be the bearer of bad news!
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From: Christabel Marjoribanks <christabel@xxxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Fri Nov 5, 1999 11:58pm
Subject: RE: Christabel comforts Alisa
  	
Christabel Marjoribanks, br, aged 14 and 11/12

As Christabel prepared to go to bed, Alisa came in.
She was delighted to see her roommate. She thought that Alisa was one of
the most congenial girls she had ever met.

She knew that Alisa slipped out at night sometimes, since Christabel was not
the soundest sleeper in the world, but she also knew that whatever Alisa
did, or whereever she went, it was quiet and did not create any disturbance.
For all she knew Alisa was cramming over the books with Miss Veronica, who
was not only the Perfect Prefect, but who had a rock-solid reputation as a
first-rate tutor.
But tonight Alisa climbed onto Christabel's bed and told her of the night's
happenings. She was so upset and so was Christabel, but Christabel wanted
to extend comfort to her roommate. Hugging Alisa tightly, she told her that
she was worried that the whole school would think poorly of her and that
they would think that she had summoned Miss Joans and Miss Throckmorton.
Alisa comforted her and they enjoyed some consolatory hugs of the kind that
brunettes can give to each other that are very jolly and comforting.
"But what am I to do?" Alisa felt so guilty.

"I am not going to tell you what to do, Alisa, but we both know you are
an honorable brunette and that you will make the right decision," her friend
said. "Come on, let's sleep on it."
Alisa crawled into her bed.

A moment later, Christabel had run over to Alisa's bed and briefly joined
her. She gave her another hug and opened up her hand. There was a
chocolate biscuit. I can't let you go to bed perhaps to spend a sleepless
night, Alisa. This has been a tragic evening, but I am persuaded that you
meant to cause no disruption to the school. You were very quiet, after all.
I don't know that girls should go out at night, but if they do it certainly
behooves them to be very quiet. And if you do turn yourself in, so will I
because I too was out of doors. I suppose I should have alerted Miss
Veronica, but I was loathe to disturb her. Whatever you decide you need to
do, depend upon it, you have my love and support. And I will always be
ready to apply the balm of brunette affection and the comfort of cake and
biscuits."

She held Alisa in her arms and Alisa felt better and slowly drifted off to
sleep. Christabel returned to her own bed and had a fantastic dream in
which dragons were assaulting Elena and Georgina and she and Alisa rescued
the delicate blondes and rose off triumphantly on snow-white unicorns to
bring them safely back to Avendale.

__________________________________________________
FREE Email for ALL! Sign up at http://www.mail.com
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From: Tracey Austin <tracey_m_austin@xxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Sat Nov 6, 1999 1:53am
Subject: Carrying Out Miss Throckmorton's Orders
  	
Tracey M. Austin, 14, brunette

Miss Throckmorton sternly tells Tracey and Michele about their weekend
tasks regarding the ill-fated game of "Truth or Dare" the night before.

Tracey is relieved that no immediate punishment is going to occur, but
is not pleased about what she is ordered to provide. A list of all
girls involved in the game? That sounds suspiciously like "sneaking"
or "snitching", the bane of all schoolgirls! Like what that wet
blanket Christobel was probably going to do!

Then she recalls that both Miss Joans and Miss Throckmorton got a good
look at everyone who was there. She distinctly recalls Miss T seeming
to MEMORIZE the faces of those present. So providing the list is not
sneaking, since the mistresses know perfectly well who was there!

She writes a note to all girls involved in the illicit game:
------------------------------------------------------------------------
GIRLS--Miss Throckmorton has ordered us to write an essay entitled
"Apologia et Mea Culpa" (I think that means, "Apology For My Misdeed"
or something real close to that). In the essay, explain your actions
and suggest to her the form and extent of discipline that you believe
that you deserve.

This essay is due in her study before Monday. Send it to "Natalie C.
H. Tyler" <destro@q...>.

BE SURE TO DO IT, PLEASE!!! She says if anyone doesn't submit hers,
she will be much harsher on ALL of us. She has LOADS AND LOADS AND
LOADS of straps and canes in her study.

Thank you,

Tracey and Michele
-----------------------------------------------------------------------
Then she sits down to write the list for Miss Throckmorton. It still
feels like sneaking. :-( She checks the list several times,
satisfied she did not leave anyone out. She puts the list into an
envelope, hurries to the teacher's study and slips it under the door.
Then she RUNNNNNNNSSSSSS back to the dormitory as fast as her feet can
carry her.

Dear Miss Throckmorton,

Here is the list of girls who were out with us last night.

1. Tracey Marie Austin, 14, brunette

2. Caitlen Ramsey Ash, 15, brunette

3. Genevieve Bouvier, 16, Blonde

4. Nicola Bradford, 15, blonde

5. Ashleigh Butler, 16, blonde

6. Alexis Harrington, 15, Blonde

7. Michele Lea, 13, brunette.

8. Cynthia Terwillinger, 16, brunette

Respectfully,

Tracey





=====
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From: Georgina de la Falaise <Tanya@xxxxxxxxxxxxxxx.xxxxxxxxx.xx.xxx>
Date: Sat Nov 6, 1999 6:32am
Subject: Geogina's Long Wait
  	
Tanya@c...


Georgina de la Falaise blonde, 12 years of age


Georgina sat on Miss Throckmorton's antique chaise longue and waited, extremely nervously, as the Literature Mistress paced up and down deciding what the young blonde's disciplinary fate was to be. She had been caught running in the corridor and this infraction of the school rules had been compounded by her less than usually immaculate personal presentation.

She was not completely unused to being made to wait to learn what discipline she was to receive. Her own beloved brunette mummy would often defer announcing what punishment she was to be awrded by announcing to her daughters, "This will need very careful consideration". Georgina or any one of her other three sisters might then have to wait anything up to three or four to finally find out how they were to be disciplined. Both her mummies felt this was an extremely good way of not only focussing a young lady's attention on the error or wrongdoing she had committed but also of formulating the correct and just punishment to fit the crime.

Miss Throckmorton certainly seemed to be giving very careful attention and consideration to Georgina's current predicament. After many long minutes, there was a knock on the door and Tracey Austin and Michele Lea announced that thry had come, as instructed, for punishment for their part in the "truth or dare" fiasco. Georgina could not hear the content of what was being discussed but knew that all the girls were in serious trouble.

After she had dismissed the two girls, Miss Throckmorton closed the door and continued, once again, to pace up and down. Georgina sat nervously, barely able to stand the tension.
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From: <aaclinkinbeard@h...>
Date: Sat Nov 6, 1999 10:05am
Subject: Lynette's letter home
  	
Dearest Brunette Mother,

I have arrived back at school safely. The trip was uneventful
and long. Fortunately one of the most charming blondes sat
next to me. She noticed my distress and offered me something
to soothe my tummy. It helped a bit, but nothing really ever
takes away the motion sickness.

Forgive me for this short letter. I might never see the light of
day with so much make-up schoolwork! Please give hugs
and kisses to my sisters.

Love,

Lynette Klaire, br, 17
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From: Natalie C. H. Tyler <destro@xx.xxxx>
Date: Sat Nov 6, 1999 11:00am
Subject: Outside Miss Throckmorton's door]
  	
Miss Throckmorton escorted Michele and Tracey out of her chambers and discovered
another girl standing there, patiently waiting. It was Caitlen Ramsey Ash, a
stunning brunette of fifteen. "Caitlen, my dear," quoth Miss Throckmorton. "I
think I know why you are here. Michele and Tracey can tell you everything I
have told them. I am afraid I don't have time to meet with you at the moment,
but rest assured that I will remember that you came to my chambers."
Caitlen felt a momentary reprieve, but she dreaded hearing what news Michele and
Tracey had to bear.
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From: michele L <michelegirl@xxxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Sat Nov 6, 1999 1:33pm
Subject: Re: Carrying Out Miss Throckmorton's Orders
  	
As Michele watches Tracey write the final name on the list, she can't supress a little giggle...

"What can be SO funny Michele? Did you forget what Miss Throckmorton's strap feels like?" asks an annoyed Tracey.

"no" says Michele as she furrows her brow and rubs her still bruised bottom. "I'm not laughing at what will happen to us..... but there IS a name missing from the list...technically. Who was there for long enough to give us all a hard time?"

Tracey thought for a couple of seconds,
"......Christobel!!!!!!"

"At least there might be something to enjoy."
says Michele with a mixture of glee and dread.

Michele Lea, age 13, brunette
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From: michele L <michelegirl@xxxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Sat Nov 6, 1999 2:11pm
Subject: "Apologia et Mea Culpa"
  	
As Michele sat down to write her essay, she was feeling great dread at incuring the wrath of Miss Throckmorton again. It was an irony that she found herself in trouble this time. After her strapping and lines last week, she vowed not to allow herself to do anything worthy of punnishment again. It was humiliation of her last punnishments, and the looks the other girls were giving her this week, that convinced her that she should go to the games that night. She had hardly spoken to anyone all week, and thought that doing something a little naughty with everyone would make her feel a part of things again. Oh how it backfired. She tucked a piece of her long hair behind her ear and
began to write:

"Apologia et Mea Culpa"

"Dear Miss Throckmorton, I know that no excuse can possibly explain why I would ignore the rule about being out of the dorm at that late hour. I can only offer the truth and accept your will.
After you strapped me and I wrote my lines, I felt humiliation and somehow apart from the rest of the girls. None of them did anything to cause this feeling, in fact, they all did their best to make me feel better. I was just embarrased and ashamed. When I overheard a couple of girls talking about the "games" that night, I decided to go. I thought that it would be a way for me to get back "into" the group. They never cast me out, but it is a state of mind, and I felt that by doing something a little wrong with the whole group, that I'd feel as one with them again. This is not an excuse, or an attempt for mercy from you, just an explaination for my actions.
It is difficult for me to suggest an apt punnishment, but grounding me and perhaps having me stand on my feet for all of my waking hours during the next week, would teach me the lesson of obeying all school rules. I am sure it goes without saying that I'll be strapped again, or caned.
In closing, I apologize to you Miss Throckmorton, for once again giving you reason to discipline me."

Michele leaves her essay on Miss Throckmorton's desk, casting a nervous glance at the door, behind which all of the punnishment implements hang.

Michele Lea, age 13, brunette.
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From: janet dolan <janetd33@h...>
Date: Sat Nov 6, 1999 4:12pm
Subject: Janet returns
  	
Janet went off the bus waving to her friends from the trip, the other
scolarship girls from Culveria. She was happy to be back in school. She took
Veronica's from the driver who assisted her and went into the school.
Going first to her room, she deposited the trunk, and got out her clothes
carefully putting them in her locker. After saying hello and hugging her
roommates and especially Malena, she took a large box wrapped in tissue
paper, and headed towards Veronica's room.

Janet knocked on the door and upon hearing the prefects summons to enter
opened the door and entered, closing the door behind her. She barely did so
when she was engulfed in her "older sister's" embrace. Janet laughed and
hugged Veronica back, saying "I am so sorry I missed your birthday Miss
Veronica". She took the box and handed it to Veronica saying: "I could not
carve anything but I got you the best Chocolate I could find in Arcadia".

Veronica hugged her. "You shouldn't have"
"I had got some allowance there and I just HAD to get you something"

Janet started to tell Veronica excitedly about the trip, about the museums
and cultural experiences, about meeting the president and about the other
girls. Janet did give the president her eagle, and admitted being praised
for her talents. She said that some reporters were on the occasion, and her
picture with the president had made the local press in southern Culveria.
She was smiling with pride, but Veronica noted her fidgeting on the chair.
"Now little sister, local heroine or not, I will not have you moving about
like this. Sit up straight. Janet did so immediately, and the slightest
grimace of pain passed across her excited face. Veronica looked at her
closely and said: "Now you tell me what happened!"

Janet blushed. "It was no big deal Miss Veronica. Some of the girls were
naughty and we were all punished by our chaperon 3 days ago". "It must have
been a big deal if you are still uncomfortable. Were you involved?"
"No Miss Veronica. Two girls broke a vase on accident, and we did not say
who they were. She was pretty mad at that and caned us all".
Veronica pulled the younger girl closer to her and raised her skirt and
petticoats. She whistled when she saw the cane welts under the white
knickers and on Janet's thin thighs. "I did my best to take it like you
taught me, but yelped when she gave me the sixth, it was so painful down
there"
Veronica hugged her. "A caning such as this with you being so thin got to
get you yelpin'. Don't be ashamed. I am just glad you were not involved in
anything that might hurt the school's reputation"
"Oh no, I can assure you about that"
"Did you have good southern food?"
Janet laughed. "Once, and then it was cold grits or Altalian cuisine, so I
chose the local delicacies".
Veronica laughed. "I know you are smart".
Janet sat up straight, wincing again. "Now you tell me all about your
birthday and everything that happened here.
1054
	

From: <Aphridite1@a...>
Date: Sat Nov 6, 1999 1:17pm
Subject: Genevieve arrives late to Miss Throckmorton's study
  	
Genevieve slept poorly that night. She was terrified of Miss Throckmorton,
ever since that fateful day in class that she was caught passing notes. All
day in class she had visions of the Mistress caning her until she could no
longer sit. She had even been detained after her last class, for not paying
attention. She slowly and fearfully walked to the Mistress' study, and
entered. She stood there trembling, and managed to stutter
"Sssorry Miss Throckmorton I was detained after class"
Horror of horrors she felt the tears slipping down her face involuntarily....
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From: Natalie C. H. Tyler <destro@q...>
Date: Sat Nov 6, 1999 8:47pm
Subject: Miss Throckmorton punishes Georgina
  	
Miss Throckmorton, the brunette Mistress of Literature, had spotted
young Georgina de la Falaise running in the corridor, with her hair
askew and her knee socks jauntily flapping about at mid-calf level. One
was even close to the child's ankles! True, she ran like a gazelle, but
that was a sight best limited to the playing fields of Avendale and not
the corridors.
She had asked Georgina, who had been late for choir practice, to return
to her study and had asked the child to sit on the fainting sofa while
Miss Throckmorton came up with a punishment that was appropriate and
just.

She decided that it would not hurt for Georgina to wait a while.
Waiting, and the mystery of how long the wait would be extended and what
the eventually punishment would be was likely to make the fragile little
blonde girl nervous, but that in itself was part of discipline.
Georgina would have plenty of time to contemplate her infractions.

As a general rule, Miss Throckmorton felt that older brunettes had to be
particularly sensitive and careful whilst disciplining young blondes.
Why were we put on this earth but to protect our blonde sisters,
daughters, pupils, friends, and mothers, she said to herself. Young
blondes usually had such delicate skin and could not possibly take the
amount of punishment that a feisty brunette could.

"Georgina," Miss Throckmorton finally turned to the patiently waiting
girl.
"I have been thinking about your punishment. You are writing lines for
Miss Darnelle and I am loathe to have you write more lines."

She took the young girl's hands in her own. "These hands should best be
on the keys of the piano. Did you know that some Brunettes call it
'tickling the ivies?' That's a rather vulgar expression, I know. But
the kind of music you play, the wonderful classical expression of the
highest aspirations, is hardly worthy of such a silly verb as tickle.
What do you think?"

"I agree with you, Miss Throckmorton," Georgina said, politely. She was
getting so nervous! What punishment could the Mistress be planning?

"Are you ticklish, Georgina?" segued Miss Throckmorton.

"Yes, I am. I think that most blondes are," replied Georgina.

Miss Throckmorton sat down next to Georgina. She had something in her
hands, but it was concealed behind her back. Suddenly, she reached for
Georgina and started to tickle her! She was tickling her stomach and
had even pulled up Georgina's blouse slightly to facilitiate this.

Georgina started to laugh and titter and giggle. The pain mixed with
pleasure and apprehension was exquisite. Giggling and giggling,
Georgina hardly noticed it when Miss Throckmorton actually picked her up
and turned her over onto her lap.

Now Georgina was draped over Miss Throckmorton's lap and before she
realized that she was no longer being tickled, she felt three quick and
firm strokes on her buttocks. Suddenly all giggles ceased as she
comprehended the pain that managed to burn its way through her skirt,
her slip, and her knickers. Three layers of clothing really did not
help at all when one was being paddled, as Georgina now realized was the
case.

Indeed, Miss Throckmorton had selected a paddle for Georgina. She knew
that the girl must be disciplined and that spanking would be inadequate
for this infraction, but she had decided that a paddle would be more
appropriate for this young and fragile blonde than a cane or a tawse.
Furthermore, since she was lying across Miss Throckmorton's lap, she was
not facing the discipline of maintaining a strict position up against a
table or chair.

As it was, since Georgina's legs and feet were pumping up and down from
the thrill of being tickled, they could continue to writhe as the paddle
struck. It was agony, but altogether easier for a child of twelve than
maintaining immobility whilst being pummelled.

By the time Georgina had realized what had happened to her, the pain was
burning upwards and downwards throughout her body. She felt like a calf
who had just been branded. And then........swoosh....Miss Throckmorton
had turned her around again and recommenced the tickling. Georgina's
painful buttocks were now prodded by the hardness of Miss Throckmorton's
knees and as she hollered defenselessly against the tickling, she was
aware that the pain of her paddling continued.

Laughing, crying, hollering, sqealing, Georgina was filled with a
multitude of sensation. Maybe not all of it was terrible. She had
never known that a Mistress might tickle in the midst of a punishment.

Finally, Miss Throckmorton stopped and asked Georgina to stand up.

"Now tuck in your blouse, child," she commanded and Georgina quickly
complied. She could feel the stinging starting to center itself around
her derriere.

"Now Georgina, go to the piano and sit down on the piano bench and
practise without getting up for a full hour," demanded Miss
Throckmorton.
Georgina had regained her composure.
"When you are done with your hour of practise, you will feel thoroughly
cleansed and purified of the sin of running in the corridor and being
careless about your socks and your hair. I am sure that you won't ever
again infringe against these rules." Miss Throckmorton led Georgina to
the door of her chambers and, much to the girl's astonishment, gave her
a hearty hand shake as she escorted her out.
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From: Georgina de la Falaise <Tanya@xxxxxxxxxxxxxxx.xxxxxxxxx.xx.xxx>
Date: Sun Nov 7, 1999 9:36am
Subject: Georgina's Punishment Reflections
  	
Tanya@c...


A little surprised at the gesture, Georgina shook Miss Throckmorton's proffered hand and then dipped a curtsey almost simultaneously. Before she began to make her way towards the music room, she said, "Thank you for my discipline Miss Throckmorton".

The Literature Mistress watched as the young blonde, with the correct deportment this time, diappeared down the corridor and said firmly after her, "And remember Georgina, no running !"

As Georgina made her way to the music room, she pondered deeply on the punishment she had just received. It was, she mused, the most curious punishment she had ever received either at school or at home. The mixture of tickling, interrupted by the sharpest of paddlings was something entirely new to her. It was truly a very strange and heady cocktail of pleasure one minute, caused by the tickling, and excruciating pain and discomfort in and around her derriere the next as a result of Miss Throckmorton's expert use of the paddle. She had hated the experience but at the same time had found it not a little pleasurable as she had been mecilessly tickled, causing her to cry tears of laughter one minute then tears of pain the next as the paddle rained down its punishment strokes on her poor bottom.

More reflection would have to wait however as she knocked on Miss Darnelle's study door in order to procure the key to the music room. Miss Throckmorton had instructed her to spend a whole hour practising her piano playing whilst having to sit down on the hard wooden piano stool, the final part of her punishment. She was acutely aware of the tenderness of her bottom and took great care as she sat down gingerly in front of the keys. Despite taking this precautionary measure, her bottom stung and throbbed horribly as contact was finally made with the hard oak piano seat. She daren't get up and walk around a little in case Miss Throckmorton suddenly decided to pay her a surprise visit. She resolved then to make the best of a bad job and see the hour through without risking the possibility of further punishment.

As she started to play some Johanna Sebastinia Bach from memory, she reflected, at some length, on the events of the previous half hour. She couldn't explain to herself exactly why, but she concluded, after a period of time, that she did indeed like Miss Throckmorton very much indeed. She found her a little frightening and strict, that was for sure, but at the samr time, she sensed a very caring and loving person whose primary concerns were, above all, for the good and well-being of her pupils and their further development in to young ladies of merit and distinction. Besides, despite Georgina's present discomfort, the charismatic Miss Throckmorton had made her laugh and she had been most intrigued by the Mistress' eccentric disciplinary methods.

Georgina felt the beginings of the sort of rapport or bond that sometimes develops between a younger girl and a prefect or a younger girl and a Mistress, but as to why this should be the case, she truly didn't know. Perhaps the answer would reveal itself in the fullness of time.

At the end of her hour's enforced piano practice, Georgina did feel, as Miss Throckmorton had said she would, thoroughly cleansed and purified of the infractions she had committed. Yes, she felt she had been thoroughly "returned to herself", as her blonde mummy always used to say when one of her daughters had just received chastisement.
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From: Malena Franklin <malena43@h...>
Date: Sun Nov 7, 1999 1:49am
Subject: Malenas sunday afternoon and a visit to Elena
  	
Sunday afternoon:
After a horrible week....being caned very hard last sunday by Miss
Joans for being untidy at museum I had been licking my wounds. Six burning
welts had reminded me all week of my mistake and I been very quiet and
careful to do everything as told all lessons. Sitting was extremly painful
first days and I had to run out to toilet and cool my welts with paper and
water on breaks. But now it had faded to six shadows of lines and sitting
was comfortable again.
Saturday arrived schoolpost and this week was a parcel from my sister.
Ohhhh I was so happy,long letter and some....smiling candies and.....
a surprise.....a lipstick in nice discreete colour......ohhh my sweet big
sister knew what made my heart beat extra.....but should I dare to use
it...just slightly...just little......ohhhh .....I was so tempted.
Tomorrow was lessons in litterature with Miss Throckmorton....maybe I could
dare use just little. I was sitting in back row and she probably would not
notice it if I just used a little colour on my lips..... On Miss Joans
lessons it was unthinkable. She was like a hawk and last weeks caning had
made me very respectful to her.
She saw everything..but Miss Throckmorton was usually so absolved of her
teaching that she didnt notice much.....yes if I should dare to have som try
it was tomorrow....I made my homework carefully in litterature and decided
that tomorrow I would just have some little colour on my lips......I
feltstisfied with my descision and it also made me feel better..its not so
easy being youngest in scholl all time and this made me feel more like the
older girls.
I decided to tell Elena about my little secret and maybe she would like just
to try it too.....I decided to go out to blondes dorm hiding lipstick in my
hand carefully......Smiling I enters the blondes dorm and walks to Elenas
room........

Malena Franklin brunette
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From: <Aphridite1@a...>
Date: Sun Nov 7, 1999 1:59pm
Subject: Genevieve Arrives Late to Miss Throckmorton's Study
  	
Genevieve slept poorly that night. She was terrified of Miss Throckmorton,
ever since that fateful day in class that she was caught passing notes. All
day in class she had visions of the Mistress caning her until she could no
longer sit. She had even been detained after her last class, for not paying
attention. She slowly and fearfully walked to the Mistress' study, and
entered. She stood there trembling, and managed to stutter
"Sssorry Miss Throckmorton I was detained after class"
Horror of horrors she felt the tears slipping down her face involuntarily....
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From: Kate Katzban-Beren <kater@f...>
Date: Sun Nov 7, 1999 10:19pm
Subject: Caitlen, Tracey, and Michelle
  	
Caitlen looked on, practically dumbfounded as Michelle and Tracy emerged
from Miss Throckmorten's study, merely moments after having entered. It was
obvious the girl's hadn't been spanked and for the breifest of moments
Caitlen allowed herself to believe that they might be let of with lines or
some other busy-work oriented punishment. Looking from Michelle to Tracy
for some explanation Caitlen listened as Miss Throckmorten explained that
she hadn't the time to deal with her at the moment, but that the two girls
would explain everything. As soon as the door shut behind the retreating
figure of Miss Throckmorten the air filled with Caitlen's myriad of
questions. Patiently the two girl's explained that they would tell her
everything, but that first they should return to the brunette dorm.
Caitlen's pace was that of hurried, frantic energy. As they stepped inside
the brunette dorm she again began to question the two girls and this time
each question was met by an answer, none of which served to put her mind at
ease. After listening closely to the task put forward by Miss Throckmorten,
Caitlen ran back to her room to complete the essay assigned.

Caitlen Ramsey Ash, brunette, 15
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From: Thelma Roberts <greenwellies@h...>
Date: Mon Nov 8, 1999 1:11am
Subject: Re: Thelma to Tracey
  	
Thelma was as usual running slightly behind -- not behind enough to actually
be late for anything important, but the kind of behind where you just get
somewhere on the exact moment when a moment later would be late.

And so it is that she scooted into French class with not a moment to spare,
and sat next to her chum Tracey.

"Say, chapette," said Thelma, "I am very sorry to hear you and some of the
other girls are in trouble. Truth or Dare, huh?"

Tracey gazed towards her blonde friend. "Who told you about it?"

"Michele did. I ran into her at breakfast. She told me you each have to
write a Mea Culpa and suggest a punishment."

"What did Michele suggest, Thel?"

The blonde for once felt like she knew some interesting gossip. "Tracey,
Michele told me she suggested being gated for a week, and being made to
stand at all times, no sitting."

Her brunette friend considered this briefly. "No doubt we will be
restricted as to leaving Avendale. But I think it's more likely that Miss
Throckmorton will take our sitting ability away, not forbid us from sitting.
You know... with a wicked, whippy length of rattan."

"Well if you do get caned, and I don't mean on the hands, let me know and
I'll apply some more of that Pond's cold cream. I still have half a jar.
By the way, what punishment are you going to suggest for yourself in your
Mea Culpa?"

Just then, the bell rang and both girls sat up straight, ready for class.
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From: Tracey Austin <tracey_m_austin@y...>
Date: Mon Nov 8, 1999 3:14am
Subject: Apologia et Mea Culpa
  	
Tracey Marie Austin, 14, brunette

Thelma asks Tracey what punishment she was going to suggest for herself
in her Mea Culpa. Tracey had kept a rough draft of her letter that she
had sent to Miss Throckmorton. She decided to trust her special friend
and showed her the letter.

"I wrote her again, suggesting I that get the same as Georgina did,
tickling and three with the paddle over all my clothes...but I don't
think she'll go for that," said Tracey, giggling.

Thelma read the letter that Tracey showed her. "Did she answer this?"

"Not yet," said Tracey. "I hope she agrees with me that six with the
strap is the most I should get. You know what, Thelma? Having to WAIT
for it is TORTURE! I wish she would have just spanked Michele and me
right then and there rather than dragging it out like this!!"


=====
Dear Miss Throckmorton,

I apologize for being out of the dormitory after lights out to play
"Truth or Dare". I know it was against the rules but it was a lot of
fun. We weren't being very noisy and probably if you weren't out
walking around with Miss Joans, you wouldn't have even known we were
out there. But you caught us, so here we are.

I suppose there are good reasons for the rule, so that girls don't run
amuck and so they get enough sleep, but we are YOUNG and should be able
to do things that are fun. But I guess you probably disagree with
that.

It is kind of unfair to make us suggest our own punishment. It feels
like a trap, Miss. If I suggest a really awful punishment, you'll
probably go ahead and give it to me because I suggested it. But if I
suggest a lenient punishment, you'll be harder on me because the
suggestion is too soft. The phrase "between a rock and a hard place"
comes to mind, or a "Hobson's Choice".

My suggestion for my punishment would be....six with the medium strap.
I hope you aren't going to assign lines, because I hate writing them.

I hope this is acceptable, Miss.

Respectfully,

Tracey M. Austin, 14, brunette




=====
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From: Kadorienne <kadorian@xxxxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Mon Nov 8, 1999 5:09pm
Subject: Veronica and Janet catch up
  	
Veronica and Janet found they had a lot to catch up on with each
other on Janet's return. Veronica outlined the story of her surprise
party. "Elena says that *you* told her that my birthday was coming," she
said, shaking a finger at Janet in mock sternness.

Janet giggled. "I wanted her to help me plan something for you. I
knew she'd be good at it."

"She certainly was. She told me that she intended to have a few
girls, a couple of presents and a cake. But everyone got into it, and
the next thing we knew, the entire school held a feast and a dance --
and a lot of girls even gave me presents." Veronica gestured to her
dresser, on which were displayed the gifts she had received, among them
a small glass mouse.

"Who gave you the mouse?" Janet asked, even though she had already
heard the answer from her gossiping roommates.

"Elspeth Elsvetta," Veronica replied. Her tone and expression were
just a shade too calm. Her cheeks flushed slightly.

Janet debated pressing her "big sister" for more, but decided not
to, at least not just then.

Veronica found her mind going back to the day after her birthday
party. She had opened Jinjur's present when she had gotten to her room,
and inside was a very nicely done pencil portrait of none other than
Elspeth Elsvetta. The sight had been most unsettling, though certainly
not unwelcome. The next day she had sought Jinjur out.

"Why did you give me a picture of Elspeth?" she had demanded.

Jinjur's green eyes had sparkled. "Didn't you like it? Wouldn't you
rather have had a picture of her than of any other blonde in school?"

Veronica's lips had thinned. "How... how did you know?"

Jinjur had dissolved into giggles. "Really, Veronica. *Everybody*
knows."

Before her birthday dance with Elspeth, this news would probably
have induced apopletic shock. With her new certainty, however, it caused
only a blush. "Everybody?" she had echoed.

Jinjur had giggled even more. "Well, I think there is one pette who
doesn't know. And her name is Elspeth Elsvetta! Ariadne tried to tell
her way back in September. In fact, she told everybody. But little Miss
Prim and Proper is apparently too modest to believe that any brunette
could notice her!"

Janet's voice called Veronica back to the present. "I'm sorry,
sugar. What did you say?"

"I was askin' what all else has gone on since your party."

"Oh. Well, I reckon it tired everyone out, because the school's been
pretty quiet ever since. The only interesting thing that happened was
that some of the girls sneaked outside to play in the middle of the
night. They got caught, and I hear Miss Throckmorton is devising
something really fearsome for them." Veronica shook her head wondering.
"Miss Throckmorton is very creative about corrections. You know, she is
really swell. Her classes are so interesting, and she even recommended
some books for me that turned out to be exactly what I like -- Doyle and
Scott and such."

"Who sneaked out?"

"Um, let's see. For once, Malena wasn't one of them. Michele was,
though. So was Tracey." Veronica frowned slightly in irritation. "Let me
tell you, I'm losing patience with Tracey. I remarked to her about
sneaking out in the middle of the night, and do you know what she said?
She said, 'Well, you've been so scarce for the last few days.' If I turn
my back on her for one minute, she thinks it's all right to misbehave!
She's older than me, but she seems to expect me to babysit her. Oh,
well."

"Miss Veronica, if you don't mind my sayin' so, you looked kinda
peaked when I left, but now you look just fine again."

Veronica smiled. "Thank you, darlin'. I'm not so overworked now. And
the party was quite a tonic, I must say."

"I don't suppose the ice cream sodas at Delmonte's are hurting,
either," Janet said, watching the older girl carefully. When Veronica's
cheek pinked right on cue, Janet decided to push it. "Especially since I
hear they're bein' shared with a certain blonde named Elspeth."

An involuntary smile spread over Veronica's face as she ducked her
head. Janet giggled. "Congratulations, big sister." Just then Old Liza
chimed the dinner hour. "Reckon we'd better go."

"Yes, let's," Veronica said, relieved at the change of subject. As
they headed for the dining hall, she got Janet to talk about her
adventures with the President. Anything to turn the subject away from
Elspeth, because, well, it was just too divine to talk about.

Since they had danced together on her birthday, Veronica had felt
unshakably certain that the two of them would be always together. She
had thought of asking Elspeth outright to be her belle, but somehow that
seemed too mundane.So instead she had let her actions speak in a way
that would make her intentions perfectly clear. She had begun sitting
with Elspeth at every meal. It soon developed that, with Veronica close
by, Elspeth more often was able to forget her shyness and take part in
the conversation. Veronica carried Elspeth's books everywhere. She had
indeed escorted her to Delmonte's Soda Fountain more than once, a treat
Elspeth had highly appreciated, since she seldom left the school
grounds. She was too nervous of rough brunettes to do so alone, or even
with other blondes, and she was too shy to have collected many brunette
swains to escort her. And Veronica had begun giving Elspeth the
traditional gifts: a small heart-shaped box of chocolates, a bouquet of
roses, a book of Eastern poetry. Thus far, there had been no overtly
romantic words, and certainly no kisses -- a perfect gentilmaid,
Veronica would never risk being an importunate brunette -- yet Veronica
felt intuitively that everything was already understood between the two.
And it was too exquisite, too intense to be spoken of too lightly. She
would wait until the right moment presented itself.

And every conversation with Elspeth, every added bit of acquaintance
with her innate blonde sense of virtue, her aethereal sensibilties, and
her charming blonde foibles, made Veronica the more entranced. She was
convinced that she had met the ideal of everything blonde in Elspeth.


Veronica Bellemont, brunette, 16
1063
	

From: Kadorienne <kadorian@xxxxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Mon Nov 8, 1999 5:09pm
Subject: Veronica to all Avendale
  	
Dear Everypette,

I want to thank you all from the bottom of my heart for the
wonderful birthday celebration you held for me. I am sure that my
sixteenth birthday will remain the most special of my life thanks to
your generous efforts. I hope that you all enjoyed the feast and dance
as much as I did. As some of you remarked, I had been feeling rather
tired, but this gave me, as it were, a new lease on life, and I now find
myself eager to delve into my sixteenth year and meet its challenges.
Thank you all!


Sincerely,


Veronica Bellemont, brunette, 16
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From: Kadorienne <kadorian@xxxxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Mon Nov 8, 1999 5:09pm
Subject: Veronica to Miss Throckmorton
  	
Dear Miss Throckmorton,

I am writing to thank you for organizing my birthday celebration. I
thought that I didn't want any fuss, but, well, 'Londie always taught me
not to put myself forward, and I was saying so out of that habit. As it
turned out, your birthday surprise could not possibly have been more
wonderful and perfect. I doubt I will ever again enjoy any party so
much.

I understand that you actually cooked all that divine Confederate
cuisine yourself. You should be very proud! It is amazing to me that you
could have made the feast so authentic the very first time you cooked
those foods! Let me tell you, if you ever come to Georgia, I want you to
cook for my family. None of them will believe that you're not secretly a
Confederette!

I would also like to say that I am enjoying your class tremendously.
All the classes at Avendale are very improving, and yours is no
exception, but few are as *enjoyable* as yours at the same time. I am
sure that what you are teaching us will prove as valuable in later life
as it is pleasurable now.

So, Miss Throckmorton, with all my heart, thank you so much for
everything!


Gratefully,

Veronica Bellemont, brunette, 16
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From: Tracey Austin <tracey_m_austin@xxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Mon Nov 8, 1999 7:01pm
Subject: 14-year-old Tracey greets 16-year-old Veronica
  	
Tracey Marie Austin, ***14***, brunette

FOURTEEN-YEAR-OLD Tracey saw SIXTEEN-YEAR-OLD prefect Veronica pass by
her in the hallway.

"Good morning, Miss Veronica!" said Tracey pleasantly to the prefect,
who was now NEARLY TWO YEARS OLDER THAN SHE, since Veronica had just
celebrated her 16th birthday and Tracey just turned 14 a month before.

Thelma, walking with Tracey, nudged the brunette and said, "Is she
going to get on us because you're not carrying my books??"

"No," whispered Tracey. "I only had to carry them for a week and that
was several weeks ago. She said she wouldn't interfere in our
relationship after that."

To Veronica, Tracey smiled again and said, "I hope you have a very
pleasant day today, Miss Veronica." She and Thelma continued on their
way.

--- Kadorienne <kadorian@b...> wrote:

> "Um, let's see. For once, Malena wasn't one of them. Michele was,
> though. So was Tracey." Veronica frowned slightly in irritation. "Let
> me> tell you, I'm losing patience with Tracey. I remarked to her
about
> sneaking out in the middle of the night, and do you know what she
> said?> She said, 'Well, you've been so scarce for the last few days.'
If I> turn> my back on her for one minute, she thinks it's all right to
> misbehave! She's older than me, but she seems to expect me to babysit
her. Oh,> well."

> Veronica Bellemont, brunette, 16


=====
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From: michele L <michelegirl@xxxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Mon Nov 8, 1999 7:09pm
Subject: Re: Veronica to all Avendale
  	
Michele seals the letter and leaves it on the desk of Miss Veronica. She wrote the letter because she felt bad that, perhaps, she'd let the 16 year old prefect down with her behavior in the past week and a half. Miss Veronica had been so nice to Michele during her first week at Avendale. Even after Michele accidently knocked her down while running in the hall, Miss Veronica was nice to her. Of course she had to paddle Michele, but she also was kind and made the 13 year old feel welcome. Michele feared that Miss Veronica would be disappointed in her...
"Dear Miss Veronica,

No doubt you have heard by now that I, and some of the girls, are facing punnishment from Miss Throckmorton, for being outside at night. I just want to tell you that I am sorry, and that I feel that I've let you down. You have been so nice and understanding towards me. I hope you can forgive me. I place myself on your mercy Miss Veronica, for this latest caper and the blouse switching incident. Even though Miss Throckmorton is handling the discipline, I feel that I should have conducted myself better, given the interest you took in me during the first days of my arrival at Avendale.

Sincerely,
Michele Lea, age 13, brunette.
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From: <Elaryn@xxx.xxx>
Date: Mon Nov 8, 1999 2:58pm
Subject: Let's Play Make-Up!
  	
Elena Dierrian, blonde, 12 years old

Malena Franklin entered the blondes' dormitory with a shy smile. She was
holding a small golden tube in one hand and was obviously quite pleased with
herself. Elena looked up from where she was "swotting". Today's task was
copying some poetry suggested by Miss Throckmorton during their
Friday tea.

"Malena! How lovely to see you." Then Elena's eyes widened. "Oh, Malena -
you're wearing make-up!"

The young brunette coloured, and replied, "Y-yes... Do-do you like it?"

"It looks well. Truly, it does. Ought you be wearing make-up yet?"

Malena looked at the floor. "I-I just wanted to look a little more...you
know...grown-up. I despise being one of the youngest girls here at school.
I *did* so want to look a bit older."

Elena placed a comforting arm about Malena's shoulders. "Oh, please do not
look so sad! As I said, it *does* look well on you. I would just hate to
see you get into trouble, and I do not know if make-up is against the rules
for Junior girls or not."

"Do your Mummies allow you to wear make-up," asked Malena.

"Sometimes they do, but mostly, they do not. Sithian girls wear more make-up
than Illiran girls do, and my blonde Mummy says she does not want me growing
up *too* fast. Indeed, she says it will happen all too fast, and there is no
need to hurry things along."

Why do Sithian girls wear more make-up," asked Malena.

Elena shrugged - an eloquent gesture for all its brevity. "It is merely
their custom. My best guess would be that the eye-paint protects their eyes
from the ferocious sunlight. Southern Sithia is tropical, and the Northern
lands are mountainous and receive much sunlight in the heights. Did you
know, Malena, that a girl sunburns much worse on a mountaintop - even more so
than at the beach? It is because the air is thinner."

"No, I did not know that," replied Malena, shaking her head.

"Also," Elena continued, "Sithian ladies are dark-skinned - a sort of golden
brown, like a rich cafe au lait. If make-up is to be seen on a dark
background, one must apply more. Illiran ladies, even brunettes, are very,
very fair, so the slightest trace might easily be seen." Elena grinned and
suddenly reached into a lower drawer. "Here, Malena! I have a Sithian
make-up kit with me. Shall we try it?"

Malena nodded. How fun! How exiting! The make-up case appeared to be made
of gold and had a curious pattern in the top, a black, circular tile, inlaid
with gold in the shape of an eight-pointed star, with many rays. Elena sat
Malena before the mirror and carefully brushed her hair away from her face,
then spent several minutes studying the shape of Malena's face. "What are
you going to do first?"

"Well, Elara (that's my older sister) always starts with her eyes."

"Very well, then - start there, if you like." Malena settled back, enjoying
Elena's gentle ministrations. It was almost like having one's own ladies'
maid!

"Close you right eye - so..." While she worked, Elena had Malena turned away
from the mirror. She carefully used a small brush to apply dark liner to
Malena's eyelids, just above the upper eyelashes. Next, she lined the lower
lashes, with delicate strokes. The eyeliner extended a good half an inch
beyond the corners of Malena's eyes. Next, Elena applied a golden colour to
Malena's eyelids. In the crease of each eyelid, she applied a dark brown
shadow, and on the browbones, she applied a lighter golden shade. She
darkened Malena's eyebrows and painted extensions of each eyebrow to Malena's
temples.

When she was satisfied with Malena's eyes, Elena then applied a pale
vermilion rouge to each cheek, deftly blending the edges. Malena's lips were
last, and all Elena did was line the edges with a colour that matched
Malena's lipstick. "All done," she announced. Malena turned to the mirror
and regarded her new appearance. The figure reflected in the mirror still
wore an Avendale uniform, but the face was foreign and exotic - like some
ancient temple painting!

"I-I hardly look myself," Malena said softly. "Where would a pette wear
make-up such as this?"

"Well, a Sithian pette would wear something such as this every day, were she
so inclined. Generally, brunettes wear less than blondes." My goodness,
thought Malena...this is *less*?

"For special events - festivals and such, performers wear much, much more."

"Oh." Malena continued to study her reflection. "My goodness...I look
so...so... exotic."

"It stands out more on your skin than it does on my sister's. She is very
dark, compared to you."

"Put some on yourself," suggested Malena.

"Very well," Elena replied with a hint of laughter in her voice. She turned
to the mirror and began to work. Elena's maquillage took a while longer than
Malena's, but when she finished, the effect was startling. Elena's eyes were
lined in black, and two arabesque curlicues traced their way from her lower
eyelids to each cheek. Her cheeks were unpainted and pale, but her lips,
though still pale, were sharply defined. Her face was sharper, more angular,
yet entrancingly pretty, with a dreamlike, otherworldly quality Malena could
not define. Malena suddenly imagined she could hear the ocean and smell the
tang of salt sea air on the wind. It was a fleeting perception, and most
odd, but a strong one, all the same. The young brunette shook her head
slightly as if to clear it. Elena favoured her with a smile.

"What do you think?"

Words failed Malena for a moment. "It is...it is incredible. Is this...is
this what Sithian blondes wear?" If so, Malena decided, it is a wonder
Sithian brunettes can manage to think clearly. My poor head is spinning!

"Only one Sithian blonde, in particular, the Queen of Storms. There are
plays written about her, and the blonde who plays paints her face like this.
'Tis presumptuous of me, but I have always wanted to see what I would look
like, wearing the Storm-Queen's make-up"

"It suits you," Malena declared simply and with great conviction.

"Truly? I am glad you think so. Shall we show Georgina our new look?"
Elena stood and offered her hand; Malena clasped her hand and followed.
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From: Kadorienne <kadorian@xxxxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Mon Nov 8, 1999 9:33pm
Subject: Veronica stands corrected
  	
Janet sat with Veronica, Elspeth and a few other girls at dinner. "There
goes Thelma, carrying Tracey's books again," Janet remarked.

"Didn't you tell them to act like a proper blonde and brunette?" Joan
taunted.

Veronica glanced at the unorthodox pair and sighed. "Yes, for one week,
which they did. But Thelma convinced me that she likes things the way they
are, so I stopped interfering." She shook her head. In spite of Annalinde's
well-articulated advice to leave the couple to their chosen way, it outraged
Veronica's whole sense of how brunettes ought to behave.

"Well, Tracey's only fourteen," Joan said complacently. "Plenty of time
to change."

"Fourteen? Didn't you say Tracey was older than you, Miss Veronica?"

"Hm?" Veronica responded, who had been gazing at Elspeth. "Oh, right.
That's right, she's only fourteen. I suppose I feel like she's older because
she's taller than me. Not many girls are, you know."

"Don't tell me the Perfect Prefect made a mistake!" Joan exclaimed in
mock astonishment.

Veronica grimaced at the silly nickname. "Why does everyone call me
that? Miss Annalinde is every bit as 'perfect' as I am -- and I'm *not* --
but y'all don't call *her* that."

Joan grinned. "It's different with her," was all she would say.

"The Perfect Prefect and little Miss Prim and Proper. How perfectly
proper!" Jinjur giggled. Elspeth blushed and examined her plate. Veronica
grimaced again.

"I'll have to turn to a life of crime to make everypette quit calling me
that," she sighed.

"Crime? Like what? Jaywalking?" Joan hooted. Soon everyone at the table
was laughing, even Elspeth.

When the laughter had stopped and the girls whose cognomens began with
"J" had engaged in their own conversation, Elspeth spoke softly to
Veronica, who leaned closer to hear. "Veronica, why do you suppose they call
us things like that? They sound as if they're making fun of us. Aren't I
*supposed* to be prim and proper?"

"Absolutely," Veronica replied with conviction. Elspeth's unstained
purity was very alluring to her, and had great power over her.

"Then why do they taunt me for it? And you do it a little bit, too. That
joke you made just now about turning to a life of crime, for instance. Why
do you joke like that?"

Veronica looked into Elspeth's grey eyes, and felt something in her
relax. "It helps me get along with the other girls better," she explained.
"I think that when you do or say things that remind other girls that you're,
well, more moral than they are, or better behaved, sometimes they think
you're just showing off. They don't believe that that's how you truly are in
your heart, or they don't want to. So I got in the habit of joking about it
a little, so they wouldn't think that."

"I wish you wouldn't," Elspeth said, shaking her head. "It seems like
you're making fun of goodness."

"I'll stop," Veronica said promptly.

Elspeth looked up, startled, her eyes wide. "Oh, I didn't mean--" She
stopped in confusion.

"No, you're entirely right. I've been joking about it to show respect
for their lesser morals, but that doesn't deserve respect. I'll stop doing
it at once. It won't be so difficult, now that there is someone who feels
the same way I do about it." Veronica stopped. The dining hall was far too
public a place to be pursuing this line of conversation. She and Elspeth
returned to their meals in silence. Joan glanced over and saw the two of
them, strangely united in their silence.

"There's going to be no living with Miss Straight-laced from now on,"
she whispered to Jinjur. "She's been saved by the love of a good blonde."


Veronica Bellemont, brunette, 16
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From: Malena Franklin <malena43@xxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Mon Nov 8, 1999 6:33pm
Subject: Re: Let's Play Make-Up!
  	
Dear Elena

My heart bumps all time when i enter Your room and I love you being so nice
and friendly.
I knew You understand my longing for some make up and not only that
You...ooohhhh let me use Your make up and You helped me to look like
a Sithian girl...so exciting I never felt like this before so.....colourful
so well done make up..I felt like a daughter to a godess...being lifted up
to higher atmosphere and my face and appearance changed to a higher
sphere....I love it and I love when you Elena make my face with Your calm
and experienced hands doing my eyes so nice and all other parts. I wished we
could sit here forever...and Im stunned at my face..it changed totally.....
You are such nice and fine girl and I feel so much for You...
I feel really exotic like from a foreign country where godesses reign and
where I have my place....I like You so much Elena....my heart bumps all time
being with you.
I feel we must show Georgina this lovely make up.....and I dont think
any Mistresses will be out now in the evening so we could take a chance and
run over to Georginas room.
I know this was too much make up to be accepted but just a short time
showing Georgina. I hugged You tight and you agreed ..
We run to Georgina.Silently we openes door and tiptoes out in
corridor.trying to be as quiet as possible we sneaks to Georginas room and
knocks. Nobody opens and we both gets pale.
Turns around and shall walk back to Elenas room when we hear steps in
corridor and suddenly door to dorm opens and in walks Miss Throckmorton.
I try to hide my face in my hands behind Elena......not showing my well
painted face.....

Malena Franklin brunette
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From: ashleigh butler <ashleeigh_99@xxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Tue Nov 9, 1999 10:35am
Subject: Re: truth or dare, a chat, & the aftermath
  	
Ashleigh saw the other girls waiting outside the door,
and walked slowly up to them, feeling very guilty for
all that had happened, but..she still thought the
night was worth whatever punishment she was given.
She caught up with the others and waited...

=====
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From: <Aphridite1@xxx.xxx>
Date: Tue Nov 9, 1999 0:25pm
Subject: Letter to the Headmistress from Mme. Bouvier
  	
Dear Miss Maitland,

There has been a family emergency. Please have my niece Genevieve waiting, my
chauffer and limousine will come to collect her on Sunday the 14th day of
November. She will be away until the 23rd day of November. Please see that
she has all her assignments so that she will not fall behind in class.

Sincerely,
Mme. Simone Bouvier, Brunette Aunt of Genevieve Bouvier
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From: Thelma Roberts <greenwellies@xxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Wed Nov 10, 1999 3:26pm
Subject: Posted on the school bulletin board
  	
I was thinking of asking the headmistress if we could go horseback riding
one sunny Saturday afternoon. I believe it's great fun, healthful, and the
type of thing many refined blondes do in their teen years. Let me know if
anyone is interested in riding lessons, and maybe eventually show-jumping,
and I'll see if there's a riding academy nearby.

Thelma Roberts, blonde
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From: Georgina de la Falaise <Tanya@xxxxxxxxxxxxxxx.xxxxxxxxx.xx.xxx>
Date: Wed Nov 10, 1999 5:07pm
Subject: To Thelma Re Horse Riding
  	
Tanya@c...

Georgina de la Falaise, blonde, 12 years of age


Dearest Thelma,

I saw your notice on the school bulletin board regarding investigating the possibility of organising riding lessons at a local academy. I think it's an absolutely wonderful idea and I would certainly be one of the first blondes to put my name down. Back home in eastern Quirinelle, we have stables and a fair few horses and one of the things I miss most while I'm here is not being able to regulary go out riding with my mummies and sisters. I'd really like to give show jumping a try as well as this is most definitely something I've never attempted before.

I so hope we can organise something really soom.

Affectionately yours,
Georgina
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From: Kate Katzban-Beren <kater@f...>
Date: Wed Nov 10, 1999 6:48pm
Subject: Re: Posted on the school bulletin board
  	
Caitlen walked past the school bulletin board and noticed a note posted by
Thelma. Hmmm... riding, that would be wonderful. I wonder if the offer is
open to brunettes as well, or only blondes. I shall have to ask her.

-Caitlen, brunette, 15
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From: <Elaryn@xxx.xxx>
Date: Wed Nov 10, 1999 9:03pm
Subject: Re: Posted on the school bulletin board
  	
Elena Dierrian, blonde, 12 years old

Dear Thelma,

I love to ride, and I have been riding since I was a very small girl. I am
presuming that the animals one rides here in the West are primarily horses.
I can ride horses, of course, but where I am from there are other animals one
may ride, too, such as tal. What are tal? Well, tal are a sort of large
cat. They are at least the size of what you would call a tiger - perhaps a
little larger, but made more like house cats. My brunette Mummy tells me
they are as smart as people, and they form a sort of bonded partnership with
certain Sithian officerettes. In the mountains, they assist with search and
rescue. The northern tal are very shaggy, with thick fur even on their paws.
Sea Coast tal are shorter furred and love to swim! Imagine a cat who enjoys
the water! Tal are often used as nannies, for they are very good with
children. My brunette Mummy says they regard children as kittens. Elara and
I had a tal nanny when we were very little. Their tongues are very rough, of
course, and when a blonde tal decides one of her charges needs bath, one had
best submit oneself, for they are capable of delivering ferocious smacks with
their paws!

Anyway, lest I ramble on any further, just let me know when you are planning
to ride.

Warmly,

Elena Dierrian
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From: Kate Katzban-Beren <kater@xxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Thu Nov 11, 1999 0:57pm
Subject: Caitlen to Tracey and Michele
  	
Caitlen was walking down the halls of the brunette dormitory pondering on a
number of subjects when she practically walked right into two of the other
girls. Looking up she was relieved to find that it was Tracey and Michele
and not Veronica or a Mistress. "Oh! Hi racey, Michele. Sorry bout that.
I am glad I ran into you though...I've been wanting to ask you... Have
either of you heard from Miss Throckmorten regarding the essays we wrote? I
turned mine in first thing Monday morning and I haven't heard a word
since... it's kind of unusual don't you think...waiting this long? I just
wish she'd get it over with."

-Caitlen Ramsey Ash, brunette, 15
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From: Nicola - 3rd Year Avendale <skoolgirl@xxxxxx.xxxxxxxxx.xx.xxx>
Date: Thu Nov 11, 1999 4:44pm
Subject: Riding
  	
Nicola Bradford Blonde 15

For once Nikki's thoughts were not with Lynette who appeared to have deserted her after her declaration of love, she had heard the gossip and with a flourish ki set out to find Thelma. She
had never been riding before but she greatly admired the grace of the gowns and pictured herself dressed in traditional hunting gown and hat, after much searching she located Thelma besieged by other eager girls stepping forward

"Excuse me Thelma could you tell me more about this Riding idea you've got, it sounds jolly exciting, I have never been riding before but would so awfuly like to try please tell me more?"
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From: <MissMaybridge@xxxxxxxxx.xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx)>
Date: Thu Nov 11, 1954 4:49pm
Subject: Riding
  	
Girls,

I have noticed that a few of you want to go riding. I am sure this
can be arranged. I shall speak with the headmistress, but I am sure she
will agree.

Although I rarely give homework, on this occasion I have decided to
do so. Those girls interested in horses are to proceed to
http://www.aristasia.com/lipizzaner
and peruse the charming details of some Tellurian ladies riding beautiful
white *brunette* horses.

I shall ask one question to begin with, which cannot be found on
the site I am sending you to. So if any of you know the answer, please
speak up:

Q: Why are the horses called "Lipizzaner"?

I shall set further questions presently.

Delores Maybridge
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From: Tracey Austin <tracey_m_austin@xxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Thu Nov 11, 1999 5:33pm
Subject: Worrying about Miss Throckmorton
  	
Tracey Marie Austin, 14, brunette

Caitlen asks Tracey and Michele if they've heard from Miss Throckmorton
about the essays they were ordered to submit.

"Not a word, Cait," says Tracey. "I'm with you -- waiting is awful --
but I sure don't want to be the one who asks her to get on with it!"

Caitlen and Michele giggle. "No, that would be very dumb!"

"Maybe," says Tracey slowly, "Maybe...she has forgiven us...or even
forgotten! Do you think that's possible?"

"Hmmm...I don't know," says Michele thoughtfully. "She doesn't strike
me as the type of Mistress who'd forget such a thing. It's my guess
she's making us stew on purpose."

"I think you're right," agrees Tracey. "It's all part of the
punishment...waiting and worrying. Well, the three of us have turned
in our essays...I hope the rest of them have done so!"
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From: <Elaryn@xxx.xxx>
Date: Thu Nov 11, 1999 4:34pm
Subject: Re: Riding
  	
Elena Dierrian, blonde, 12 years old

Dear Miss Maybridge,

Miss, I believe I have your answer as to why Lipizzaner horses are called
"Lipizzaner". I found an article in the Library which I would like to share
with you and the other pupils, if I may:

The Lipizzan Horse

by Miss June Boardman

"The Lipizzan breed was founded in 1580 by the Hapsburg Arch Duchess
Charlotte at the village of Lipizza near Trieste, Italy in what is now
Slovenia. The breed was founded upon six Spanish brunettes and blondes of the
local Karst area. The Karst horses were known for their high quality since
the Romans used them as chariot racers. The farm flourished producing
excellent horses for the Duchess and other nobles. By 1735 Lipizzans were
first shown at the famous Spanish Riding School of Vienna and have been in
use there ever since. Lipizza was the Imperial Stud of the Austro-Hungarian
Empire. Lipizza continues to breed Lipizzans today as do several other
European farms; however, the horses for the Spanish Riding School are now
provided from the Austrian Federal Farm of Piber.

"From the foundation of the breed only fully trained Lipizzan brunettes have
been returned to breeding, thereby passing on the characteristics of
temperament, trainability, agility, and strength to the next generation. The
physical attributes of the Lipizzan are as follows: Average height about
15-15.2 hands, the range is between 14 and 16 hands. Large bone and good
substance, high set muscular neck, large prominent eyes, medium length back,
short cannon bones, large, solid hooves with thick hoof walls, slightly
rounded croups, noble heads that can vary from slightly Arabian-like to
arched, strong movement, some with high knee action suitable for driving,
others with a longer dressage action, but all moving well from behind.

"The mental attributes are as follows: High intelligence, gentle nature,
self-assurance: not prone to shying or stable vises, individualistic unique
personalities.

"The first imports of Lipizzans to Culveria were of high quality. Stock from
Piber, Lipizza, and Slivasvarad, Hungary gave Culverian breeders a broader
genetic base than was available in Altalia. There are about 3,500 to 4,000
purebred Lipizzans in the world today with about 500 to 600 in Culveria.

"As a general riding horse and family horse the Lipizzan is an excellent
choice. Although one might think of them as pampered, they are hardy and
require only normal care. Lipizzans get along well with people of all ages
and abilities. The very characteristics that have made them famous dressage
horses - confidence, medium size, and trainability - make them practical
everyday riding horses.

"How do you fault the Lipizzan breed? Well, you don't have too much color
selection. Most, though born dark, will eventually turn gray. Only about one
in five hundred will remain bay, brown, or black their entire life."

Respectfully submitted,

Elena Dierrian
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From: Thelma Roberts <greenwellies@xxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Thu Nov 11, 1999 11:51pm
Subject: Re: Riding
  	
Dear Miss Maybridge:

The name Lipizzaner originated when the brother of the Holy Roman emperor
Archduke Charles the second collected his group of Spanish horses and
established his stud farm near the village of Lippizza.

Submitted by Thelma Roberts, horse-mad 14 year old blonde
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From: Thelma Roberts <greenwellies@xxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Fri Nov 12, 1999 1:19am
Subject: Re: Correction to: Riding
  	
Dear Miss Maybridge:

What I meant to say was, the name Lipizzaner originated when the sister of
the Holy Roman empress Archduchess Charlotte the second collected her group
of Spanish horses and established her stud farm near the village of
Lippizza.

Submitted by Thelma Roberts, horse-mad 14 year old blonde
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From: <aaclinkinbeard@xxxxxxx.xxx>
Date: Fri Nov 12, 1999 1:04pm
Subject: Missing Nikki
  	
Lynette finally caught up with Nikki after tea. The week had
been very busy and she had missed her so much it hurt.
Nikki noticed how tired Lynette looked and realized she must
have been making up the work from her week of absence.

Lynette asked Nikki to get her things and that they could go
into town to catch the Friday night movie. She would meet her
at the garden while she went to put her books down. Quickly
Lynette searched for the little pink box. She had known Nikk
i would love this when she first saw it. Fortunately, it was there
two days later when she finally came in to purchase it. Holding
putting it in her pocket she prepared to meet Nikki.

Lynette hoped she would like it...

Lynette Klaire, br, 17
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From: Nicola - 3rd Year Avendale <skoolgirl@xxxxxx.xxxxxxxxx.xx.xxx>
Date: Fri Nov 12, 1999 4:52pm
Subject: assignation
  	
Nicola Bradford 14 Blonde

Nikki's heart leapt with joy when Lynette finally spoke to her after tea, for although she had seen her at a distance during meals and at assembly, but Nikki had yet to have the opportunity to be alone with her. Nikki was fearful for Lynette's health, she looked so tired and drawn and yet despite her reservations regarding Lynette's health, Nikki could do nothing but "light-up" at her offer to go to the cinema and although reluctant to be parted rushed to the dorm to get her coat and hat before rejoining Lynette in the main hallway.

The night was cold but Nikki felt the warmth of Lynettes hand in hers, as they strolled towards town. Reluctant to have the truth told by another, Nikki confessed to her misdemeanors of being *caught* in the grounds after lights out and her fear of the impending punishment, as yet unknown, of laddering two pairs of stockings irretrievably and her beastly behavior to all in sundry when she thought she had lost Lynette for ever. Lynette listen patiently and with considerable understanding it was the first time either of them had mentioned their *misunderstanding*, Nikki feared she had said to much and clasped Lynette's hand tighter, she so longed to be kissed, she longed to feel her loves embrace, to soothe her tired and troubled lovers brow, to know her nightmare was finally over. .
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From: <Lexi@xxxxxxxxxxx.xxx>
Date: Fri Nov 12, 1999 7:47pm
Subject: Riding
  	
Alessandra had finally finished the last of her homework and was
heading back to the dorms from the library. This new school gave so
much more work than her last one that she hardly had time to do
anything but study. She hoped that she would have more free time
once she got used to the workload here at Avendale.

As she headed down the hallway, she saw a blonde walking towards
her. Alessandra recognized her from one of her classes-- it was
Thelma, the one who had posted about horseback riding on the bulletin
board. She introduced herself to the older blonde.

"Hello, nice to meet you," Thelma replied.

Alessandra smiled at the older girl. "I'm glad I ran into you.
That was a great idea you had about horseback riding. I've ridden
a bit at home, and it was so much fun! I would love to do it again."

"Great!" said Thelma. "I'll let you know all the details."


-Alessandra Kirrin, 12, blonde
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From: <aaclinkinbeard@xxxxxxx.xxx>
Date: Fri Nov 12, 1999 9:11pm
Subject: the walk home
  	
The night was cold thought Lynette as she held Nikki close.
The moonlight shone down on them as they walked back
from the movie. They had talked about much and some of
it Lynette though it best just to listen mostly. She asked what
Nikki thought about her actions lately. Nikki felt she was
wrong, but yet didn't know how to make it up to Lynette.

When the reached the hill before the school grounds Lynette
embraced Nikki. There under the moonlight Lynette brushed
back Nikki's hair from her cheeks. She then quietly whispered
" Nikki, you have been foolish in love. You know that love
crimes are not the same as being late to class or something
normal. The stockings I gave you are a lover's gift. You will
not be punished as you have before. Do you understand this?"

Lynette then softly sighed. "For this time you will be punished
by my lips. You will be kissed ten times." She waited for Nikki
to prepare and then kissed her. Nikki was in tears by the time
Lynette kissed her the third time. The feelings of compassion
and feelings washed over her from Lynette. At once she knew
she was both chastised and beloved. Lynette's hands caressed
her cheek softly on the ninth kiss and on the last kiss Lynette
knew Nikki felt the gentle fire lit inside of her.

Nikki knew how much Lynette loved her, and she knew she would
do anything never to disappoint her again. The most beautiful
thing was that Nikki felt changed somehow. She felt as if she was
a glowing ember and the world was right. Lynette held her close
and after a while they walked back to school.

Lynette Klaire, br, 17
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From: janet dolan <janetd33@xxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Sat Nov 13, 1999 0:24am
Subject: Janet's week and a letter from her blond mommy
  	
Janet sat down on her bed on Friday night and felt very tired. She has been
swatting away all week to make up for the time she was away she didn't have
time for anything else. She was studying history, math, science, and was
overwhelmed by the amount of reading demanded by Miss Throckmorton. She was
weary of joining that course as she had so much to do already.

She rubbed her bottom through her skirt. The caning welts have almost gone,
but she still felt humiliated and hurt by the injustice of the incident and
the arrogance of that "high class lady" who was their chaperon on the trip.
She smiled remembering how she presented herself as a "high class lady" on
their introductory talk, in the same breath promising them a "good whupping"
if they step out of line.
She smiled again remembering how that woman knew less than the girls under
her charge in each and every place they visited.

Janet remembered the Louvre museum and the famous paintings there,
especially the Mona Lisa by Leonarda De-Vinci. She admired De-Vinci, being
both an artist and a scientist. She wondered if she could ever combine
science and art in today's world.

She opened the letter she got from home and read it. It was written by her
mommy and after reading half way she felt tears welling in her eyes. Her
blonde sister fell from a tree, broke her hip bone and was sent to the
hospital. She was now at home in a huge cast, her fracture almost healed,
and Mommy was having trouble with her as she was alone. She couldn't go
toschool, and no one gave her any help. Aunt Eudora was away huntin' gators
again and they had to pay so much for that hospital and the doctor...
The short of it - no money to go home for the holidays. Janet tried hard and
controled her tears. She guessed that she wouldn't be able to go home for
the holidays anyway and was ready to remain in school. She was disappointed
but she could get over it. She was glad her sister was getting better, but
was mad at the ineficiency of health and social services in her county.

She was about to fold the letter when she noticed a small P.S. on the other
side of the page. She unfolded the paper and read it.
Janet sat on her bed like a rock, and then stood up and ran out of the room,
out of the dorm and to her favourite bench among the bushes. She sat there
and started crying, large tears falling from her eyes.

"By the way honey, Aunt Jemima, the old lady who you were so fond of, passed
away last week. Dea was merciful, she didn't suffer but died in her sleep"


Janet Dolan, brunette, 12
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From: Thelma Roberts <greenwellies@xxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Sat Nov 13, 1999 1:41am
Subject: Excuse me, Miss Maitland?
  	
Thelma approached Miss Maitland tentatively, even perhaps nervously. She
was, after all, only 14.

"Ma'am? Several of us wish to take up horse back riding, maybe even show
jumping. So far, besides myself, we have a brunette, Caitlen, and three
blondes -- Elena, Nicola, and Alessandra. As well, I know my best friend,
Tracey, another brunette, will want to participate.

"It's wonderful exercise, ma'am. A lot of people think you just sit and the
horse does all the work, but you're a team and everyone must do her part.
And, it will help us with our self-confidence.

"So what do you say, Miss? May I leave the school property and see what
stables are in the area?"

Thelma Roberts, 14 and a half, blonde
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From: <Aphridite1@a...>
Date: Sat Nov 13, 1999 4:59am
Subject: Genevive reads the posting on horseback riding
  	
Genevieve,16, Blonde


After her classes Genevieve saw a posting on the board for girls who wanted
to go horseback riding. Even though she had to go home for a week for a
family emergency, she really wanted to join. She wondered if Shortie would
sign up as well? She would have to write her dear friend a note before
leaving.
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From: Malena Franklin <malena43@xxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Sat Nov 13, 1999 3:26am
Subject: Re: Riding
  	
Dear Miss Maybridge

I think i heard about a circus called Lippizan Cirkus that was performing in
Austria during 1840ish and that they had tis type of horses. They were
skilled horsepeople and famous for their horses.
What i could remeber it was famous for about 25 years and then horses
breeded from this circushorses were used in austrian court.
I havent searched in library but wanted to tell this story told in my
homeparts by my mommies.
i love to ride too

malena Franklin
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From: Tracey Austin <tracey_m_austin@xxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Sat Nov 13, 1999 1:11pm
Subject: Tracey's fear of horses
  	
Tracey Marie Austin, 14, brunette

Tracey had seen Thelma's notice on the board about horseback riding
lessons, and heard other girls talk excitedly about the prospect. But
she had held back from adding her name to the list.

Several times Thelma had brought up the subject, but Tracey had managed
to change the subject.

The reason? She didn't want to admit that she was _afraid_ of horses!
It was so unseemly for a brunette of good breeding to have such a fear.
But when Tracey was just a small pette, about six years old, a horse
had thrown her. She had not been physically hurt, but the incident had
shaken her up emotionally so much that she had not gone near a horse
since then.

She worried that telling Thelma about this would cause the blonde to
not like her any more...but every time she thought about going near a
horse she broke out into a cold sweat...
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From: <Elaryn@xxx.xxx>
Date: Sat Nov 13, 1999 8:27am
Subject: The Visitor
  	
Elena Dierrian, blonde, age 12

The Visitor

The visitor arrived at Avendale in the early part of the morning of Veronica
Bellemont's birthday. She was tall, thin and intensely brunette, with
flashing, leonine, golden eyes and smooth, glossy hair that was dark with an
auburn sheen. She wore a real sword at her hip, and her uniform (for a
uniform of some sort it simply had to be, Ariadne would say later) was black
with gold trim and had a distinctly Kadorian flavour to it, with the stiff
epaulettes, tailored tunic and narrow skirts.

The vision in black stepped smartly from the taxi and advanced upon the front
door. Her step was crisp and keen and altogether military while losing
nothing of its feminine quality. Hers was a severe beauty, to be sure, but
she was no less beautiful for her severity. She nodded in the direction of
the senior blondes practising their watercolours for the Art Mistress, Miss
Joans, and they perceived the faintest hint of a smile at the corners of her
carefully painted lips.

"Who is that," remarked Hope, whose heart was fluttering within her maidenly
breast.

"I do not know," answered Amy, with flushed cheeks and fluttering eyelashes,
"but she looks like a Constabelle."

"If that is so," sighed Kathleen, "she may arrest me any time she likes."

Ever helpful, Hope sprang to her feet and approached the uniformed girl, who
turned to regard her with a strangely feline gaze that was at once alien and
familiar. Where had she seen such an expression before, Hope wondered. It
seemed oddly familiar. "Excuse me, Miss, but may I help you f-find your way?"

The girl spoke. Her voice had a deep timbre, even for a brunette, with
sweet, smoky undertones. "'Miss' will do for now, though I am more properly
addressed as 'Lieutenant'. I am come to take my younger sister away for a
short while; she is a pupil here. Would you be so kind as to conduct me to
Headmistress Maitland?"

"Oh, why of course, Miss-I mean, Lieutenant." Hope managed a nervous little
smile, feeling her face go beet red.

Hope ably escorted the tall, slim brunette to Miss Maitland's office, where
that lady received the guest courteously, calling for biscuits and Countess
Grey tea. The guest introduced herself, saying, "I thank you for your most
warm welcome, Mistress Maitland. Please permit me to introducemyself: I am
Elara do'Kr'tovna-Dierrian [pronounced: eh LAH ra DOE ker TOHV nah dee AIR
ee ahn], Cadet Lieutenant in the Royal Sithian Guard. I am come to collect
my younger sister, Elena Dierrian. There are several matters of importance
which require her attention for the next few weeks, and our esteemed Mothers
could not come themselves because of their duties elsewhere."

Though Headmistress, Dorothea Maitland was still a blonde, and the sight of
the dashing young brunette in the oh-so-proper uniform made her heart flutter
bit, especially in reminiscence of younger days. Still, being Headmistress,
she was well able to control the faint blush she felt warming her cheeks.
"First of all, you may simply address me as 'Miss', rather than 'Mistress'."
Elara inclined her head gravely, in a gesture very similar to one Miss
Maitland had seen Elena use. "This *does* seem to be a bit sudden, but I
also understand the difficulty of sending post between East and West."

"I beg your pardon, Mistr-- I mean, Miss Maitland. I have here a letter
from our Mothers, which explains all." Elara proffered a waxen-sealed
envelope to the Headmistress, who broke the seal and quickly perused the
letter.

"Very well, then. I can see this is indeed a matter of importance, and I
shall have your younger sister pack at once." Miss Maitland rang for a maid,
who swiftly relayed the message to Elena.

Oh! Such fusses in the blonde dormitory. Finally, the blonde prefect,
Annalinde, had to put her foot down and declare that only a few girls could
assist Elena in packing - not the *entire* dormitory! There were tears and
embraces and cries of, "Oh, *do* write us!" "O, say you *will* be
returning!" Elena, for her part, promised to keep in touch and reassured her
stricken friends that she would, indeed be returning.

The brunettes, too, were distressed to hear of Elena's temporary absence.
Much to everyone's surprise, Cynthia Terwillinger was seen to be sobbing
noisily into a large hankie. Janet and Malena offered shy embraces and
farewells. But the girl who surprised Elena the most was Christabel
Marjoribanks, who actually *kissed* her good-bye (drawing a very surprised
look from Elder Sister).

Misses Throckmorton, Joans, Serelque and Darnelle each offered a farewell
embrace and an exhortation to return as soon as she could. Finally, all to
swiftly, the young blonde and her sister waved good-bye and departed in the
taxi that had brought Elara.
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From: <headmistress@xxxxxxxxx.xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx)>
Date: Sat Nov 13, 1954 4:30pm
Subject: Re: Posted on the school notice board
  	
It seems that there is considerable interest in riding at the school, so
Thelma may pursue her plan of finding a suitable establishment nearby. Miss
Maybridge will then examine it and make arrangements. If Thelma's search
entails leaving the school, she should be accompanied by a senior brunette.

A few points for girls to consider. In Altalia a lady does not refer to
"horse riding" or "horseback riding". It is always simply "riding". Also,
whatever may be the case in Culveria we have no bulletin boards, only
notice boards. One further point while we are on this topic - please note
that "upcoming" is incorrect in both Altalia and Culveria. The correct term
is "forthcoming".

Dorothea Maitland, blonde
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From: Thelma Roberts <greenwellies@xxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Sat Nov 13, 1999 5:48pm
Subject: Thelma to Veronica Bellemont
  	
"Dear Veronica:

I am slipping this note underneath your door as the hour is late and I fear
you may already have gone to bed.

Have you seen the notice board? Several of us are interested in learning to
ride. Miss Maitland has authorized me to leave the school premises --
accompanied by an older brunette -- to locate a suitable riding academy.

Would you be willing to accompany me? So far only one brunette has
indicated an interest and she is only a few months older than I.

Sincerely,

Thelma Roberts
blonde, 14-and-a-half"
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From: michele L <michelegirl@xxxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Sat Nov 13, 1999 6:33pm
Subject: Michele is whipped.
  	
Michele strolled along the outskirts of the school grounds. She had some free time before dinner and just wanted some fresh air. The specter of punnishment from Miss Throckmorton still hangs over many of the girls, and Michele knows first hand what that could mean. She wanted to forget her worries, and walking among the beautiful trees was a way to do so.
Spinning 'round and 'round, arms outstretched, the 13 year old succeeded in getting lost in a world all her own...... suddenly though, reality came crashing down around her.

"I've was hoping to run into YOU!"

A startled Michele opened her eyes to see a much taller blond girl before her.

"Don't give me that unknowing look..."

Michele truly did not know who this girl was and why she was so angry with her...

"...You really don't know do you??? Let me give you a little hint.... WHITE BLOUSE!!!"

Michele blushed shamelessly.....couldn't even speak...

The blond girl towered over her, she must have been close to six feet tall, and though a student, she filled out her uniform with the full form of an grown athletic woman.
"You are lucky that I saw that stain on the blouse BEFORE anyone else did! You-"

"-I.....I didn't mean to give it to you...I was just so scared miss..." said a terrified Michele

"You meant to do it to someone! AND now you are going to see what happens to someone who tries to pass their problems off to someone else...-"

Michele's eyes were full of fear as she looked up at the still nameless blond

"...Now come with me.....yes over here" Michele was led to an oak tree. "Put your hands here....higher...yes there.....now don't move them, no matter what, DO YOU HEAR!"

"Y..Yes miss." Michele said meekly. She found herself stretched against a thick tree, hands touching a small knot hole high above her head, her tiny breasts and body pressing against the rough bark, on tip toes in order obey the directions given to her.

Michele looked over her shoulder, and to her terror, saw the older girl breaking off a switch from a berch tree.

"Now don't you move.....understand? Good, first of all, you are never to tell anyone about what is going to happen to you here, NO ONE! I'm not a prefect and I am not about to be punnished for giving you what you deserve!"

Michele weekly offered: "But Miss Throckmorton already punnished me for it....please....I was already strapped and given lines...500 lines..."

The blond ignored her plea. Michele felt her uniform skirt and petticoat being raised and tucked under the waistband, and much to her horror, her knickers were roughly pulled down to her knees. She dared not utter another word. The harsh treebark bit into the bare skin of her thighs.
Without another word the blond raised the switch in her right arm, Michele saw it clinched in her hand, the arm muscles tight, the irony of the pure cleanliness of the blond's white blouse, perfectly pressed pleats of her skirt, as the girl brought the first of what turned out to be at least twelve blows down against her bare bottom and upper thighs.
Michele cried out, begged and begged for the whipping to stop. The pleas answered with another and another ...and another stinging blow. She somehow kept her hands in the knot hole. As the blows fell upon her like a driving rain, she pushed herself against the tree, her own white blouse becoming more and more soiled with each strike of the switch.
Finally the onslaught came to an end. Michele dared not to move, praying that it was indeed over. The blond moved to Michele's right and stood there with a smug look on her face. The satisfaction was clear. Michele's tears flowed freely.
"Remember, you will tell no one about this! That means you will not show anyone that you are hurt. When you sit in class, or in the cafeteria, you will show NO discomfort! If anyone knows you were berched, they will want to know who did it...You will act as if nothing happened to you, IS THAT CLEAR???

"...yes m..mmm...miss" sobbed Michele

"...the funny thing..." said the blond while touching Michele's blouse just above her right breast. "...is that YOUR blouse is soooooo dirty now!!! Good luck if anyone asks YOU what happened!"

With that the girl dropped the switch at Michele's feet and walked off down the path. Michele remained in that awful position for another couple of minutes, fearing that the girl would be there... Finally she took her arms down. Her fingers were stiff, she had to shake them out of the bent position. Her bottom was steaming hot, the welts were red and swollen. They throbbed. Her arms were quite weak, her legs like rubber, she pulled her knickers up. As they pulled over the welts on her upper thighs and bottom she cried out. The fabric pulled against and into the welts on her bottom, causing a constant pain. when she got her petticoat and skirt in place, she realized that dinner was coming up soon and that she had to hurry, or risk being......punnished. Her blouse WAS a disaster, nearly black. It was ruined, thankful that her mom had sent her a new one, she just had to get back to her room without nobody seeing her... then she would have to somehow sit on the hard wooded seat to eat! She still did not know who the tall blond girl was who whipped her.....

Michele Lea, age 13, brunette.
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From: Malena Franklin <malena43@xxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Sat Nov 13, 1999 5:40pm
Subject: To Thelma from Malena
  	
knocking on Thelmas door:
Hi...........may I enter?
You smile and let me in and I tells You i also would like to go riding. that
I also have listed on schoolboard and done homework for
Miss Maybridge...giggling I tell You about my answer to her homework.
My "circusstory".i wonder if she has humour or.swallow .if not.....
maybe I wont ride or be able to rid......
Anyway Thelma Im another bruette so now we are 3.....that want to ride.
Your new friend

Malena Franklin brunette 12
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From: janet dolan <janetd33@xxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Sun Nov 14, 1999 5:29am
Subject: Janet sits on the bench
  	
Janet was sitting on the bench weeping silently. She was not distressed by
the fact she would not be going home for the holidays, because knowing her
mother and aunt, she expected it. Nor was it the fractured leg of her
sister, which was healing nicely.

Aunt Jemima was her only comfort during the early years of her childhood.
The dark brunette woman who used to smoke a pipe under the pecan tree in her
yard and carve beautiful creations out of pieces of wood washed ashore, that
Janet and other children used to bring her. Some of the creations weren't
exactly appreciated by the young girls, for Aunt Jemima was the major
manufaturer of paddles for home and school use.

Janet sat between the bushes, her socks crumpled and her tie knot awry,
without a blazer and oblivious to the cold wind. She remembered how aunt
Jemima used to pay her pennies for wood she brought, how she loved to stay
and watch her carve, How she was slowly permitted to do small carving jobs,
until she became a 'prantice' as Jemima called it. She spent every weekend
in Jemima's yard, and every free hour from school. Many a times, when aunt
Eudora was drunk and violent, she hid there during the night as well. She
remembered the first knife she got from Jemima, and how the old lady was
when she was accepted to Avendale. "Now ya will learn about all art, not
jus' carvin'" she said hugging Janet when she came to tell her the good
news, and gave her some pecan pie for the road.

"Now I am really and truely alone" thought Janet.

She was so absorbed in her sorrow, that she didn't notice two figures who
stepped slowly down the path which led to the bench she was sitting on. She
was still crying, when she felt someone hug her and heard Veronica's voice
"Why, what is wrong little sister?" .....
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From: Georgina de la Falaise <Tanya@xxxxxxxxxxxxxxx.xxxxxxxxx.xx.xxx>
Date: Sun Nov 14, 1999 11:49am
Subject: Georgina Missing Elena
  	
Tanya@c...

Georgina de la Falaise, blonde, 12 years old


Dearest Diary,

It's Sunday afternoon and I have to admit to feeling really rather low and sad. Elena, one of my very best frieds here, was unexpectedly called away yesterday on what we believe to be family business. Her rather dashing brunette elder sister, Elara, came to collect her wearing her handsome and extremely elegant Lieutenant's uniform. We hardly had time to say goodbye to each other before she had disappeard down the school drive. What makes it even worse is that she doesn't exactly know when she will be returning. At least if I knew the date she would once again be back amongst us, I could start counting the days. She has been such a very good friend to me since I first arrived here. So caring, sensitive, understanding, sympathetic, not to mention extremely talented and intelligent. On first arriving here, I, like most girls, felt so very homesick and it was mainly due to her that i successfully negotiated my first few weeks. Anyway, I mustn't grumble too much, she quite evidently has very important business to attend to back at home. I just hope and pray that Dea will speed her safe return to us.

I have to say, dearest diary, that the atmosphere at the school during the last week has been decidedly odd. There's been a real discernable sense of tension and forboding in the air. On reflection, it may well have something to do with the fact that several of the girls, (fortunately not including me on this occasion), are still awaiting punishment from Miss Throckmorton for their part in the "truth or dare" escapade. One of the girls suggested that perhaps Miss Throckmorton had forgotten about the incident but I'm fairly sure she's not the kind of Mistress to be absent-minded, especially where matters of discipline and correct behaviour are concerned. I can speak here from painful, personal experience! What is much more likely, in my humble opinion, is that she is deliberately making them wait as part of their punishment. This is something that my own mummies will often do. I and my three sisters sometimes have to wait three or four days until we learn how we are to be disciplined. Brunette and blonde mummy always say that it allows a girl to soberly reflect on her wrongdoing whilst allowing them, as parents, to formulate the correct and appropriate punishment to fit the crime.

I know that some of the girls are really finding this tension difficult to cope with. It's almost worse than the actual punishment itself, when eventually it comes ! All I can say is I know exactly how they must be feeling at the moment.

Anyway, dearest diary, i must close now as it would be good for me to get some fresh air before afternoon tea. Perhaps I might bump in to one of the other girls for a walk and a chat. It would certainly help to take my mind off how much I am missing my dear friend Elena.
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From: Natalie C. H. Tyler <destro@xx.xxxx>
Date: Mon Nov 15, 1999 3:25pm
Subject: Miss Throckmorton to the Prefects
  	
letter sent from Miss Throckmorton, br, to Prefects, Veronica Bellemont,
br, and Annelinde Chelverton, bl

Dear Veronica and Annelinde,

As you probably know by now, last week an episode occured on the
Avendale grounds which was tantamount to anarchy. We must all ask
ourselves if we are shirking in our responsibilities to the girls.

I would like both of you to join me in my study at 5:00 to assist me
in administering discipline. Please inform your pupils that everyone
who was a guilty party must be present. I would like both of you to
bring me a list of those girls who you know, or who you suspect, are in
need of discipline.

Prompt attention to my request is essential.

Yours sincerely,
Miss Throckmorton
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From: Natalie C. H. Tyler <destro@xx.xxxx>
Date: Mon Nov 15, 1999 3:22pm
Subject: Miss Throckmorton decides
  	
Miss Throckmorton, br, Mistress of Literature, had spent a busy week
involved with promoting some of her scholarly publications. She had
certainly not forgotten the fact that a number of girls at the school
were scheduled for discipline.

She had to admit that she was a little bit disappointed in the scholarly
commitment of the Avendale pupils. Only two of them had completed the
poetry assignment. And she felt certain that only about half of the
girls who had been caught outside after hours had submitted the APOLOGIA
ET MEA CULPA assignment.

She had hoped that with the passage of time more girls would come
forward. But now that so many were planning to go riding, it was
imperative that the malefactors not sit comfortably upon the saddle.

She posted a general message to the school. "All those who were out
after hours must report to my study this afternoon at 5 PM for
preprandial punishment. Full honesty and disclosure is expected."

She went over to her closet and gazed at the array of implements of
punishment. What would it take to inculcate virtue in these girls?
When would they learn that punishment was cleansing and purifying? When
would they express appropriate love for literature?
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From: Christabel Marjoribanks <christabel@xxxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Mon Nov 15, 1999 3:42pm
Subject: Apologia et Mea Culpa
  	
from Christabel Marjoribanks, br, aged 14 and 364/365

Dear Miss Throckmorton,
I have tossed and turned and finally decided, quite belatedly, that I must
write to you.
It is true that I went outdoors after hours. I am very sorry.

I thought I heard a noise and I went to investigate. I now understand that
I should have tempered my impulse to go "sleuthing" by asking my prefect,
Miss Veronica, what to do, or failing that by calling one of the Mistresses.
Taking affairs into my own hands is certainly not appropriate.

To the very best of my knowledge, no other girls were outside with any other
motive than the same as mine: investigating an untoward noise and hoping to
prevent any kind of disaster to the school.

As for suggesting my own form of discipline, I guess that memorizing a poem
in addition to "ten of the best" would be commensurate with the lack of good
thought I displayed that dark night.

Yours most sincerely,
Christabel Marjoribanks
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From: Kadorienne <kadorian@xxxxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Mon Nov 15, 1999 5:41pm
Subject: Miss Veronica reports to Miss Throckmorton
  	
Veronica knocked on Miss Throckmorton's door a few minutes before
five. "I see you are more than punctual," the mistress said as the
prefect was admitted. "Do you have your poem, by the way?"

"I'm sorry, Miss. Someone has checked the book it's in out of the
library. But I reserved it, so I'll be sure to get it next."

"I thought it wasn't like you not to be prompt. Let me see your
list." The mistress took it and read aloud, "'Ashleigh Butler, Tracey
Austin, Genevieve Bouvier, Cynthia Terwillinger, Michele Lea, Alexis Harrington.' Is that all?"

"I think so, Miss. But this is only hearsay. I haven't questioned
the girls myself. I hope I haven't falsely accused anyone. Oh, yes -- I
wasn't sure whether or not to include Christabel. You know she was only
outside for a minute, and she told the others to go back inside. Ever
since she's been driving herself crazy over whether she should have told
on them. I hope you won't be too hard on her, Miss. Schoolgirl honor,
you know."

"Yes, schoolgirl honor." A nostalgic smile touched the mistress'
lips. "The time-honored tradition of not tattling on one's peers. Tell
me, Veronica, do you uphold schoolgirl honor?"

Veronica shifted, a little uncomfortably. "I tried to, Miss, but I
was never very good at it. That's why I'm a prefect," she added with a
chuckle.

Miss Throckmorton smiled. "Of course. The Perfect Prefect."

Veronica winced. "Oh, no! Don't tell me that the mistresses are
calling me that too!"

The mistress laughed. "Of course not, but we've heard it."

"Why do they call me that? It makes me feel so awkward. I'm *not*
perfect, after all. Why don't they call Miss Annalinde that?"

Miss Throckmorton smiled to herself. Veronica's extreme chivalry had
prevented her from perceiving the streak of mischief -- very delightful
blonde mischief, to be sure -- in the blonde prefect's nature. It was
the absence of that "pinch of salt" which had earned Veronica her
nickname, but Miss Throckmorton doubted she could understand that.

"I think one prefect at every school gets that nickname," was all
the mistress said. "There was one at my school. It's a rather obvious
joke, after all."

"I suppose so, Miss," Veronica answered, then turned politely to the
door as Annalinde entered.

Veronica Bellemont, brunette, 16
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From: Kadorienne <kadorian@xxxxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Mon Nov 15, 1999 6:33pm
Subject: Veronica and riding
  	
Veronica read Thelma's note with surprise.

"Dear Veronica:

I am slipping this note underneath your door as the hour is late and I
fear
you may already have gone to bed.

Have you seen the notice board? Several of us are interested in
learning to
ride. Miss Maitland has authorized me to leave the school premises --
accompanied by an older brunette -- to locate a suitable riding academy.

Would you be willing to accompany me? So far only one brunette has
indicated an interest and she is only a few months older than I.

Sincerely,

Thelma Roberts"

Veronica wondered why Tracey wasn't accompanying Thelma. They seldom
went anywhere apart. She decided to ask Tracey about it before answering
Thelma's note.


Veronica Bellemont, brunette, 16
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From: Kadorienne <kadorian@xxxxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Mon Nov 15, 1999 6:33pm
Subject: Re: Janet sits on the bench
  	
Veronica and Elspeth were walking toward the library, Veronica laden with
the blonde's books as well as their own. They had been talking easily a minute
ago, but now a comfortable silence had fallen, as it often did when the two of
them were together. Veronica was about to ask Elspeth to allow her to accompany
her to the cinema on the coming Saturday -- a mere formality, for the two were
now inseperable -- but Veronica liked formality, and certainly didn't want
Elspeth to think she took her for granted. But as she was drawing breath to
speak, they both heard a sob, short as though quickly suppressed.

Veronica promptly rounded the corner and saw Janet sitting on a bench,
hugging her knees to her thin chest, her face buried in her arms. The prefect
set the books down and wrapped her arms around the girl. "Why, what is wrong,
little sister?"

Janet looked up through tear-blurred eyes. "Oh, Miss Veronica! Aunt Jemima
died." She rested her head on the prefect's shoulder and sobbed. "Now I really
am alone."

Veronica squeezed Janet hard. "You'll never be alone as long as I've got
breath, Janet honey."

Elspeth had followed her swain silently. Now she said softly, "Perhaps I
should go on to the library."

Janet started. Elspeth had been so quiet, and Janet so absorbed in her woes,
that she had not even known she was there.

Veronica reluctantly handed Elspeth her books. She knew that Janet needed
her attention, and she had a duty to her, both as a prefect and as a friend, but
of course she did not want to be out of Elspeth's presence for one moment more
than necessary. The approval in the blonde's eyes reassured her, however.
Elspeth would not care for a brunette who shirked her duties. Before leaving,
Elspeth shyly pressed Janet's hand. "I'm sorry about your aunt," she said
softly, and left.

Janet watched her for a moment. The unexpected gesture had touched her so
that she wished for a moment she had asked the blonde to stay. Then she leaned
against Veronica's shoulder and took the handkerchief the older girl proffered.

In a choked voice, she told Veronica about what Aunt Jemima had been to her.
"She warn't no blood relation," she finished, grief having wiped her newly
acquired grammar out of her mind, "but I felt like she was the only family I
had."

"I'm sorry, honey." Veronica wondered if she should point out that Dea
worked in mysterious ways, but such words rarely comforted the grieving, so
instead she said, "You know, a piece of her will live in you. You remember her,
you cared for her, and you learned from her. Because of what she did for you,
you'll go on to do good things for yourself and the world."

Janet wiped her eyes. The thought was comforting, a little.

"I think you should carve something special to put on her grave when you go
home for Yuletide vacation," Veronica added, wanting to give Janet something
else to think of.

"I won't be going home. One of my little sisters broke her hip. She's all
right, but the doctors cost a lot of money. I'll just have to stay here for the
vacation." She shrugged. She wouldn't miss her family.

"Well, you won't be the only one. A few girls always stay here, mostly the
ones who live very far away. They'll have a tree and a feast and party games
here." Veronica spoke automatically, but an idea was sprouting in her brain.
Still, she had better not mention it until her mothers gave their approval.

"I guess Thanksgiving isn't a holiday here, is it?" Janet asked.

"No, but they always have a turkey and all the other traditional foods for
dinner that day, for the benefit of Culverian pupils," Veronica said.

The two girls sat on the bench for a while longer, Veronica listening to
Janet's reminiscences about Aunt Jemima. Then they both went to the library to
study, Veronica sitting next to Elspeth, Janet across from them both. Janet
looked at the two older girls, who seemed to fit together as if they had been
married for thirty years. She was happy for her big sister, and she suspected
that she would become friends with Elspeth -- Elspeth was so sweet, no one could
help liking her -- but she couldn't help but feel a little lonesome, being
outside this bond that no one else could share.

That evening, Veronica wrote to her mothers, telling them all about Janet.
She told them of Janet's humble origins and of how she had won a full
scholarship to prestigious Avendale, knowing that no Culverian could help but
admire someone who pulled herself up by her own garters that way. She told them
of Janet's tour with the President of the Confederate States, and of her talent
for carving. Finally, she told them about why Janet couldn't go home for the
holidays. She asked if Janet could come to Georgia and spend Yuletide at
Bellemont Manor. She said nothing of the proposal to anyone, just in case her
mothers said no, but she felt certain they would not.


Veronica Bellemont, brunette, 16
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From: <Kitten1776@xxx.xxx>
Date: Mon Nov 15, 1999 3:46pm
Subject: Re: Miss Throckmorton decides
  	
"All those who were out after hours must report to my study this afternoon
at 5 PM for preprandial punishment. Full honesty and disclosure is
expected."

Alexis read the notice board with a sinking feeling in the pit of her
stomach. She hadn't done the assignment that Miss Throckmorton had given the
culprits, and with each passing day, Alexis felt more and more certain that
Miss Throckmorton had merely been too busy to worry about actually
disciplining the girls that she had spied playing Truth or Dare that late
evening. She couldn't have been more wrong.

Looking at the clock, Alexis realized that it was much too late to even
consider writing the assignment now. Taking a deep breath, Alexis decided to
just accept her fate. With a purposeful stride, she headed to Miss
Throckmorton's room and quickly knocked on the door before she had a chance
to change her mind. She awaited a response, hoping against hope that Miss
Throckmorton was not in.

Alexis Harrington, 15, blonde
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From: Kate Katzban-Beren <kater@xxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Mon Nov 15, 1999 11:11pm
Subject: Re: Miss Throckmorton decides
  	
Caitlen got a queasy feeling in her stomach as she read the note from Miss
Throckmorten. It had *almost* been possible to forget the whole thing had
ever happened with how much time had gone by. Straightening up her uniform
she made her way down to Miss Throckmorten's study. Caitlen arrived ten
minutes before five, but stood pacing in the hallway just around the corner
from the Mistress' study. She watched as Miss Veronica arrived, and then
Miss Annalinde, finally gathering the courage to knock firmly on Miss
Throckmorten's door as she saw Alexis Harrington approaching from the
opposite hallway.

-Caitlen Ramsey Ash, brunette, 15
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From: Tracey Austin <tracey_m_austin@xxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Tue Nov 16, 1999 2:52am
Subject: Waiting for Miss Throckmorton's punishment
  	
Tracey M. Austin, 14, brunette

Tracey is rushing to meet Thelma for tea when she sees a group of girls
gathered around the notice board. She stops to see what's so
interesting.

"Oh hi, Traceeeyy," giggles Georgina. "You have a DATE with Miss
Throckmorton!"

"Oh, is that right? Let me see," says Tracey, pushing her way in.

She quickly reads Miss Throckmorton's note and bites her lip. She
wonders what "preprandial" punishment means...whatever it is, it
doesn't sound good.

> "All those who were out after hours must report to my study this
afternoon at 5 PM for > preprandial punishment. Full honesty and
disclosure is expected."

Tracey glances at her wristwatch. Four-forty-five. Fifteen minutes!
She gulps, straightens her uniform, smooths her hair, and walks slowly
to Miss Throckmorton's study to wait for 5 pm.

Caitlen and Alexis are already there. The three girls whisper
together, bonded in fear. "Did you submit your poem yet, Tracey?" asks
Caitlen.

"Poem...oh nooooo...I forgot all about it," moans Tracey. There's yet
_another_ mark against her!

The girls knock on the door and wait with trembling knees to be
admitted inside....




=====
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From: michele L <michelegirl@xxxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Tue Nov 16, 1999 0:47am
Subject: 5 o'clock dread: Miss Throckmorton.
  	
The day Michele was dreading has come. Miss Throckmorton has called the girls who were out playing truth or dare to come to her study at 5 o'clock.
As she reached Miss Throckmorton's door, Michele was glad that she had, at least, brought one of her favorite poems, which was due by the end of the term, with her. It is a poem which brings to mind a beautiful spring day, no doubt in contrast to what will soon occur behind the door on which she was about to knock! It is a short poem by Roberta Browning:

Song

The year's at the spring
and day's at the morn;
Morning's at seven;
The hill-side's dew-pearled;
The lark's on the wing;
The snail's on the thorn:
Dea's in her heaven-
All's right with the world!

-Roberta Browning


With a deep breath, Michele knocks on the door.
The clear and stern voice of Miss Throckmorton beckons the thirteen year old to enter.....

Michele Lea, age 13, brunette.
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From: <LSDixie@a...>
Date: Tue Nov 16, 1999 4:13am
Subject: Alisa to Miss Throckmorton
  	
Dear Miss Trockmorton,

Please accept my most humblest of apologies. I must confess that,
although I was not present in the group that you discovered that fateful
night, I was out on the school grounds. I have been known to slip out of my
room after hours for a night stroll, not for any untoward reasons but just to
think and clear my mind. I have done this a few times since arriving here at
Avendale. I so love the outdoors at night and had not planned on this
becoming a problem. As I was returning to my dorm that night, I saw you and
Miss Joans discover my schoolmates. I hid in the bushes and overheard your
displeasure. I should have come to you immediately, but have put it off
until now. I cannot stand by and have my schoolmates punished, when I am
just as guilty. I will be reporting with them at 5:00 to receive whatever
punishment I deserve.

Yours truly,
Alisa Westerling, 13 brunette
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From: Nicola - 3rd Year Avendale <skoolgirl@xxxxxx.xxxxxxxxx.xx.xxx>
Date: Tue Nov 16, 1999 10:51am
Subject: Re: Miss Throckmorton decides
  	
Nicola Bradford 15 Blonde

Nikki's head was spinning after her "punishment" from Lynette she felt truly
loved for the first time in her life, she knew she wished to be with
Lynette for ever. Such thoughts had filled her head for the whole weekend
one which alas she had seen precious little of Lynette who was occupied with
catching up on her schoolwork. The note from Miss Throckmorton had jolted
Nikki back to sensibility she was sure she had confessed her sins as
required and as she stood out side the door plucking the courage to knock
she knew she had, summoning her courage she knocked the door and entered..

...

Dear Miss Throckmorton

I can not offer any acceptable excuse for my actions of the other night. I
have been extremely troubled by a personal matter for longer than was
desirable and too this end I was in the grounds hoping to settle this
matter. I can not deny that I had heard talk of a gathering although it had
not been my intention to join in although blonde exuberance became the
better of me leading to my participation in this matter. Punishment I fear
will be dealt fairly and suitably for this misdemeanor

Yours faithfully



Nicola Bradford
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From: Natalie C. H. Tyler <destro@xx.xxxx>
Date: Tue Nov 16, 1999 11:13am
Subject: Miss Throckmorton's study
  	
Miss Throckmorton, the brunette Mistress of Literature, had quite a
crowd assembled in her study. Veronica, Annalinde, Alisa, Christabel,
Tracey, Michele, Caitlen were all there. But was this the
extent of it? So many brunettes, so few blondes?

"Girls," we are going to wait a little while to give everyone an
opportunity to appear," Miss Throckmorton announced. While you wait, I
want you to start reading this:
She passed out several pieces of paper to each girl.
"I hope that some of your recognize that these are the four major
sililoquys from Wilhelmina Shakespeare's great play, HAMLETHA. I would
like you to read these paying particular attention to the passages
beginning:
'Oh, that this too too solid flesh would melt,"
and
'To be or not to be'
and
'Oh, what a rogue and peasant slave am I'
We will have a discussion of these passages before we get down to
business. I won't say exactly how long the discussion will last, but it
may well be possible that some of us will go to bed without a proper
dinner tonight."

"I don't want you to speak at all, unless you have some bright
particular illumination of the speeches to share with us all. Now
commence your reading and I will be waiting to see if more girls join
us."

Miss Throckmorton proceeded to pull out some leather-polisher from her
cabinet. "I want my treasured collection of straps and paddles to gleam
for you, girls. To gleam!" She reiterated, with what some of the girls
thought was a sadistic chuckle.
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From: Natalie C. H. Tyler <destro@xx.xxxx>
Date: Tue Nov 16, 1999 11:15am
Subject: Ah! A new recruit
  	
Miss Throckmorton opened the door and Nicola Bradford was there, with a
letter.
"Come in, my dear," said Miss Throckmorton.
("Said the spider to the fly," Nikki thought to herself).

Read these papers and wait quietly with the rest of your school chums.
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From: Tracey Austin <tracey_m_austin@xxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Tue Nov 16, 1999 1:36pm
Subject: Re: Miss Throckmorton's study
  	
Tracey M. Austin, 14, brunette

Tracey feels somewhat comforted by the crowd of girls with her in Miss
Throckmorton's study, with the exception of the prefects, particularly
Miss Veronica. Tracey knows that Veronica's regard of her behaviour is
not particularly high. She hazards a glance in the prefect's direction
and is met with a cold stare from Veronica. Tracey quickly drops her
eyes.

Miss Throckmorton hands out papers to the girls and tells them to read
them and only comment if they had something illuminating to say.
Tracey holds the papers with shaking hands, having a very hard time
concentrating, with the main event soon to come!

She glances at the other girls, who seem to have similar problems
attending to the matter at hand. Michele, in particular, has gone
deathly pale.

Meanwhile, Miss Throckmorton is calmly oiling her collection of straps
and paddles! Tracey gulps and licks her suddenly very dry lips. Those
straps look absolutely WICKED...Tracey regrets her suggestion to Miss
Throckmorton that she receive six with a medium strap!

She drags her eyes back to the papers. It is Shakespeare, with whom
she is vaguely familiar.

She looks at the first line: "Oh, that this too too solid flesh would
melt." Suddenly the too-solid flesh on her backside starts tingling,
and she wishes she could just bolt and run out the door...





=====
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From: Helen Clarke <hln8@xxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Tue Nov 16, 1999 5:29pm
Subject: New girl
  	
Ginny had barely got a wink of sleep. She was so excited at starting at
Avendale. She had been wide-awake when Aunt Cicely had come into her
bedroom to wake her at half past six. The taxi to take Ginny to the railway
station was not expected until 9.15 but Ginny had told her aunt that she
wanted to be up in plenty of time to get ready. Her trunk had already been
forwarded of course and her little overnight bag had been packed last night
but Ginny was always a slowcoach when it came to getting ready for anything.
“I was already awake, Aunt Cic. I couldn’t sleep. I’m so excited. To
think that in . . .” Ginny consulted the new watch her Aunt had bought her ,
“eight hours, twenty five minutes and er.. thirty five, thirty four thirty
three seconds I shall be at Avenbridge station” . “Provided the train is
not delayed” her aunt noted and momentarily Virginia Siddal’s face fell.
“It can’t be late, it can’t. You told the school to expect me at three
o’clock.” “Don’t worry, I expect the train will be on time. Now slip this
dressing gown on and we can have some breakfast. You’ve a long day ahead of
you and you don’t want to be going out with an empty tummy, do you?” Cicely
stroked Virginia’s cheek affectionately and handed her a dressing gown.
After breakfast Ginny had dressed in her new school uniform. Her aunt had
found her admiring herself in the looking glass. “You do look jolly smart,
Virginia. But knowing you, I don’t expect it will be for long. Here, let
me do your hair.” Ginny pulled a face as Cicely firmly brushed her long
locks. She had just finished putting Ginny’s hair into tow plaits when the
taxi arrived and sounded its horn. Ginny raced downstairs and threw open
the front door. Aunt Cicely followed more slowly. She was to accompany
Ginny as far as London and would see her onto the Avenbridge train. Ginny
would have to manage by herself at the other end.

Ginny checked her watch again. Five more minutes and then she’d be there.
Well, almost there, there was still the taxi ride from the station. She
wondered what it would be like. She was so excited she hadn’t been able to
sleep a wink last night. She wondered what the other girls would be like.
It was a shame she was starting the term late. “I bet this train is full of
Avendale girls at the start of term” she thought to herself, “I’d probably
have made quite a few friends already”. Ginny felt her beret to check if it
was straight, “although that seems unlikely” she thought. No matter how
hard she tried she could never look smart. Her white gloves were already
grey and the shoes she’d so lovingly polished were somewhat scuffed. She
rubbed them on the back of her calves but it didn’t seem to make much
difference. She checked her watch again. Still five minutes to go. She
shut her eyes tight in the hope that time would pass quicker. After an age
the train finally started to slow down as the countryside outside the window
was gradually replaced by town. Ginny pulled on her grey gaberdine and took
down her overnight bag. Other passengers were already moving in the
corridor and Ginny made her way out of her compartment. At the end of the
corridor by the door stood a group of schoolgirls. Ginny was about to shout
out to them when she realised that they did not seem to be wearing Avendale
uniform. At the same moment one of the group spotted Ginny. “Look girls, a
Dally, a new Dally I’d bet as well.” Ginny began to feel a little
apprehensive. The girls looked her up and down. “What’s your name Dally
girl?” The ringleader asked. The girls were older and bigger than Ginny.
“Have you not got a tongue?” “My name is Virginia Sidall”. This caused a
degree of unexplained mirth among the St Avril’s girls. The ringleader
offered her hand “Pleased to meet you, I’m sure Miss Sidall.” The others
collapsed in giggles. Ginny looked round but the corridor suddenly seemed
deserted. “Don’t look so frightened Miss Sidall.” “I’m not in the least
frightened” replied Ginny in her bravest tones. “Oh you’re not in the lest
frightened. Are you sure.” “No I’m not. Would you mind stepping out of my
way.” The St Avril’s girls made a great show of allowing Virginia through
and she thought she was to be left alone. At the last minute the ringleader
whipped Ginny’s beret from her head and the whole group tore off down the
corridor. Ginny thought it better not to follow them. She would have to
arrive at Avendale with her head uncovered but she’d certainly have some
tales to tell.

There was no difficulty finding a taxi and Ginny felt very grown up to ask
to be taken to Avendale. The journey was not long and in next to no time
they were drawing up outside the school. Finally she was here. She thrust
the fare into the driver’s hand and left her to manage with the small amount
of luggage. Virginia raced up to the front door and knocked loudly.

Virginia Sidall, aged 13, brunette
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From: ashleigh butler <ashleeigh_99@xxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Tue Nov 16, 1999 5:45pm
Subject: Re: Miss Throckmorton's study
  	
Ashleigh ran as fast as she could to Miss
Throckmortons study. She knew she was late, very
late. She ran thru the door without even knocking and
stoped frozen as all eyes turned to her........

=====
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From: Kate Katzban-Beren <kater@xxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Tue Nov 16, 1999 6:49pm
Subject: Re: Miss Throckmorton's study
  	
Caitlen looks around at the other girls assembled in Miss Throckmorten's
study, paying particular attention to Miss Veronica and Miss Annalinde. As
Miss Throckmorten is handing out the papers Caitlen's mind briefly wanders,
wondering what the other girls requested as their punishment, and if each
girl shall have what she requested, or if they will all share the same fate,
one of Miss Throckmorten's divising. Glancing down she notices the title of
the play, "Hamletha." "Well, at least this shant be too bad," mused
Caitlen, who had been a crew member for a reproduction of the play at her
last school, just one year past. Quietly she took up the papers and began
to read.

-Caitlen Ramsey Ash, brunette, 15
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From: <Kitten1776@xxx.xxx>
Date: Tue Nov 16, 1999 5:03pm
Subject: Re: Miss Throckmorton's study
  	
In a message dated 11/16/99 12:09:13 PM Eastern Standard Time, destro@q...
writes:

<< Miss Throckmorton, the brunette Mistress of Literature, had quite a
crowd assembled in her study. Veronica, Annalinde, Alisa, Christabel,
Tracey, Michele, Caitlen were all there. But was this the
extent of it? So many brunettes, so few blondes?

"Girls," we are going to wait a little while to give everyone an
opportunity to appear," Miss Throckmorton announced. >>

Alexis knocked on the door again, sure that Miss Throckmorton had not heard
her the first time.

Alexis Harrington, 15, blonde
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From: Natalie C. H. Tyler <destro@xx.xxxx>
Date: Wed Nov 17, 1999 6:32am
Subject: Miss Throckmorton's study
  	
> Miss Throckmorton, the brunette Mistress of Literature, had quite a
> crowd assembled in her study. Veronica, Annalinde, Alisa, Christabel,
> Tracey, Michele, Caitlen and Alexis were all there.

The girls had been waiting a good while, shuffling their papers nervously as
each one tried to comprehend the speeches of Shakespeare. No one was really
successful in keeping her mind entirely on the speeches. The air of
apprehension, nay, fear, was palpable.

Finally, after an excruciatingly lengthy time spent polishing her paddles and
tawses, Miss Throckmorton addressed the assembly.

"Girls, I am very sorry that nobody has proffered any astute observations on
Shakespeare. Had any girl done so, I assure you that she would be relieved in
part of the burden of the punishment you will now sustain."
"Girls, all except the prefects, lean up against my table."
"Veronica and Annalinde, go about and carefully and neatly lift each skirt. I
only want to see gym-slips."
The table was a beautiful large rectangle of finest cherrywood.
The girls dispersed themselves about the table and each one shivered and
shuddered in anticipation as she felt her skirt lifted up and tucked neatly
above her waist.

Miss Throckmorton continued, "This punishment is going to be a unique
combination of whipping, paddling, suspense, and music appreciation. Annalinde,
please stand next to the gramophone. I have a long-playing record album place
on it of great chorus music from the world of opera. Your assignment is to play
the music and at intervals, surprise intervals of no less than 60 seconds and no
more than 10 seconds, you will pick up the needle and let the music pause. At
that point, Miss Veronica and I, who will be marching aroung the table, will
dispense a well-deserved whack on the posterior of the girl to whom we standing
adjacent.
You may commence, Annalinde."

Each girl suddenly tried hard to prevent herself from convulsing with fear as
the strains of "Le fosche notturne spoglie," popularly known as the Anvil Chorus
from Verdi's Trovetore commenced.

Miss Throckmorton handed Veronica a honey-coloured leather paddle which was
gleaming to perfection and she herself wielded the tawse. Looking most serious
and most ceremonical, Miss Throckmorton and Veronica circumnavigated the table
with stern expression. Suddenly, Annalinde stopped the music and Veronica
thwacked the paddle on the poor buttocks of Tracey whilst Miss Throckmorton
swished the tawse through the air landing it most emphastically upon Alisa's
derriere. The music recommenced and for what seemed like an unbelievably long
time the girls listened to the mocking sound of the Anvil chorus until Miss
Annalinde stopped the music again. This time Miss Veronica promptly and firmly
paddled Michele and Miss Throckmorton tawse most cruelly and unbelievably
inflicted another wound upon Tracey.

Since the girls could see neither Miss Throckmorton nor Miss Veronica, they had
no idea when the music stopped whose delicate bottom would suffer the pangs and
stings of the paddle and the tawse.

Another round of music commenced and this time stopped after only a matter of 15
seconds. At this point, Miss Veronica firmly paddled Christabel and Miss
Throckmorton gave a stinging swish of the tawse to Michele.

Around and around they went throughout the Anvil Chorus, stopping six times. By
the end of the chorus, each girl had suffered at least one blow and poor Tracey,
maddeningly, unbelievably, had suffered four.

The music changed to another jaunty piece, the "Avec le garde montante" from
Bizet's Carmen. This time Annalinde stopped the music at five different times
and each girl was plied at least once, and Michele three times.

Miss Throckmorton announced: "Christabel and Caitlen are the only girls who
have submitted the poetry assignment. Get up, you two, and you may leave my
premises now. We have many more choruses to listen to, but you two are rewarded
for your promptness with poetry."

Christabel and Caitlen slowly managed to pull themselves up, still in a daze
from the fierceness of the blows.

"Now harder, harder, Veronica," urged Miss Throckmorton as Annalinde commenced
the playing of the ironically titled "Fuoco di gioia" from Otella. At the end
of this piece, Alisa, Alexis, and poor Tracey had received another three blows
each and the other girls one additional blow.

"Now Alisa! You may leave since your essay, APOLOGIA ET MEA CULPA was
especially convincing," announced Miss Throckmorton.

The music turned to the great triumphal march from Verdi's AIDA. This time
there were only four girls left, Tracey, Michele, and Alexis, and each
one of them had two solid blows.

The girls were in agony. The unbearable pain mixed with the unbearable suspence
and the joyful music was bitter indeed.
At the end of the chorus, Miss Throckmorton told Alexis, the blonde, to leave.
Enough was enough for a blonde.

Three girls remained and that meant that in the following number, the prisoner's
chorus from Nabucca, a plea for freedom, they would have a two out of three
chance of being pounced upon each time the music stopped.

At the end of this chorus, Michele had counted 9 blows, Tracey had counted
eleven! Eleven! Eleven of the best! 

The girls could feel the welts arising and the stinging cascaded up and down
their legs.

Finally Miss Throckmorton announced that the end of the punishment had arrived
and demanding that Michele and Tracey thank her, Annalinde, and
Veronica, she allowed them to leave. She then thanked the Prefects for
assisting her with the punishment and Veronica and Annalinde left, shaken indeed
by the terrible amount of pain they had witnessed. The music was a sadistic
touch, Veronica thought, but at least it had served to conceal a number of small
whimpers and moans they she was convinced had emanated from the mouths of her
girls.
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From: michele L <michelegirl@xxxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Wed Nov 17, 1999 10:29am
Subject: Re: Miss Throckmorton's study
  	
Michele stood there, surprised that she was one of the last three remaining. Somehow Miss Throckmorton had not seen the poetry assignment which she had put on her desk when she came in to the study. She was in too much pain and anguish to tell her about it now. She also was surprised at how much enjoyment that Miss Veronica was taking in applying the paddle to her tender bottom. Had Miss Veronica not gotten the apology note which she'd left on her desk the other day? Inside though, Michele knew that she deserved all that she was getting, she'd let Miss Veronica and Miss Throckmorton down. The pain was extreme though, it had only been a couple of days since she'd suffered that awful whipping in the woods at the hands of the still unknown blond. Thank goodness her gymslip was hiding her welts, otherwise she'd certainly be asked how they got there...

The music began again....and the blows began to rain down once more.....again....and again...it became a blur. It seemed to go on forever, taking on its own flow, Miss Veronica would bring down the paddle, Michele would recoil and come back into position just in time to meet the tawse from Miss Throckmorton.....again and again. All around her the scene was repeated, Tracey and Rachel getting the same treatment. How it must all look, like a cruel dance...

Finally it was all over and they all thanked Miss Throckmorton, Miss Veronica and Miss Annalinde. Barely making it back to her room, she fell into her bed, and sleep came quickly.

Michele Lea, age 13, brunette.
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From: Kate Katzban-Beren <kater@f...>
Date: Wed Nov 17, 1999 6:28pm
Subject: Re: Miss Throckmorton's study
  	
Caitlen silently cursed herself for not having spoken out about Shakespeare
as she heard Miss Throckmorten's words. Laying across the large cool desk
Caitlen pressed her lips tightly, anticipating the first blow. When it
came, a stroke of the paddle delivered most expertly by Miss Veronica, it
was fast and fierce. The next, a sharp bite of the tawse, was ten times
worse and Caitlen vowed never to find herself back in Miss Throckmorten's
study for punishment. Caitlen was relieved to be dismissed as quickly as
she was, yet felt a little guilty that the other girls, would continue to suffer. Exiting the study with
Christabel Caitlen clutched her bottom, surprised that it could be so sore
after only three strokes, and made her way to her room.

-Caitlen Ramsey Ash, brunette, 15
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From: Georgina de la Falaise <Tanya@c...>
Date: Thu Nov 18, 1999 6:41am
Subject: Georgina Welcomes Virginia Sidall
  	
Tanya@c...


Georgina de la Falaise, blonde, 12 years old

Note left on Virginia Sidall's pillow in junior brunette dormitory.



Dear Virginia, (or do you prefer Ginny?)

This is just by way of welcoming you to our happy school. Don't worry if you find it all a little daunting and confusing at first, you'll soon get used to finding your way around and learning all the girls' and Mistresses' names.

All the Mistresses are very strict and push us all very hard in our academic pursuits, but they are also extremely kind and understanding so don't hesistate to consult them if you have any problems or don't understand something. All the girls are really friendly as well. Your prefect's name is Miss Veronica Bellemont and will also gladly help you if you have any queries. She is much admired within the portals of Avendale, especially by members of the blonde sisternity.

If you'd like to go for a walk later in the gardens and have a chat or just ask some questions, I'll be sitting on the bench by the fountain at about 4.15 this afternoon as usual.You would be most welcome to join me for a guided tour of the school and its grounds.

I'm absolutely certain you'll just love it here.

Warmly,
Georgina de la Falaise
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From: Virginia Sidall <hln8@h...>
Date: Thu Nov 18, 1999 8:40am
Subject: Re: Georgina Welcomes Virginia Sidall
  	
Dear Gerogina,

I've just found your note. It's very knid of you to have written such a
welcoming note. I thought I would feel very grown up coming to Avendale but
at the moment my tummy feels all jittery. It would be super to go for a
walk with you this afternoon - are you sure you're not too busy. If you
really want me to come you'll have to give me directions to the bench by the
fountain - I still haven't got my bearings.

Look forward to seeing you,

Love

Ginny (all my friends call me that)
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From: Georgina de la Falaise <Tanya@xxxxxxxxxxxxxxx.xxxxxxxxx.xx.xxx>
Date: Thu Nov 18, 1999 4:20pm
Subject: Georgina To Ginny
  	
Tanya@c...


Georgina de la Falaise, blonde, 12 years okd


Dear Ginny,

Thanks for your note. It was silly of me to assume that you would know the way to the fountain, knowing full well that you have only just set foot in Avendale for the first time. To make things a little easier, lets meet outside the main school entrance door at 4.15pm and we'll make that our starting point.

Look forward to seeing you then.

Love,
Georgina
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From: Christabel Marjoribanks <christabel@c...>
Date: Thu Nov 18, 1999 10:45pm
Subject: Christabel talks to Alisa
  	
Christabel Marjoribanks, brunette, 15

Christabel had read the notice that Rachael would no longer be attending
Avendale and she burst into tears yet once more that day.

"Oh, Alisa," she sobbed to the gently listening ears of her roommate. "I
really feel wretched about this. I feel that my indiscrete choice of words
really rubbed Rachael the wrong way. My words which were meant to be jovial
were really vulgar and Rachael thought that they were incendiary."

"Oh, please don't cry, Christabel," said Alisa, soothingly. "It really is
not your fault. You are responsible for what you say, but Rachael could
have tried to work things out with you."

"But Alisa," continued Christabel. "I am so sad that Rachael won't have the
benefits of an Avendale education. And I thought it was so romantic and
wonderful that her blonde and brunette mothers met right here at Avendale.
It was such a legacy for her to be here, and I just feel rotton to the core
that she has to leave."

"There, there, dear," said Alisa, hugging her weeping friend.

"Thank you, Alisa, thank you. I just can't help but be concerned that my
words caused, at least in part, her dismissal from Avendale. You know I
really don't want to hurt any of the other girls. And I am feeling selfish
and guilty as well, because I fear that I won't have a chance to get to be
chums with the girls here since they might think I am just a bad egg."

"Well, I like you, Christabel, and it really sounds like Miss Veronica wants
to help you to get on here. Also I am sure that many of the younger blondes
like you and appreciate your attentions to them," responded Alisa.

"Oh, Alisa, what would I do without you?" Christabel tearfully asked,
giving her roommate an appreciative hug.

Alisa added, "I think you should discuss this with Miss Veronica tomorrow.
She can probably help you to find some perspective. In the meantime, we
both need a good night's sleep. We have classes to attend in the morning."

Christable thanked Alisa profusely, and turned out the lights. She tossed
and turned in bed for quite a while, however, worried about Rachael, worried
about her own reputation, worried about improving herself, until at long
last she was enfolded into the arms of Morphia.
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From: Kadorienne <kadorian@b...>
Date: Thu Nov 18, 1999 11:15pm
Subject: Re: Veronica and Christabel
  	
Christabel found Veronica in the pupil's common room again, sitting curled
on a stool next to an armchair in which Elspeth Elsvetta sat. It was somewhat
amusing to see the imposing prefect perched on a footstool, but somehow she
looked like a knight kneeling before her lady fair.

"Miss Veronica? I wanted to give you these." Shyly Christabel proffered a
basket containing chocolate biscuits and some other sweets.

"Why, thank you, Christabel!" Veronica exclaimed. She opened the package,
offered it to Elspeth first, then Christabel, then the few other girls who were
in the room before taking one herself.

Veronica smiled and gestured to Christabel to seat herself. Elspeth
smiled too, but said nothing; Christabel had heard that she was very shy.

"Well, I sent a letter to the new girl, Virginia," Christabel said. 

The prefect smiled approvingly. "Very good! Even though you know that your
intentions were good from the start, you're taking responsibility and admitting
that maybe you could have done things better and not had any problem!" She shook
her head. "Maybe I could have found a way to speak to her that wouldn't have
ruffled her feathers, but I tried, and if honestly trying isn't enough.... You
did the same -- admitted you hadn't done your best and tried to do better, I
mean -- when you used a little rough language when you first arrived and were
rebuked. I knew then that you were a good egg. I don't think you'll have any
trouble making friends here at Avendale."

"Oh, I hope so! I'm afraid I haven't had much luck till now."

Veronica glanced at Elspeth. "Well, why don't you join us and a few other
girls this weekend for a foray to Delmonte's Soda Fountain?"

Elspeth spoke up, though her voice was very soft. "Yes, do come,
Christabel."

Christabel said, "Could we invite my friend Alisa?"

"That would be a good idea," Veronica said. "I don't know her very well, so
I should spend some time with her."

"Can I invite... a blonde?"

"I insist that you do!" Veronica replied with mock sternness.

Christabel looked down, frowning. "But maybe.... Miss Veronica, do you think
I should try to be a rougher brunette?"

"What?" Veronica's eyes widened in disbelief.

"Well, the other brunettes all seem... ready to confront and argue, but.... Maybe I
wasn't meant to be a brunette."

The prefect considered for a moment, then rose. "Elspeth, would you mind if
Christabel and I took a turn around the grounds? I'll be back in a short while."

"Of course," said Elspeth.

When they were outside, strolling through the crisp leaves and cool wind,
Christabel said, "Am I in trouble?"

"What? No, not at all. There are just some things you can't discuss around
blondes."

Christabel, knowing that her jokes would not be taken seriously by Veronica,
gave her a look of mock horror. "What! Do you mean you're going to keep secrets
from *Elspeth*?"

Veronica smiled and leaned a little closer as they walked. "There are a few
things we can't tell blondes, for their own good."

Christabel found the brunette-to-brunette tone very reassuring. "Like what?"

"Well, they're dependent on us, on our protection and strength and courage.
So they need to believe in that strength and courage, or they'd be nervous and
afraid. We don't need to tell them that we don't always feel confident." She
lowered her voice in a confiding tone. "I'm sure your brunette mother has told
you this, or will soon, but I'm going to tell you again: all brunettes have
fears and self-doubts. But we have to cover them up, for the sake of the
blondes. They'd be even more frightened if they knew *we* were frightened."

"But you don't ever feel afraid or unsure of yourself!"

The prefect shook her head, smiling. "I'd be a fool if I didn't. You
remember a couple of weeks ago, when the blondes in the library started having
hysterics because there was a spider?"

Christabel giggled. "Who could forget? I thought Ariadne was going to faint.
But they all quieted right down when you came in. They knew you'd take care of
things."

"And did I?"

"Why, yes. You stepped on the spider and made sure there weren't any others
and then talked to the blondes until they were quiet again."

Veronica stopped. They were under an oak tree. She looked around, then spoke
in a low voice. "Christabel, I'm going to tell you a secret. And if you ever
tell *anyone*, I'll deny everything and paddle you black and blue."

"I would never tell, Miss Veronica," Christabel said, and meant it.

Veronica looked around to see if anyone was near enough to overhear. She did
it a bit theatrically, but she was really checking. Then she whispered in
Christabel's ear.

"**I'm terrified of spiders,**" the prefect whispered.

Christabel stared at her. "Honest?"

"Honest."

"But... you walked right up to it and...."

"It was my duty as a brunette. St. Georgia didn't run from the dragon, so I
can hardly run from a spider. You saw that all the blondes felt safe when I came
in. Well, if I had gone in trembling, and shrieked when the dreadful thing
moved, and cringed as I dispatched it, do you think the blondes would have felt
safe? That confident manner is just as important as what you actually do."

Christabel considered. "I'm not sure I can seem so confident."

"It takes practice, that's all. The point is, don't worry that you're not
meant to be a brunette. Dea made you one, and I'm sure She knew what She was
doing."

"I hope you're right," Christabel said, feeling comforted.

Veronica was pleased to see the relief in Christabel's face. "Now go invite
Georgina to Delmonte's. May the best brunette win. And remember, if you need to
talk some more, you let me know."

The prefect returned to her own belle feeling happy because she had
obviously made Christabel feel better. "I just had to give her some
brunette-to-brunette encouragement," she told Elspeth.

Elspeth shook her head slightly in wonder. "I don't know how you brunettes
can be so... brunette. Ariadne said you disposed of a huge spider in the library
and weren't a bit afraid of it. How can you not be afraid of those awful
things?"

Veronica shrugged easily, but she felt a warm glow inside. "I reckon Dea
just made us that way in order to protect you blondes," she said, and gently
grasped Elspeth's soft little hand.


Veronica Bellemont, brunette, 16
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From: Tracey Austin <tracey_m_austin@y...>
Date: Fri Nov 19, 1999 3:24am
Subject: "Musical Bottoms" In Miss Throckmorton's Study...Ouucchhh!
  	
Tracey M. Austin, 14, brunette

It seemed like HOURS had passed, while Miss Throckmorton calmly
polished and oiled her paddles and tawses, letting the assembled girls
fidget and stew with Shakespeare verses held shakingly in their hands.

Several times Tracey thought about venturing a comment on the verses,
but feared being laughed at by the others. Later, she wished that she
had at least tried! It might have been worth a stroke or two less!

Miss Throckmorton ordered the seven girls to lean up against her table.
Tracey took her place between Michele and Alisa, her heart pounding,
the skin on her bottom goose-pimpling with fear. She felt her skirt
being lifted, exposing her gymslip with the school knickers beneath it.

As the girls stood trembling, Miss Throckmorton explained the upcoming
proceedings, which was a "game" of musical chairs -- with the girls'
bottoms substituting for the chairs! Tracey tried to process the
information, thinking, I have a chance to get whacked a LOT...or only a
LITTLE! depending on where Miss Throckmorton and Veronica are standing
when the music stops!

The music began. Tracey steeled herself. She would take it bravely,
as a brunette should. The music stopped. Tracey turned her head to
catch a glimpse of Veronica behind her! Then her bottom exploded with
pain as the prefect smacked her smartly with a paddle. Tracey gasped
and wriggled but did not cry out.

The music began again. It seemed like forever until it stopped.
Tracey held her breath, hoping she would be spared. Then she heard the
THWACK! as her bottom felt the sting of Miss Throckmorton's tawse.
"Ahhhhhhhh!!!" she moaned.

More music. Tracey's bottom throbbed. How she wanted to rub it to
ease the sting, but she did not dare. Quickly, the music stopped and
the sound of whacking rang out. This time Tracey was spared.

Annalinde started the music again and again. Please please please skip
me, she chanted to herself each time. But she was unlucky: out of six
rounds, she received a blow four times. Her stoicism ended at blow
number four: "Owwwwwww!" she wailed as Miss Throckmorton cracked her
tawse cruelly across Tracey's shaking posterior.

I will not cry, I will not cry!!! Tracey told herself, clenching her
teeth as the mocking music began anew. Five times it stopped, and
Tracey got the paddle once. She yelped but did not cry.

Then things changed. Two girls were dismissed. Now the five remaining
girls had more chances to get whacked. Three times Tracey's bottom was
smacked during the next musical piece, and she could not help the tears
starting to trickle down her cheeks as her bottom burned and throbbed.

Alisa was dismissed. Four girls left. Music. Tracey wanted so much
to shield her bottom with her hands, but was much too afraid to do so.
Waiting in dire suspense to see if she was the one to get hit was
horrible. Two times she received a blow, making her howl and the tears
start to flow.

Alexis, the blonde, was allowed to leave. Three girls remained.
Annalinde started the prisoner's chorus from Nabucca. Tracey quickly
calculated the odds, which were NOT good...and in the next few minutes,
received eleven solid whacks which made her twist and turn and whimper
in agony.

THWACCCKKK! The tawse. "Owwwwwwwwwwww!!!" whimpered Tracey.

WHAPPPPPP!!!! The paddle. "Augggghhhhhhhh!"

Flanked by the other girls, Tracey was dimly aware
of their howls and yelps as their bottoms were also smacked. But by
the end of it, she was only aware of the burning volcano in her own
bottom, thinking she could not bear another stroke...

She had received a total of twenty-one whacks, more than any other girl
in the room! Runner-up was Michele with
sixteen. Christabel had gotten away with just two, which was probably
fitting as she had tried to get the other girls to come in from
outside, and Alisa, who had just been out for a stroll, had received
three.

What was rather unfair, at least in Tracey's view, was that the
ringleader of the escapade, Alexis, got a mere six whacks. Sure, she
was a blonde, but just six...compared to TWENTY-ONE???

Awash in pain, face tear-streaked, Tracey mumbled her thanks to Miss
Throckmorton and the prefects and limped out of the room, fleeing to
the safety of her room and the loving ministrations of Thelma with her
jar of cold cream...

[OOC: Because of a glitch with Yahoo and Onelist, I did not receive any
posts at all from Avendale until Thursday morning, including the
outstanding piece by Miss Throckmorton about the punishment session.
That is why I did not post this piece until now. Tracey]
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From: Tracey Austin <tracey_m_austin@y...>
Date: Fri Nov 19, 1999 3:31am
Subject: Oops! Correction!
  	
This is what happens when I finish my post at 1:20 in the morning...I
mixed up ALEXIS with ASHLEIGH. Alexis was not the ringleader of the
Truth or Dare outing, it was Ashleigh...who, according to Miss
Throckmorton's post, was not present during the punishment session. I
am sure that she will get her just desserts eventually, and I suppose
that I was the second most culpable culprit and well deserved the
twenty-one whacks that I received! (Notwithstanding my suggestion to
Miss Throckmorton that I get a mere six with a strap...]

I apologize for my mistake.

Tracey M. Austin, 14, brunette

--- Tracey Austin <tracey_m_austin@y...> wrote:
> What was rather unfair, at least in Tracey's view, was that the
> ringleader of the escapade, Alexis, got a mere six whacks. Sure, she
> was a blonde, but just six...compared to TWENTY-ONE???
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From: <aaclinkinbeard@h...>
Date: Fri Nov 19, 1999 3:49am
Subject: Lynette to Nikki
  	
Nikki and Lynette were walking in the garden after tea.
They had almost established a custom out of their little
afternoon stroll. Lynette asked Nikki what she thought of
the events this week, and if she had turned in her poem.
Lynette could not find the one she thought worthy of submission.

Lynette Klaire, br, 17
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From: Virginia Sidall <hln8@xxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Fri Nov 19, 1999 8:17am
Subject: Re: Christabel to Virginia
  	
Virginia Sidall, br, 13

Dear Christabel,

What a lovely welcome! I do feel very much the new girl - everything seems
a little strange so its very kind of you to offer to show me the ropes.
you're sure it won't be too boring for you?

Alas I don't think I am related to Elizabeth Siddal - was she very
beautiful? Sadly, both my mummies died when I was quite small and i was
brought up by tow very dear aunts. they never mentioned any famous
ancestors but I suppose there's no harm in wishing!

As for cakes and biscuits - I simply adore them. My blonde aunt as always
said that its unfair that I can eat so many sweet things without putting any
weight on. Although I've often thought that I'd like to be slightly more
rounded than the stright up and down stick that I am - I suppose I can't be
related to a nineteenth century model - I'm much too plain.

Anyway what I wanted to ask is whether youwanted to share some of my tuck.
Aunt Cis was worried that I wouldn't get enough to eat here so she packed me
off with a tuck box simply brimming with treats. Would you like to share
them. i wonder also if georgina would like some as well. She left me a
lovely note. Do you think you could ask her if she wanted to join us? I
haven't yet met her and she might think I ws being a bit forward.

Must dash now - see you later perhaps?

In friendship

Ginny Sidall, br, 13
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From: Christabel Marjoribanks <christabel@xxxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Fri Nov 19, 1999 11:27am
Subject: Christabel to Virginia
  	
Letter from Christabel Marjoribanks, br, 15

Dear Ginny,
Thank you so much for your letter.
I can absolutely guarantee to you that I would never be bored in talking
with you about life at Avendale. I have been here for about a month and
although I have learned a lot about the school and its customs, I still
consider myself very much a new girl.

But Avendale quickly gains an influence with one. When I arrived here I
was, as my mummies used to say, most "harem-scarem" about my deportment,
demeanor, and dress. Now it has become second-nature to me to check to make
certain that my stocking seams are quite straight and neat, that my blouse
is tucked in neatly, that my shoes are tied firmly and that my hair is neat
and my fingernails are quite clean. I have started to value the
fastidiousness in dress that shows respect to the other pupils and to the
Mistresses here.

I am so sorry beyond finding words to express it that you are an orphan, and
so glad that you have had aunts to step into the maternal place.

I would be delighted to join you for some lucious tuck.
I, like you, am fortunate in having many delicious packages from home. I
also would be delighted to invite Georgina on your behalf, although I can
assure you that she would not take it amiss were you to ask her. She is
only twelve, but yet has a wisdom and graciousness well beyond her years.

Do you like music? One of my greatest pleasures is standing outside the
music room and listening to Georgina play the piano. Her execution seems
well nigh perfect to me and she plays with such exquisite sensitivity that I
am transported to the Celestial realm of pure delights whenever I hear her.

Thank you again for your letter and the invitation. I very much look
forward to getting to know you and I can assure you once again that nothing
could be more pleasing to me than to help you to get to know Avendale and to
find your way about the grounds and about the town of Avenbridge.

Yours in friendship,

Christabel

__________________________________________________
FREE Email for ALL! Sign up at http://www.mail.com
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From: Christabel Marjoribanks <christabel@xxxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Fri Nov 19, 1999 11:42am
Subject: A walk and a talk with Miss Veronica
  	
Christabel Marjoribanks, br, 15

Christabel slowly walked back to her room marvelling about the most
instructive and illuminating conversation she had had with Miss Veronica.

Although Miss Veronica was only a year older than Christabel she had the
advantage of what seemed like decades of accumulated wisdom.

Christabel had been worried that she was not fulfilling her destiny as a
brunette, and Miss Veronica had been so reassuring that Christabel now felt
pumped up with a new resolve to come to a full understanding of how serious
and important it was to be a brunette who had a Dea-determined
responsibility to protect and cherish all blondes.

Veronica had told her a most amazing story. Christabel well remembered the
episode of the spider. At the time, she had simply thought that Veronica
was naturally unafraid and naturally in command of every situation. But
Veronica had told her that she privately felt a certain arachnophobia but
felt a duty to overcome it in order to ascertain that every blonde felt sage
and protected. That was nobility indeed.

For it was true that Christabel had often felt that she was the only
brunette who had some little trepidations and fears in life. But Veronica
had told her that every brunette had some struggles to overcome. The higher
calling to protect blondes was one that would obviate all fears, all
hesitations.

Christabel's heart surged with gratitude. Miss Veronica was so
understanding and compassionate in addition to being wise.

Miss Veronica had helped her to feel infinitely better and really very
optimistic about her own abilities. And besides that, it was a most
beautiful and charming scene to see Miss Veronica and Miss Elspeth together,
looking like perfection. Indeed, it was as if they were two halves of a
beautiful work of art that needed to be joined together in order to make an
aestheticly pleasing whole. Miss Veronica was like the allegro con brio
movement of a symphony and Miss Elspeth was like the beautiful adagio. Each
was wonderful on its own, but combined together achieved a kind of divinity
that was most uplifting and inspiring to see.

__________________________________________________
FREE Email for ALL! Sign up at http://www.mail.com
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From: Natalie C. H. Tyler <destro@xx.xxxx>
Date: Fri Nov 19, 1999 4:48pm
Subject: Poetry Assignment
  	
Notice from Miss Throckmorton, br, Mistress of Literature, to all
students

Dear Girls,
For Monday's poetry class we will study one of the Great Odes of the
Romantic poet, Jan Keats. I am posting the poem today so that you will
be prepared to discuss it on Monday. In the meantime, I strongly urge
you to take some notes on the poem and your interpretation of it.
Please feel free to jot down your notes. I will be eager to look at
them.

Do you understand the theme? What do you think the message is? Do you
understand all of the allusions? Who can explain what 'personification'
is? What is 'personified' here?

Miss Throckmorton

Ode on Melancholy

No, no, go not to Lethe, neither twist
Wolf's-bane, tight-rooted, for its poisonous wine,
Nor suffer thy pale forehead to be kiss'd
By nightshade, ruby grape of Proserpine,

Make not your rosary of yew-berries
Nor let the beetle, nor the death-moth be
Your mournful Psyche, nor the downy owl
A partner in your sorrow's mysteries;

For shade to shade will come too drowsily,
And drown the wakeful anguish of the soul.
But when the melancholy fit shall fall
Sudden from heaven like a weeping cloud,
That fosters the droop-headed flowers all,
And hides the green hill in an April shroud;

Then glut thy sorrow on a morning rose,
Or on the rainbow of the salt-sand wave,
Or on the wealth of globed peonies,
Or if thy mistress some rich anger shows,
Emprison her soft hand, and let her rave,
And feed deep, deep upon her peerless eyes.

She dwells with Beauty--Beauty that must die,
And Joy, whose hand is ever at his lips
Bidding adieu, and aching Pleasure nigh,
Turning to poison while the bee-mouth sips
Ay, in the very temple of Delight
Veil'd Melancholy has her sovran shrine.
Though seen of none save her whose strenuous tongue
Can burst Joy's grape against her palate fine,
Her soul shall taste the sadness of her might
And be among her cloudy trophies hung.

> Keats, 1819
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From: Christabel Marjoribanks <christabel@xxxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Fri Nov 19, 1999 10:51pm
Subject: Poetry Assignment
  	
Note from Christabel Marjoribanks, br, 15 to Miss Throckmorton

Dear Miss Throckmorton,

Thank you for the opportunity to study Monday's poem in advance.

I think that the poetess is personifying the spirit of malancholy.

I was very impressed especially by the following lines:


She dwells with Beauty--Beauty that must die,
And Joy, whose hand is ever at his lips
Bidding adieu, and aching Pleasure nigh,
Turning to poison while the bee-mouth sips
Ay, in the very temple of Delight
Veil'd Melancholy has her sovran shrine.


I think that the poetess is saying that one cannot experience joy or
pleasure unless one has also had the experience of melancholy.

It made me think about the purpose of discipline in our lives.
If we don't experience the pains and the pangs of the cane or the paddle
once in a while, perhaps we are not fit to experience pleasure and beauty.
The contrast between pain and melancholy and joy and beauty makes a powerful
statement about the need to be open to different types of experience and
emotion.

Yours most faithfully,

Christabel Marjoribanks

__________________________________________________
FREE Email for ALL! Sign up at http://www.mail.com
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From: Virginia Sidall <hln8@xxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Sat Nov 20, 1999 1:52am
Subject: Re: Christabel to Virginia
  	
Dear Christabel,

Thank you for your letter. I must say you write very prettily. I wish that
I could write like you. You’ll have to forgive my scribble and my
misspellings. I have so many questions to ask you that I can hardly think
where to begin. I must say we seem to be frightfully similar. I too have
always had difficulties with my appearance. At my old school I was forever
have some shortcoming pointed out to me. I’m afraid to say that I developed
ever worse habits during a short period in South Africa, to where my aunts
have emigrated. It was so hot there and I got used to running about wearing
shorts with bare legs. Aunt Cicely (she’s not really my aunt you
understand, more a friend of the family) was quite shocked at my appearance.
She tried to take me in hand (it was she who recommended my coming to
Avendale – I think she was on old girl or knows an old girl or something I
forgot what) but as you’ve probably already noticed she had little immediate
success. I always seem to be the one with the ink-stained fingers and as
for my hair – well! No matter what I do my blouse always seems to come
untucked and my socks always slip down to my ankles. Do you have any
suggestions as to how I might buck my ideas up? You say it became second
nature – please tell me how.

In answer your question I simply adore music, although I am rather a dunce
when it comes to making any sort of decent sound myself. My aunts used to
say that my violin playing sounded like the cats’ chorus. I would love to
come and hear Georgina play. As regards the tuck – do you think we might
arrange some kind of feast? But please could you ask Georgina. I know I’m
supposed to be a brave brunette but I haven’t much experience of blondes.

Lots of love

From your friend,

Ginny
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From: Georgina de la Falaise <Tanya@xxxxxxxxxxxxxxx.xxxxxxxxx.xx.xxx>
Date: Sat Nov 20, 1999 8:09am
Subject: Georgina Presents Her Guided Tour
  	
Tanya@c...



Georgina and Ginny met, as arranged, outside the main entrance at exactly 4.15pm. Georgina had said that she would be delighted to show Ginny Sidall around the school and its magnificent grounds in all their veritable glory and splendour.

Both girls seemed to immediately strike up a relaxed and friendly rapport, partly by dint of being almost the same age and partly due to the fact that they were both quite naturally outgoing. As they walked past the fountain and on through the beautiful shrubs towards the tall pines, they shared much laughter and merriment together as each told the other about their respective backgrounds. Georgina learnt that Ginny was an orphan and assured her that by coming to Avendale, she was about to acquire any number of new and very friendly sisters and mummies. Ginny seemed most comforted by this news and laughed gaily as they passed the Avendale School tennis courts.

Georgina did venture the opinion most tactfully that Ginny ought to pay a little closer attention to her presentation and appearance as the prefects and Mistresses were most particular about this matter and would not hesitate to punish any shortcomings. She explained that when she first arrived, she had got in to trouble several times for uniform irregularities. They sat down on a convenient bench and Georgina proceeded to show her new friend how to correctly adjust her tie and advised her to always check that her socks were properly pulled up and presentable. Ginny seemed most grateful for the advice, explaining that personal presentation had never been her stongest suit. Uniform lesson over, they made their way back towards the school via the rose garden.

Once inside, Georgina guided Ginny around the school buildings, pointing out all the classrooms that might be of relevance to Ginny during her first few days. The young blonde also indicated where the library, assembly hall, and dining room were located. On completing the tour, Georgina decided it would be a good idea to take Ginny round the whole circuit one more time as she knew from her own experiences that it was virtually impossible to take everything in on just the one viewing. This completed to both girls' satisfaction, they made their way to tea and tucked in to some delicious chocolate biscuits that Christabel Majorbanks was handing round. Christabel was rapidly becoming a firm favourite with Georgina and the other girls, not just because she appeared to possess an almost inexhaustible supply of cakes, scones and biscuits sent from home, but also due to her easy smile and extremely pleasant and considerate manner.

All the girls who hadn't yet met Ginny, warmly made themselves known to her and volunteered that if there was anything they could help her with, they would be more than delighted to do so. Ginny, for her part, was definitely beginning to feel more at home and settled. Georgina had been right, everyone really was most incredibly friendly and considerate.
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From: janet dolan <janetd33@h...>
Date: Sat Nov 20, 1999 10:40am
Subject: Janet's notes
  	
Dear Miss Throckmorton.

Thank you for the opportunity to read and contemplate this poem. I think
it's lovely, but it's sombre theme calls for a different adjective, which, I
am afraid is beyond my current linguistic skills.

The poem is about melancholy, which is also personificated. It begins with a
warning against the urge to give up life and accept self inflicted death.
Several toxic plants are mentioned, as well as insects and the owl, which
may cause melancholy and fear in it's cries.
The poet then suggests a solution or a therapy for melancholy - indulgence
in the beauty of nature and in love. She offers to feed on the beauty and
love of the mistress, to chase away melancholy.
Even beauty and love have some sadness in them, and the final verse is about
the association of the two forces with each other. Beauty must end, and
loved ones must die as I learned personally last week.

I would like to add a personal thought. Most people here know I did not have
the easiest of lives prior to coming to Avendale, and I had to fend for
myself. I felt that this poem really touched my thoughts and sentiments
about my life. Even during nights of vigil by my aunt when hunting, I
enjoyed the beauty of nature and the land where I was born. Eevn a swamp can
hide treasures of natural beauty like a patch of water lillies, and even a
bullfrog can look majestical on one of them. Every cloud has a silver
lining, and every silver platter will cast a shadow. I hope to be able to
touch as many people as possible with love to the world and to Dea's
creations.

Janet Dolan, br, 12

I send you this note with shaking hands, hoping I have not made a fool of
myself. On the other hand, this is the only way to learn.

JD
>
> Ode on Melancholy
>
>No, no, go not to Lethe, neither twist
> Wolf's-bane, tight-rooted, for its poisonous wine,
>Nor suffer thy pale forehead to be kiss'd
> By nightshade, ruby grape of Proserpine,
>
>Make not your rosary of yew-berries
>Nor let the beetle, nor the death-moth be
> Your mournful Psyche, nor the downy owl
>A partner in your sorrow's mysteries;
>
> For shade to shade will come too drowsily,
> And drown the wakeful anguish of the soul.
>But when the melancholy fit shall fall
> Sudden from heaven like a weeping cloud,
>That fosters the droop-headed flowers all,
> And hides the green hill in an April shroud;
>
>Then glut thy sorrow on a morning rose,
> Or on the rainbow of the salt-sand wave,
> Or on the wealth of globed peonies,
>Or if thy mistress some rich anger shows,
> Emprison her soft hand, and let her rave,
> And feed deep, deep upon her peerless eyes.
>
>She dwells with Beauty--Beauty that must die,
> And Joy, whose hand is ever at his lips
>Bidding adieu, and aching Pleasure nigh,
> Turning to poison while the bee-mouth sips
>Ay, in the very temple of Delight
> Veil'd Melancholy has her sovran shrine.
> Though seen of none save her whose strenuous tongue
> Can burst Joy's grape against her palate fine,
>Her soul shall taste the sadness of her might
> And be among her cloudy trophies hung.
>
> > Keats, 1819
>
>>Avendale School for Young Blondes and Brunettes
>
>
>Semper ad Lucem
>
>
>Forever toward the Light
>
>
>* * *
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From: janet dolan <janetd33@h...>
Date: Sat Nov 20, 1999 10:47am
Subject: Janet to Malena, Georgina and Ginny
  	
Dear Malena, Georgina and Ginny

I would like to go out and have a long walk in the park tomorrow. I think I
can find some good pieces of wood to carve after the last storm. Would you
like to come and enjoy some fun in the "wild"?
I promise to tread carefully and not to lead you into extremely muddy paths.

Janet Dolan, br, 12
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From: Georgina de la Falaise <Tanya@c...>
Date: Sat Nov 20, 1999 11:14am
Subject: Georgina To Janet
  	
Tanya@c...


Georgina de la Falaise, bl, 12


Dearest Janet,

Thank you so much for your kind invitation. I would simply love to accompany you, Malena and Ginny for a walk and to enjoy some fun in the "wild", as you put it. I'm missing Elena an awful lot and I'm sure it would do mr the power of good to embrace the great outdoors for a few hours.

It goes without saying that I trust you implicitly not to lead us up any muddy paths !!

Warmly.
Georgina
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From: Natalie C. H. Tyler <destro@q...>
Date: Sat Nov 20, 1999 11:41am
Subject: Re: Janet's notes
  	
Miss Throckmorton, the brunette Mistress of Literature, read the note from Janet
Dolan with an enormous amount of pleasure in seeing the great insight that such
a young girl could bring to the complicated poem of Keats. What a promising
student Janet was, and how sensitive her mind was.

She immediately penned a reply:

Dear Janet,
Thank you so much for your quick response to my assignment. I think that
your "reading" is extremely sensitive and intelligent. You seem to have a
wonderful understanding of Keats.

And although you deplore your "current linguistic skills" I find them quite
advanced and more than adequate for even the highest forms.

> She offers to feed on the beauty and
> love of the mistress, to chase away melancholy.

Exactly; precisely!

Brava to you for all of your comments.

And, Janet, I am personally very happy to learn more about your life and your
background. I am very impressed with how far you have come; although it is
very melancholy to accept the fact of death, your experiences have given you
much sensitivity. I can assure you that if you ever need any special or
personal assistance, I would be more than happy to do anything on your behalf.

Please do not hesitate to approach me and also please do not feel a lack of
confidence in your intellectual attributes. They are already very strong and
you show all the promise of developing into a first-rate scholar.

I have never before said this to one so youthful, but I can assure you that if
you ever wanted to become a School Mistress, I feel that you have every
attribute in place and in just a few year's study would make a splendid ornament
to the academic setting of any university, college, or school.

Thank you for your notes,
Miss Throckmorton
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From: Virginia Sidall <hln8@h...>
Date: Sat Nov 20, 1999 0:20pm
Subject: Re: Janet to Malena, Georgina and Ginny
  	
Dear Janet,

Thank you very much for your extremely kind invitation. I should love to go
for a walk with you tomorrow. I understand that the forecast is for fine,
although cold, weather. What time do you think we are likely to set off?

See you tomorrow,

Love Ginny
Virginia Sidall, br, 13


>From: "janet dolan" <janetd33@h...>
>Reply-To: avendale@onelist.com
>To: avendale@onelist.com
>Subject: [Avendale] Janet to Malena, Georgina and Ginny
>Date: Sat, 20 Nov 1999 16:47:29 GMT
>
>Dear Malena, Georgina and Ginny
>
>I would like to go out and have a long walk in the park tomorrow. I think I
>can find some good pieces of wood to carve after the last storm. Would you
>like to come and enjoy some fun in the "wild"?
>I promise to tread carefully and not to lead you into extremely muddy
>paths.
>
>Janet Dolan, br, 12
>
>
>
>------------------------------------------------------------------------
>Avendale School for Young Blondes and Brunettes
>
>
>Semper ad Lucem
>
>
>Forever toward the Light
>
>
>* * *
><< text3.html >>
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From: janet dolan <janetd33@h...>
Date: Sat Nov 20, 1999 1:53pm
Subject: Janet to Malena, Georgina and Ginny
  	
Dear Georgina and Ginny

I suggest that we shall go out immediately after breakfast so we can have as
much time as possible.
Please wear your coats, gloves and hats to breakfast so we will not waste
time going back to the dorm for them.

Janet Dolan, br, 12
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From: Kadorienne <kadorian@b...>
Date: Sat Nov 20, 1999 3:13pm
Subject: Veronica and Tracey
  	
Veronica noticed Tracey walking through the halls and fell into step
behind her. "Hello, Tracey. I want to compliment you. Miss
Throckmorton's punishment was very... thorough, both physically and
psychologically, and you took it like a brunette."

Tracey smiled, a little uncertainly. "Thank you." Veronica was glad
to see the smile. Some ill feeling had come up between the two brunettes
when Tracey had first arrived, but the prefect hoped that it was all
dispersed by now.

"I also wanted to ask you something," Veronica said. "Thelma asked
me to accompany her to the local stables to see about making
arrangements for pupils to go riding. But escorting another brunette's
belle about could lead to trouble!" She grinned. The relationship
between those two might be unorthodox, but it did seem close and happy,
so of course she did not wish to disrupt it.

"Oh... oh, I don't mind if you escort Thelma into Avenbridge,"
Tracey mumbled unconvincingly. She thought of going to a stable with all
those huge horses with their ferocious hooves, and swallowed.

Veronica was watching the younger girl closely, but she assumed her
discomfiture was due to jealousy. "Why don't you escort her? I'm sure
you'd be quite able to look after her."

"I don't like riding!" Tracey said quickly. "That is, I've never
cared for it."

"I don't much care for it either, actually, though of course I
learned to ride. It's part of a gentilmaid's education. But you wouldn't
necessarily have to ride, just take Thelma to the stables."

Tracey looked at the floor and bit her lip, trying to think of some
way to get out of it without admitting her shameful secret.

Veronica looked at her sharply, then took her arm and steered her
into the brunettes' powder room. No one was inside. Veronica looked
Tracey in the eye. "I know something's wrong. Is there trouble between
you and Thelma? Can I help? Can you tell me what it is?"

Tracey swallowed. Could she confess her phobia to the prefect?


Veronica Bellemont, brunette, 16
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From: Kadorienne <kadorian@b...>
Date: Sat Nov 20, 1999 3:13pm
Subject: Veronica to Miss Throckmorton
  	
Dear Miss Throckmorton,

I think that the theme of Keats' poem is that even though we are
mortal, in fact *because* we are mortal, we must not allow ourselves to
waste our short time on Dea's earth being sad. Even when we are
surrounded by reasons for sorrow, such as that "thy mistress some rich
anger shows", we must "feed deep, deep upon her peerless eyes"; that is,
we must give our attention to whatever is beautiful and pleasurable in
the moment, thus snatching joy from the jaws of grief.

The library book which contains my favorite poem was at last
returned, and I attach it. It is an Eastern poem, translated from the
Sanskrit.

Respectfully,

Veronica Bellemont, brunette, 16


Look well to this day
for it is life
The very best of life
In its brief course lie all
The realities and trusts of existence
The joy of growth
The spendour of action
The glory of power
For yesterday is but a memory
And tomorrow is only a vision
But today if well-lived makes
Every yesterday a memory of happiness
And every tomorrow a vision of hope.

Look well, therefore to this day.
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From: Malena Franklin <malena43@h...>
Date: Sat Nov 20, 1999 8:46am
Subject: Re: Janet to Malena, Georgina and Ginny
  	
Dear Janet

So glad You asked me.I love to come with you and other girls.
I also asked Michele and hope she can join us...
Ill put coat and gloves and hat on.
Im so pleased having this walk and distraction been so uch homework lately
and its time for some pleasant timespending...
Yours friend
Malena
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From: michele L <michelegirl@m...>
Date: Sat Nov 20, 1999 8:31pm
Subject: Re: Janet to Malena, Georgina and Ginny
  	
Hi Janet,

I was hoping that it would be alright if I came along on your walk. Malena thought it would be great if I came along, but I just wanted to make sure.

Michele Lea, age 13, brunette.


Get your FREE Email at http://mailcity.lycos.com
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From: janet dolan <janetd33@h...>
Date: Sat Nov 20, 1999 10:13pm
Subject: Janet to Michele
  	
Dear Michele

Of course you can come. The more - the merrier. Please make sure you are
ready because we are starting right after breakfast!

Janet Dolan, br, 12
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From: Malena Franklin <malena43@xxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Sun Nov 21, 1999 0:22am
Subject: Re: Poetry Assignment
  	
Dear miss Throckmorton
here comes my notes for poetry lesson:

My first interpretation goes to the poem to be a symbol for natures
changes during a year.Everything will prosper and everything will die.
just as human being will........
the allusions are difficult for me as i come from Novaria and dont have this
language genuinely.
i really think this is a very sad and melancholic poem that makes you very
thoughtful of our existence but same time feeling much for the beautiful
changes and times in life.
I think of chinese symbols "Yin" and "Yang" everything has its contrast and
so d life and Psyche in all of us are built in the
contrast of being and .not being...........thats are trauma and.....
our joy........it enhances life this knowledge.
i must say she uses very difficult allusions to say something really simple
miss.........
I feel this poetress to be a bit hiding her message.....in difficult
pictures and allusions and thereby losing some communication.
I do understan its old and another time and that poetresses then used other
expressions but..........still...

Malena Franklin 12 brunette
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From: Georgina de la Falaise <Tanya@xxxxxxxxxxxxxxx.xxxxxxxxx.xx.xxx>
Date: Sun Nov 21, 1999 8:12am
Subject: Notes on Poem For Miss Throckmorton
  	
Tanya@c...

Georgina de la Falaise bl, 12


Dear Miss Throckmorton,

I found the poem by Jan Keats you assigned us for preparation for Monday's class really and truly affecting in all its beauty, powerful imagery and pathos.

It possesses a meter and tone which are melifluous, alternating between quite dark imagery and more optimstic musings on the human condition. It is, intrinsically, a poem contemplating the very nature and essence of our existence on Dea's green earth and personifies a tendancy to sadness or melancholy. It starkly and elegantly underlines the basic truth that to truly know and appreciate what hapiness is, you have to have experienced the converse, namely a modicum of pain and suffering.

The many allusions to poison in the form of various plants and to doom and danger in the form of insects and darkly coloured creatures represents the ever present temptation for us to drift towards melancholy. The antidote to this, we are told, can be sought in the search and quest for love and fulfillment in all its many and varied forms whilst never forgetting the impermanence of our very existence.

Miss Throckmorton, I don't pretend to understand all the allusions and nuances of meaning in the poem so am greatly looking forward to tomorrow's lesson with a view to significantly increasing my knowledge and understanding.

Most Respectfully Yours,
Georgina de la Falaise
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From: janet dolan <janetd33@h...>
Date: Sun Nov 21, 1999 10:29am
Subject: A fun walk that ends in some trouble
  	
Janet, Malena, Georgina and Ginny went happily out of the dining room after
breakfast. Janet led them down a path she once ran for the rescue of the
kitten, into the wood. Janet was carrying a bundle, refusing to reveal it's
contents.
The girls chatted happily and enjoyed the clear and crisp weather. They have
seen some squirrels running on the ground, and Janet pointed out 3 rabbit
warrens to them.
Malena asked: "Have you really hunted Janet?"
Janet smiled: "Yes I did. You have to understand that where I hail from, as
Miss Veronica says, and in my social class, you either hunt or starve. I
have even eaten possum meat several times, because no rabbit was to be
found. We even eat gator meat".
"Gator? You mean... Alligator?"
"Yes, it is very good and healthy"
The girls looked at her in disbelief and Janet laughed. "I didn't hunt them
myself. Aunt Eudora hunts gators. I used to help with small game, and
usually just stand watch".
Ginny asked: "what did you have to stand watch for?"
"Well, my aunt is not a great stickler to law and order, and has a habit of
hunting on other people's property. I used to stand watch to warn her from
the Sheriff. Alligators are not legal game either"
"Were you ever caught?"
"I wasn't, but let me tell you, I am very happy not to be doing it anymore"
Janet continued in her stories, telling the girls about Aunt Jemima and
Veronica's suggestion that she will carve a statue in her memory. Suddenly
she stopped. "Look at this trunk...and that piece over there is just
perfect"
Malena laughed: "Janet, you promised no muddy paths. This trunk is in the
middle od a small swamp."
Janet smiled, sat down and removed her shoes and knee socks. "I will be the
only one getting muddy, and the only one to risk a paddling. You stay here".
She opened the bundle, exposing a large rope. "I got it from the
gardeneress".
Treading carefully in the mud, she reached the piece of wood she wanted, and
expertly tied the rope around it. She came back out of the mud and started
to pull. The trunk was stubbornly fixed in the mud and wouldn't budge. Janet
broke a branch from a small tree, went back into the mud, and pushing it
under the trunk, broke the suction under it. "Pull now" she called out to
Malena and Ginny who grabbed the rope and pulled. Being unexperienced, they
pulled too hard and sprayed Janet with mud extracting the trunk.
Janet came out laughing at her friends' shocked faces. Malena said: "I'm so
sorry Janet. I didn't mean to spray mud all over you."
"It's ok, it's only mud and it will easily wash off. Let's drag this trunk
back to the school. I know just the place in the gardeneress shed to let it
dry"
Georgina said: "Let's hope Miss Annalinde or Miss Veronica doesn't see us"
"If either of them catches us, it may be painful, but remember, it was my
idea and my doing ok?"

The girls started back toward the school. Janet went ahead barefoot,
dragging the trunk by the rope and Ginny and Malena were helping her.
Georgina carried Janet's shoes and socks.

Close to the school, Janet sat down and wiped her feet with the bag she used
to carry the rope in. She started to put on her socks when a voice said
:"Good morning girls"
Janet looked up and tried to smile. she stood up quickly. "Good morning Miss
Veronica, Good morning Miss annalinde. Please let me explain..."
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From: Christabel Marjoribanks <christabel@c...>
Date: Sun Nov 21, 1999 1:43pm
Subject: Christabel to Virginia
  	
Letter from Christabel Marjoribanks, br, 15 to Ginny Siddal



Dear Ginny,

Thanks ever so much for your letter. And a big thanks for saying that you
like my style of writing. That means so much to me, since sometime I hope
to become a writer.

You used to wear shorts with bare legs? Well, I admit that I used to love
to wear cowboy trousers, sometimes known as denim dungarees. As I told you,
I was very harem-scarem and not at all nice about my habits. My poor
mummies were all too often confronted with my clothes lying in a heap on the
floor and I can't think how many times they remonstrated with me about my
habit of "slurping" the soup! And the slang! I will never be able to thank
them enough for their forbearance.

So we do have something in common. But when I arrived at Avendale I soon
realized that personal fastidiousness was not merely a "rule" but an
important way of indicating respect to the
Mistresses, the prefects, and the other girls. Most especially have I
desired not to inflict any visual shabbiness or slovenliness upon the eyes
of the dear and delicate
blondes of Avendale. It soon became very important to me to see to it that
I was tidy at all times. And if you are aware of it, and pay particular
attention to performing your morning ablutions, you get a sense of "knowing"
if your stockings are not straight.
I too have trouble keeping my gloves white and when I go into Avenbridge I
usually slip a second pair into my hand-bag so that if an unseemly spot
should occur, I will not have to inflict it upon the eyes of a blonde, or
anyone for that matter!

I am sure that if you practice the violin, you will improve considerably.

If you have any trepidations about being a new girl at Avendale, I know that
there are many girls who would wish to befriend you.
Probably the best advice I can give you is to say that our Brunette prefect,
Miss Veronica Bellemont, is an absolutely topping girl. Depend upon it, you
can approach her with any questions or concerns you might have and she will
share with you her wisdom and her own experiences. She is very generous
with her time and with her advice.

I have heard that you are taking a walk today. I hope it is very pleasant
and bracing.

Much love from your new friend,
Christabel

__________________________________________________
FREE Email for ALL! Sign up at http://www.mail.com
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From: Christabel Marjoribanks <christabel@c...>
Date: Sun Nov 21, 1999 1:56pm
Subject: A foray to DelMonte's Soda Fountain
  	
Christabel Marjoribanks, brunette, 15, was very excited. Miss Veronica had
invited her to a foray into Avenbridge to the wonderful Delmonte's soda
fountain.

She would have an opportunity to acquaint herself better with Miss Veronica
and with the enchanting Elspeth Elsvetta.

Christabel loved being with Miss Veronica and Miss Elspeth. They were both
wonderful girls, but when they were together they were magical. They
complemented each other just brilliantly. Elspeth was demure, shy,
extremely lady-like, and modest. She was very intelligent and talented, but
her refinement did not allow her to push herself forward. That was one of
the wonderful things about blondes. They seemed to exude, so often, a sense
of tranquillity and peacefulness. Whether they were performing music,
singing, busy with poetry or art, they always lent their own natural
elegance to improving the world around them.
And Veronica, with her smashing brunette handsomeness and her air of courage
and confidence meshed most perfectly with Miss Elspeth .

Christabel had invited her roommate, Alisa Westerling. SHe had hoped to
invite Georgina de la Falaise, but Georgina was taking a walk with some
chums.

Perhaps she would return in time to make the foray into Avenbridge?

Christabel checked to ascertain that her stockings were neat, her shoes
firmly laced, that every hair was in place, that her gloves were of a
pristine whiteness. She tucked an additional pair of gloves into her
handbag. She was almost ready and hoped that she would make a good
impression on her companions.

She felt very blessed to be included on the foray.

Marching down the hall, she knocked lightly on Miss Veronicas's
door to ascertain if the time was ripe.

__________________________________________________
FREE Email for ALL! Sign up at http://www.mail.com
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From: Christabel Marjoribanks <christabel@c...>
Date: Sun Nov 21, 1999 2:05pm
Subject: Christabel to Georgina
  	
letter from Christabel Marjoribanks, br, 15, to Miss Georgina de la Falaise,
bl, 12

My Dear Miss Georgina,

I have to tell you that I have spent many beautiful hours this week standing
outside the music room and listening to your celestial interpretations of
that Divinity, Johanna Bach.
It has given me so much pleasure and has truly elevated my soul.

Miss Georgina, I can do nothing but profess my deepest admiration for your
talents. In your interpretation of music, you bring us much closer to the
Angelic Realm of high culture and natural piety.

I hope that you will be able to join me and Ginny for some toothsome tidbits
and some conversation. Both Ginny and I have got hampers of delicacies from
our homes.

And, if it is not too late to impose upon you and your plans, I am very much
hoping that you will join a group of girls who are
planning a 'foray' as Miss Veronica puts it, to Delmonte's Soda Shoppe.
Miss Veronica and Miss Elspeth will be there and so will Alisa, my roommate,
and your own
Christabel

__________________________________________________
FREE Email for ALL! Sign up at http://www.mail.com
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From: Christabel Marjoribanks <christabel@c...>
Date: Sun Nov 21, 1999 2:11pm
Subject: Christabel to Tracey Austin
  	
letter from Christabel Marjoribanks, br, 15, to Tracey Austin

Dear Tracey,

I am writing to extend to you the olive branch of peace.

I am certain that I have not made a good impression on you. I think that is
because I have had to fight hard to conquer a lot of my old bad habits here
at Avendale and in my zeal not to be sent down (to remain at Avendale is my
dearest wish) I may have offended some of the girls by what is known as a
"goodie two shoes" attitude.

Yet I am really just a regular girl. I know that you are a wonderful girl.
I knew that as soon as I heard you reading that poem in Miss Throckmorton's
class. You read with such feeling and such eloquence that I know that you
must have a sensitive spirit.

I hope that we can become friends. Please do pop into my room anytime you
like for some conversation and "cookies" as they
so amusingly call biscuits in certain countries abroad.

Yours most sincerely,

Christabel

__________________________________________________
FREE Email for ALL! Sign up at http://www.mail.com
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From: Georgina de la Falaise <Tanya@c...>
Date: Sun Nov 21, 1999 3:59pm
Subject: Georgina To Christabel
  	
Tanya@c...


Georgina de la Falaise bl, 12

Letter of reply to Christabel Majorbanks


Dear Christabel,

I must thank you profusely for your extremely kind, not to mention flattering letter, which I have just this moment received.

Your comments regarding my piano playing were so very generous. I'm sure my talents, such as they are, do not merit such high praise. Christabel, if I had known you were standing outside the music room in the draughty corridor listening, I would have immediately invited you in, if you felt, that is, you could have put up with listening to me endlessly practising. You would truly have been most welcome and indeed *are* most welcome, anytime you are passing. I'm so pleased you like the music of Johanna Bach. It is truly the "music of the Heavens", as my blonde mummy is always apt to say.

Regarding your two most kind of invitations, I would be absolutely delighted to join both you and Ginny to partake of some of your near-legendary confections from home. The biscuits you were kind enough to share with us yesterday were totally and completely delicious, not to mention extremely moreish!

I would also be delighted to accompany you and a few of the other girls on your foray to Delmonte's Soda Fountain. I am told that they serve quite the best sodas in the whole of Avenbridge. I will, of course, have to first ask permission from Miss Veronica as the last time I attempted tp leave the grounds of Avendale in the now famous "sneak-out" incident, I ended up receiving a dose of the paddle in Miss Annalinde's study.

Once again, thank you for you kind words and invitations. I'll look forward to seeing you a little later.

Warmly,
Georgina

.
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From: Miss Joans <MissJoans@b...>
Date: Sun Nov 21, 1999 7:18pm
Subject: Bifurcated Garments
  	
To all Avendale pupils:

Some of you girls have recently been discussing garments known as
"shorts", "trousers" and "dungarees". I know that some of you have,
well, connections to Telluria, but I must bring to everypette's
attention that bifurcated garments (known to many Tellurians as "pants")
are illegal here in Aristasia, and in fact do not exist. Pantyhose,
slacks, tights, etc. simply are not found here. The closest
approximation permissible in Aristasia are the pantalets worn by
Arcadians, but since this school is in Quirinelle, even they are
irrelevant to us.

If some of you feel that it is necessary to mention "jeans", you
should specify that you mean a denim skirt, such as Quirrie greaserettes
wear, along with their penny loafers, leather jackets and slicked-back
hair.

Miss Elizabeth Joans, blonde, Art mistress
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From: Kadorienne <kadorian@b...>
Date: Sun Nov 21, 1999 8:39pm
Subject: Veronica and Janet
  	
Veronica and Annalinde both looked at Janet's muddy uniform with
disapproval. Janet hastily explained that she had found the perfect
piece of wood to carve a statue in honor of Aunt Jemima and had had to
get into the mud to fetch it.

The prefects looked at each other, then walked a few yards away to
confer.

"She wasn't trying to be naughty," Annalinde pointed out.

"Of course not. Still, we have to maintain respect for the uniform."
Veronica glanced at her "little sister". "Besides... I think maybe she
needs some attention. You know, lots of girls need to be disciplined
every now and then, just for their peace of mind."

Veronica went back to the cluster of nervous younger girls. "You
brunettes carry that log to the studio. I don't think Miss Joans will
mind its being stored there, and you certainly can't leave it anywhere
else. Malena, Virginia, why didn't you stop Janet from going into the
mud?"

Janet spoke up. "They tried to, Miss Veronica. Please don't be mad
at them."

Veronica smiled. "I'm glad to hear it. But you just went right
ahead, did you?"

"Well... I really wanted that log...."

"I understand. Still, you need to be disciplined for getting your
uniform dirty." The prefect extended a hand for Virginia to shake. "I
don't believe we've actually met, Virginia. I'm Veronica Bellemont,
prefect, and this is Miss Annalinde, our blonde prefect. If you have any
questions or problems, please don't hesitate to come to one of us."
Virginia smiled, a little nervously. Veronica's eyes sharpened.
"Straighten your tie, Virginia. I'll give you a couple of warnings
before disciplining you, because you're new, but a neat uniform is very
important. Now, Janet, after y'all have stored this log, you rinse the
mud out of your uniform and put on a clean one, and then report to my
study. Now run along, all of you."

A short time later, Janet arrived at Veronica's study in a
completely pristine uniform. Veronica was a little amused to notice the
excessive care with which it had been donned.

"So, little sister," she said, "what do you think I should do with
you?"

Janet swallowed. Looking at the ground, she said, "I know I was real
naughty, Miss Veronica. I reckon you should cane me."

"Hm. You know, I understand why you risked muddying your uniform.
After all, you wanted the perfect piece of wood to make a statue in
memory of someone who meant a lot to you. Your intentions were very
creditable. But you knew the risk you ran, didn't you? In fact, that you
knew you'd probably get in trouble makes your devotion all the stronger.
I'm proud of you, little sister. But I do still have to punish you. Over
my knee, Janet."

Janet draped herself across her big sister's knee without
hesitation. The last thing she wanted was for her mentor to be cross
with her, so she was eager for the spanking.

Veronica had her wooden hairbrush ready. She raised Janet's skirt,
leaving her petticoat scrupulously in place, and then began to paddle
the girl, firmly, with long pauses between the strokes. Not a murmur
escaped from Janet, whose hard life had taught her to endure with
stoicism.

Veronica paddled Janet for a while before telling her to get up.
When she did, the girl stood waiting expectantly. Veronica considered.
She really did not think the offense was too great. After all, Janet had
sacrificed for a higher good. Then again, Janet was used to frequent and
harsh punishment. Without correction, she would feel a void in her life.
Besides which, affectionate discipline was something she had rarely
received before coming to Avendale. And again, there was the principle
of the thing; respect for the uniform was of the utmost importance.

After thinking for a minute, Veronica rose. She knew that Janet
would not feel right until she had been thoroughly punished. "Bend over
the desk," she ordered. Janet folded her lips, but obeyed promptly.
Veronica fetched the cane from its corner.

Tapping on Janet's derriere to aim, Veronica delivered the first
stroke. Janet hissed, but made no other sound. Veronica hesitated. Janet
was so thin and young, and the prefect felt such affection for her. But
then, her soul needed the correction. More for Janet's peace of mind
than for her dirty uniform, Veronica delivered another stroke. Prefects
were permitted to deliver as many as three strokes of the cane without
special permission from the headmistress, but Veronica could not bring
herself to deliver the third. Instead she said, "Very good, Janet. Since
you took that so well, we will forgo the third stroke. You may stand
up."

Janet stood, smoothing her skirt and drawing a deep breath of
relief. "Thank you, Miss Veronica."

Veronica hugged the younger girl. "You're a brave little thing,
Janet." Janet looked up at her "big sister" with touching admiration.
Veronica wondered for a moment if Janet realized how much she, Veronica,
admired her, Janet. So young and alone in the world, but unafraid of
whatever harshness she had to face, so determined to make a contribution
to the world.

"Have a seat," Veronica invited, gesturing to the notorious hard
wooden chair on which her victims always had to sit. Janet carefully
lowered herself onto it. "I understand why you did this. In fact, you
didn't have much choice, but I didn't have one either, you understand.
But I expect you to remember the prime importance of keeping your
uniform neat and clean at all times."

"Yes, Miss Veronica," Janet said, nodding emphatically. "I'm sorry I
let you down."

"You didn't. You faced your punishment like a brunette, very
bravely, and I'm sure it won't happen again anytime soon." Janet shook
her head in agreement. "Now, when you showed up with the log and all
that mud, I was looking for you. You say the log is for your statue in
honor of Aunt Jemima? Well, I do understand that that's an important
project for you, and it should be, but I think you should do a couple of
smaller projects first, because they need to be done before Christmas.
I'll need for you to carve a gift to give each of my mothers for
Christmas."

"Your mothers?"

"Yes. You see...." Veronica opened a drawer of her desk and removed
a letter with a flourish. "I just got a letter from 'Netty, and another
was enclosed for you."

Janet took the proferred letter with all sorts of feelings she
couldn't define rising up in her. She read,

"Dear Janet,

Our Veronica has told us a great deal about you. It sounds as if you
have the kind of spirit which has made Culveria great. She speaks of you
with much affection and pride. She also tells us that you will not be
able to go to your own home for the Christmas holidays. Thus, my wife
and I wish to extend an invitation for you to come to Bellemont Manor
with our daughter for your vacation. Veronica would enjoy having your
company, and we would very much like to do a favor for a fellow
Confederette who is alone and far from home.

Yours sincerely,

Miss Diana Bellemont"

Janet had to read the letter three times before she could believe
it. "Really? Your mothers want me to spend the holidays with y'all?"

Veronica was grinning broadly. "They certainly do. I've told them
all about you, and they're very eager to meet you."

Janet was wavering between joy and trepidation. "But... my grammar,
and my etiquette -- I won't know how to act in front of your
neighbors--"

Veronica held up a hand. "Stop that at once. Your grammar and
etiquette have already improved a great deal in the months you've been
at Avendale. And believe me, everyone will be very impressed that a girl
with your... challenges was able to win a scholarship, and to Avendale,
no less. Besides, you know what 'Netty said in her letter to me? She
said that a diamond in the rough is still a diamond. Janet, I want you
to spend the holidays with me."

Unable to speak, Janet burst into tears, jumped out of the chair and
hugged Veronica fiercely. Veronica embraced her back, tears coming into
her own eyes, a lump forming in her throat. It was wonderful to be able
to do something that made someone so happy.

When Janet finally eased her embrace enough that Veronica could
breathe again, the prefect said, "So I would like for you to carve gifts
for my mothers. Make what you like, but I want to make suggestions.
'Londie loves ballet, and 'Netty is fond of cats. I told her about your
part in the kitten rescue; I knew that would win her heart."

Janet nodded, already considering what she would create for
Veronica's mothers.

Veronica squeezed her before letting her go. "Good! Now how would
you like some chocolate cookies? Christabel gave them to me."


Veronica Bellemont, brunette, 16
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From: Virginia Sidall <hln8@h...>
Date: Mon Nov 22, 1999 2:19am
Subject: Letter to Janet
  	
Dear Janet,

Thank you for inviting me on the walk yesterday. It was tremendous fun and
made me feel a real member of the school. But what rotten luck to bump into
Miss Veronica and Miss Annelinde like that! I must say it was jolly decent
of you to take all the blame. I confess I feel a bit of a rotter - I should
have spoken up - after all we were all happy to go along with your idea.
Was Miss Veronica very cross with you? She did not look pleased.
Anyway I must dash now. Do let me know if you have any other rambles
planned, I find the countryside around here particularly thrilling.

Love from

Ginny

Virginia Sidall, br, 13


>From: "Virginia Sidall" <hln8@h...>
>Reply-To: avendale@onelist.com
>To: avendale@onelist.com
>Subject: Re: [Avendale] Janet to Malena, Georgina and Ginny
>Date: Sat, 20 Nov 1999 18:20:17 GMT
>
>Dear Janet,
>
>Thank you very much for your extremely kind invitation. I should love to
>go
>for a walk with you tomorrow. I understand that the forecast is for fine,
>although cold, weather. What time do you think we are likely to set off?
>
>See you tomorrow,
>
>Love Ginny
>Virginia Sidall, br, 13
>
>
>>From: "janet dolan" <janetd33@h...>
>>Reply-To: avendale@onelist.com
>>To: avendale@onelist.com
>>Subject: [Avendale] Janet to Malena, Georgina and Ginny
>>Date: Sat, 20 Nov 1999 16:47:29 GMT
>>
>>Dear Malena, Georgina and Ginny
>>
>>I would like to go out and have a long walk in the park tomorrow. I think
>>I
>>can find some good pieces of wood to carve after the last storm. Would you
>>like to come and enjoy some fun in the "wild"?
>>I promise to tread carefully and not to lead you into extremely muddy
>>paths.
>>
>>Janet Dolan, br, 12
>>
>>
>>
>>------------------------------------------------------------------------
>>Avendale School for Young Blondes and Brunettes
>>
>>
>>Semper ad Lucem
>>
>>
>>Forever toward the Light
>>
>>
>>* * *
>><< text3.html >>
>
>------------------------------------------------------------------------
>Avendale School for Young Blondes and Brunettes
>
>
>Semper ad Lucem
>
>
>Forever toward the Light
>
>
>* * *
><< text3.html >>
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From: Tracey Austin <tracey_m_austin@y...>
Date: Mon Nov 22, 1999 2:44am
Subject: Tracey talks with Veronica about horses and...babies
  	
Tracey M. Austin, brunette, 14

Veronica had steered Tracey into the powder room to ask her why she
didn't want to accompany Thelma to the riding stables.

"I know something's wrong. Is there trouble between you and Thelma? Can
I help? Can you tell me what it is?" urged the prefect.

"No, no, nothing's wrong!" Tracey said, a bit sharply. Veronica took a
step backwards.

"Tracey. Look. I want to HELP you through this. I know we've had
some difficulties before, but I thought we were over that," said
Veronica.

Tracey averted her eyes. "The truth is, Veronica..I...I..." her voice
broke.

Veronica hugged Tracey. "It's all right, little one...you can tell
me.."

Tracey's mind raced. What would Veronica think of her if she confessed
her abject fear of things equine? Would she lose all respect for her?
Would she mock her, think her unworthy of being a brunette?

Veronica stroked Tracey's hair. Tracey took a deep breath and blurted
it out:

"I'm AFRAID of horses!!!!"

Veronica paused and looked at Tracey. "Really, honey, why?"

Tracey's lip trembled. "Because...when I was small...about six or
seven...my aunt took me riding and a horse threw me...it shook me up
awfully...I've been afraid of them ever since...I never, ever, ever
want to see another horse, much less RIDE one!"

"Tracey, I understand," said Veronica soothingly. "No one will MAKE
you ride one. But don't you think the best way to conquer your fear is
to face it head on?"

"Nooooo," said Tracey. "No, no, no, no!"

"Hmmm," said Veronica, wondering if Tracey SHOULD be made to face her
fear.

"Miss Veronica," said Tracey, eager to change the subject, "As long as
you're here, I have a question for you. I've been dying to ask
someone, but I've been...well...shy..."

Veronica smiled a little. Tracey SHY was not something she had
noticed.

"Certainly, what's the question?"

"Well, Veronica, speaking of barnyards, there is something I'm dying to
know...it's about...sex...I mean, how are babies made? How do blondes
and brunettes, you know, DO it, and have babies? Is that something
we're taught here?" asked Tracey.

Veronica stared at Tracey, astonished...
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From: Tracey Austin <tracey_m_austin@y...>
Date: Mon Nov 22, 1999 2:52am
Subject: Tracey to Christabel
  	
Tracey M Austin, 14, brunette

Dear Christabel,

Thank you for the nice note. There is really no need to extend any
olive branch, as I never have regarded you as any sort of enemy.

I realize that you came out and asked us to go back inside when we were
playing Truth or Dare after lights out. I wish that we had heeded your
advice! It would have saved us sore bottoms, especially me!

I do not blame you for the punishment that I received. I chose to
break the rules and deserved to be punished. I know that Miss
Throckmorton and Miss Veronica punished out of love and concern for us.

That said, it would not be any FUN to never try to at least BEND the
rules from time to time, would it? I, for one, enjoy getting the
"perfect prefect" a bit rattled!

I would be glad to visit you and partake of the biscuits you offer.
How about after Poetry class tomorrow?

Warmly,

Tracey
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From: Kadorienne <kadorian@xxxxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Mon Nov 22, 1999 0:04pm
Subject: Re: Tracey talks with Veronica about horses and...babies
  	
> "How are babies made? How do blondes and brunettes make babies? Is that
> something we're taught here?" asked Tracey.
>
> Veronica stared at Tracey, astonished.

"Of course not," she said. "No one learns that at school."

"But then how *will* we learn it?"

"Your brunette mother will tell you on your wedding night, of course,"
Veronica replied.

"Do *you* know the secret?"

"Of course not."

"Why won't anyone tell us?"

"Because if we don't know, we can't do it before we're supposed to,
before we're married. Anyway, it's much more seemly for unmarried girls not
to know. And nicer. It's all mysterious and secret."

"Well... let me whisper." Tracey stepped close to Veronica and whispered
in her ear. "I've heard that it has something to do with...." Her next words
were spoken more softly. Veronica, her face blazing, jerked away. Tracey
looked demurely at the floor to conceal her amusement.

"Tracey, stop that! We could get into trouble just for speculating about
it. In fact...." Veronica regarded Tracey narrowly as an idea came to her.
"In fact, I probably ought to report you to Miss Maitland for what you just
whispered to me."

Tracey's eyes widened. "Oh, but if it's really as bad as all that, I
won't speculate anymore, honestly. Can't we let it go, this once?" She had
an idea that the headmistress would not look kindly upon this kind of
speculation, and wished she had thought better of asking Miss Straight-laced
about it.

Veronica folded her arms. "Tell you what. We'll forget about your little
indiscretion, if you promise not to let it happen again... *and* if you
accompany Thelma and me to the riding stables."

The younger girl blanched. "But... I couldn't...."

Veronica put a firm hand on Tracey's shoulder. "You won't have to ride,
just go to the stables and talk to the pettes who run it with us. You
probably won't see any horse that isn't on the other side of a fence. And
I'll be there with you. Really, Tracey, it isn't seemly for a brunette to be
controlled by fear. Can you imagine, what if you and Thelma saw, let's say,
a horse that had run away and had its bridle tangled in some branches and
was trying to get free. Would Thelma have to go to the horse and free it
while you cringed and swooned at a safe distance? I know y'all's
relationship is somewhat reversed, but isn't that taking things a bit far?"

Tracey laughed in spite of herself at the ludicrous picture Veronica
described. "I don't know if I can...."

"Let me put it another way. You can go to Miss Maitland, who will very
likely cane you and scold you to pieces for being so saucy, or you can go to
the stables, where nothing will hurt you even if you are afraid of it. I
think having to go near horses is a quite adequate punishment for speaking
so inappropriately." Veronica paused, looking at Tracey, who was wavering.
"Your aunt should have made you get right back on that horse. Then you
wouldn't be afraid. But Tracey, let me tell you something from personal
experience. Brunettes get as many fears as blondes do, but it's our duty to
overcome them. It can be difficult, because we have to hide them from the
blondes. But many times I've done things I was afraid to do, because I had
to in order to preserve my brunette honor, and when I faced those fears head
on, they dissolved like morning mist.

"So, is it going to be the headmistress, or the stables?"


Veronica Bellemont, brunette, 16
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From: Natalie C. H. Tyler <destro@xx.xxxx>
Date: Mon Nov 22, 1999 1:59pm
Subject: [Avenale] Monday's poetry class
  	
Miss Throckmorton, the brunette Mistress of Literature, was of two
minds. She had received some exquisite notes from some of the girls
about the poem by Keats; others had simply ignored her request. If
only these young maidens cared as much about poetry as they seemed to
care about horses and breaking the rules she would be truly happy at
Avendale. As it was, she wondered if she was an effective presence at
the school.
The girls filed in, looking tidy and demure, and each one paused by Miss
Throckmorton's desk and curtsied prettily. Not a hair was out of place;
not a stocking or sock was dishevelled. So far, excellent.

She asked if Virginia Siddal, the new girl, would read the poem aloud.
Virginia's reading of "Ode to Melancholy" by Keats was excellent. The
girl read in a voice that was full of appropriate emotion. Sometimes a
slight tremble in her reading betrayed her sensitive understanding of
the poem. Her voice was clear, melodious, and most pleasant indeed.
Another promising pupil!

"Now girls," announced Miss Throckmorton, "we should all thank Virginia
for her eloquent reading. And who can tell me what is being personified
in this poem?"

Christabel was the first to answer.

She said, "I think that the poetess is personifying the spirit of
melancholy."

"Absolutely," agreed Miss Throckmorton. "Any other first impressions,
girls?"
Malena raised her hand and said that "My first interpretation goes to
the poem to be a symbol for nature's changes during a year. Everything
will prosper and everything will die. "

"A superb point, Malena," said Miss Throckmorton. "We see the
vicissitudes of mortality traced forth here. For nature annually
prospers and flourishes and annually dies."

"Anyone else?" Miss Throckmorton noticed that Georgina's hand was
raised. That pleased her very much. Since she had had to punish
Georgina recently, she was concerned that Georgina might become too
diffident to speak up in class. Georgina's contribution was superb:

Georgina said of the poem that " It possesses a meter and tone which are
melifluous, alternating between quite dark imagery and more optimstic
musings on the human condition. It is, intrinsically, a poem
contemplating the very nature and essence of our existence on Dea's
green earth and personifies a tendancy to sadness or melancholy. It
starkly and elegantly underlines the basic truth that to truly know and
appreciate what happiness is, you have to have experienced the converse,
namely a modicum of pain and suffering."


"Most excellent, Georgina. I think you have described the very essence
of the poet's ideas. Thank you," Miss Throckmorton said warmly.


And then she noticed....oh no, this could not be true. Not really. But
her eyes rarely deceived her. Jinjur was seated ---no, sprawled would
be a better word -- and her skirt had hiked up a bit and the gleam of a
silver suspender glinted in the sunlight coming through the window.

"Miss Quinbury, stand up at once," commanded Miss Throckmorton. "Now
walk up to my desk."
She would not mention to the girls what she had seen: an actual glimpse
of a suspender! But she should tell them what had occurred:

"Jinjur was not deporting herself in the most ladylike of manners," she
explained to the class.

Now Jinjur, lean over the desk. You will listen to the rest of the
lesson in that position. Make no motions..

Jinjur leaned over the desk and Miss Throckmorton took her French
martinet from her desk drawer and tapped it vigourously on Jinjur's
derriere.

"Now, revonons a nos moutons, girls," she said. Any other impressions
of Miss Keats?"

Veronica raised her hand.

"Yes, Veronica, what are your insights?"
Veronica stood up smartly and replied that "I think that the theme of
Keats' poem is that even though we are mortal, in fact *because* we are
mortal, we must not allow ourselves to waste our short time on Dea's
earth being sad. Even when we are surrounded by reasons for sorrow, such
as that "thy mistress some rich anger shows", we must "feed deep, deep
upon her peerless eyes"; that is, we must give our attention to whatever
is beautiful and pleasurable in the moment, thus snatching joy from the
jaws of grief.

"Really excellent, Veronica. I am so glad to see that you do have a
wonderful understanding of the poem, " Miss Throckmorton said in warmly
appreciative tones that were instantly undercut by the fierce whack she
directed at Jinjur's hapless bottom.

Jinjur know understood what was to happen. She had to maintain this
brutal position for the rest of the class and would be whacked and
thwacked without even knowing when to expect the blow. She imagined
that Miss Throckmorton would not whack her whilst another girl was
speaking, but the interstices between speech could be most painfully
dangerous. Oh why had she been so careless??

"I am really pleased with the work you girls have done in attempting to
understand Keats and doubly pleased that your understanding is so keen
and intelligent," said Miss Throckmorton. "And now I see that Janet's
hand is raised. What say you, Janet?"
And before Janet had time to rise and speak, another ferocious blow of
the martinet imperiously landed on Jinjur's posterior.

Janet said, a little nervously, but full of fine feeling, "The poem
begins with a warning against the urge to give up life and accept self
inflicted death. Several toxic plants are mentioned, as well as insects
and the owl, which may cause melancholy and fear in it's cries. The
poet then suggests a solution or a therapy for melancholy - indulgence
in the beauty of nature and in love. She offers to feed on the beauty
and love of the mistress, to chase away melancholy. Even beauty and
love have some sadness in them, and the final verse is about the
association of the two forces with each other. Beauty must end, and
loved ones must die as I learned personally last week."

A somber silence filled the classroom as everyone mediatated on the
personal response Janet had made, and on the keen insights that she
offered. Even Miss Throckmorton seemed taken about with a certain awe
at Janet's response, so taken about that even though Jinjur could hear
the hum of the martinet swishing through the air, the blow was only a
partial one, missing its intended area and landing on just one of her
buttocks, a little askew, and although painful, the pain was mitigated
by the fact that the desk took half the impact of the blow.

Caitlin and Tracey made some excellent comments on the poem and between
their comments the martinet proceeded to smartly thwack Jinjur.

Miss Throckmorton then said, "I am afraid that witnessing this necessary
punishment is a sorry contrast to poetry and that perhaps some of your
young blondes feel too affronted to speak. Please allow me to assure
you that it is safe to speak and if the melancholy sight of a girl being
punished has you feeling pensive, than that reflects the reality of what
the poem says, the contrast between joys and sorrows."

Elspeth very shyly raised her hand and making a quick glance at Miss
Veronica for assurance, she ventured the opinions that "The poem's
images and the classical references make it a rich tapestry for the
reader. The poet appeals to so many of our senses: she makes us see,
hear, taste, touch, and even smell the scene which she has created."

Elspeth then lowered her eyes shyly, but she seemed to glow when Miss
Throckmorton praised her comment most heartily. "What a sensitive and
accurate responce, Elspeth. You indeed understand the essence of Keats
and her world-view."

Miss Throckmorton then proceeded to give Jinjur two quick blows in a
row.

"Girls, I am very pleased that you have made so much progress in the
beautiful art of the interpretation of poetry," she announced as it was
time for the class to get up and leave. "Jinjur, not you. Do not move
from your position as yet."

After the rest of the girls left, Miss Throckmorton fiercely let a rain
of five fast and quick blows down upon Jinjur's derriere. The girl,
knowing that there was no other audience, cried out in pain and felt as
though Miss Throckmorton had pushed her into a bed of nettles.

"Jinjur, stand up now."

"Jinjur, what you did I can only assume was an act of carelessness, not
deliberate. But you must know how essential modesty is. Were you aware
that I could see a glimpse of your suspenders? Don't you know what an
affont that is to the spirit of the classroom? And what if younger,
less experienced girls had seen what I saw? Would that have been fair?
Would that have been maidenly? Would that have been at all in the
spirit of honouring the Avendale uniform?"

Jinjur hardly knew how to reply. She could not remember what she had
been thinking. Had she meant to show so much? Was she flirting with
disaster? Or was she flirting, just plain flirting?

Miss Throckmorton added, "You know, Jinjur, obviously you can get higher
stockings and you should. Your suspenders are no more appropriate for
public display than your knickers. I never want to see you wearing your
stockings so low again. For low indeed is the girl who risks showing
her suspenders to the world."

Jinjur thanked Miss Throckmorton for her advice and left the room, in a
good deal of pain. She would have to think about this long and hard.
Right now the fire that suffused her body from the blows of that devious
martinet was the only thing she could focus on.
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From: janet dolan <janetd33@xxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Mon Nov 22, 1999 3:00pm
Subject: Janet to Ginny
  	
Dear ginny

Thank you for your note.
You are no rotter, I really and truly was responsible to my acts. I did get
the paddle and the cane, but it was bearable. Since I really felt I deserved
punishment, it helped me "clean my soul" and I felt better later.

I would love going into nature again with you, but please do not expect such
excitments each and every time. As tough as I may seem, I really don't fancy
a weekly caning, especially not from Miss Veronica.

Thank you for helping me out with this log

Janet Dolan, br, 12
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From: Jinjur J. Quinbury <jinjur@xxxxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Mon Nov 22, 1999 3:22pm
Subject: Jinjur's favorite poem
  	
Jinjur loved to tease brunettes with glimpses of her undergarments,
and she liked being spanked. Still, Miss Throckmorton was clearly a
force to be reckoned with. The wicked sting of the martinet was perhaps
too much for her. At least the old dragon hadn't given her any lines.
Jinjur would rather endure ten strokes of the cane than write a hundred
lines.

Ah, well. She got out the poetry book she had borrowed from the
library, stretched out on her stomach on her bed, and began copying the
poem she had chosen.

"Dear Miss Throckmorton,

Thank you very much for the correction you gave me today. Blonde
absent-mindedness in me takes the form of sometimes forgetting my
deportment, and I know that I need to be corrected for this.

Here is my favorite poem, by Miss Amy Lowell:

A Winter Ride



Who shall declare the joy of the running!
Who shall tell of the pleasures of flight!
Springing and spurning the tufts of wild heather,
Sweeping, wide-winged, through the blue dome of light.
Everything mortal has moments immortal,
Swift and God-gifted, immeasurably bright.

So with the stretch of the white road before me,
Shining snowcrystals rainbowed by the sun,
Fields that are white, stained with long, cool, blue shadows,
Strong with the strength of my horse as we run.
Joy in the touch of the wind and the sunlight!
Joy! With the vigorous earth I am one.


I think this poem captures the exuberance we feel sometimes in Nature. I
don't think that Miss Lowell has any particular philosophical point; I
believe she is simply trying to capture an emotion. I would rather read
a poem like that than one that preached, personally. Reading this poem
transports me from my small dormitory room to the wild moors. It's like
reading *Wuthering Heights*."

Jinjur signed her paper and put it in her notebook to be delivered
to the mistress at the beginning of class the next day. Then, having
disposed of serious literary pursuits, she laid on her stomach to read
the latest pot-boiler by Rosalind Thorne, *The Dawn of Rapture*, a book
which would have earned the most withering disdain from the fearsome
literature mistress.


Jinjur J. Quinbury, blonde, 16
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From: Georgina de la Falaise <Tanya@xxxxxxxxxxxxxxx.xxxxxxxxx.xx.xxx>
Date: Tue Nov 23, 1999 7:52am
Subject: Georgina Ponders Miss Throckmorton.
  	
Tanya@c...



There was quite definitely something about Miss Throckmorton that genuinely struck a sense of fear and trepidation in to Georgina's heart, indeed in to the hearts of all the young Avendale pettes. She was, by quite some distance, the stictest and most academically demanding of all the Mistresses at Avendale.

For all that though, Georgina found her truly the most inspiring and charismatic Mistress she had ever encountered. She could not put her finger on as to quite why this should be the case, but came to one conclusion that the Literature Mistress reminded her very much of her own beloved brunette mummy, a perfect and exquisitely balanced mixture of stern but tenderly loving disciplinarienne. She somehow made Georgina feel simultaneously safe and protected on the one hand, but anxious and slightly fearful on the other. Perhaps, Georgina decided, this was the perfect melange of qualities necessary for an effective and successful schoolmistress.

Miss Throckmorton's obvious passion and love for her subject shone through at every turn and corner and this impressed Georgina immensely. Her enthusiasm was infectious and relayed itself effortlessly to the girls, furnishing many of them with an interest in a subject they never thought, for the life of them, they would ever acquire..

Georgina was also fascinated by the brunette Mistress' ability to imbue the punishments she chose to award with high levels of both humour and imagination She remembered, of course, her own paddling of the previous week when Miss Throckmorton had alternated sharp strokes of the paddle on her bottom with bouts of tickling which had Georgina doubled up with mirth on the Mistress' chaise longue. She had also heard several first hand accounts of the truly inspired musically-accompanied punishments awarded to the girls involved in the "truth or dare" escapade. She had genuinely never before encountered anything remotely resembling this game of "musical bottoms", as one of the girls had described it. Truly, these were punishments the girls would not easily forget and perhaps that was exactly the point and lesson Miss Throckmorton was trying to impart. She also knew that Miss Throckmorton punished out of a genuine concern and love for her pupils, to set them on the path to becoming young ladies of both discernment and quality. Again, this was something that reminded her very stongly of her own mummies' approach.

Having thought things through, she decided she would pay Miss Throckmorton a visit and see if there was anything she mught help the brunette Mistress with, whether it be helping to tidy her papers or watering some of her plants. It wasn't an attempt to ingratiate herself with the Literature Mistress, merely an attempt to try to get to know her a little better. She definitely felt something of a bond or rapport developing between them.

Georgina got up from her bed where she had been lying, checked that her uniform and general presentation were immaculate and made her way to Miss Throckmorton's private study. On arriving, she knocked quietly but confidently on the door and awaited a reply.
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From: Virginia Sidall <hln8@h...>
Date: Tue Nov 23, 1999 8:50am
Subject: Re: Caitlen muses and then visits Ginny
  	
Ginny stood in front of the mirror and sighed. It was no good, she thought
to herself, her hair was just completely impossible. No matter how much
she brushed and combed it it persisted in sticking out at all directions.
“Dragged through a hedge backwards” her aunts would have laughed. She
sighed again. These early days seemed to be like one of those fairground
rides. Up one minute and down the next. Miss Throckmorton’s class provided
a perfect example: there was the thrill of being asked to read out the poem
and Miss Throckmorton’s approving smile; but there was also poor Jinjur!
Ginny hadn’t even noticed anything wrong with her deportment! She wished
she could do something with her appearance. Christabel had said it was
simply a matter of taking care - if it was only that easy. Taking care of
her hair seemed not to make a blind bit of difference. And then there was
Georgina. She was so pretty and so friendly and so welcoming and so
intelligent. Ginny could never have expressed those thought about the Ode
to Melancholy. But she did so want Georgina to like her. She pulled more
fiercely at her hair - perhaps if I wet it again, she thought. She was
about to try it when there was a knock at the door.

And with
>that she stood up and marched over to the junior girls' dormitory where she
>knocked on Ginny's door.
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From: Tracey Austin <tracey_m_austin@y...>
Date: Tue Nov 23, 1999 2:02pm
Subject: Tracey declines Veronica's offer
  	
Tracey Marie Austin, 14, brunette

"So, is it going to be the headmistress, or the stables?" Veronica
asks Tracey.

Tracey ponders the prefect's ultimatum. All she did was ASK the older
girl how babies were made! Was that so WRONG? Miss Veronica seemed
shocked and astonished that Tracey would even wonder such a thing.

Now she was threatening her with a report to the headmistress if she
didn't go to the stables, a place Tracey had no desire to EVER visit.

Her temper flaring, she shoots back to Veronica, "You can keep your
stupid stables! Thelma knows I don't want to go, and she is fine with
it. As for reporting me to Miss Maitland, I think you're bluffing! I
didn't do anything wrong. I just asked a question. WHY do we have to
wait until our wedding night? I want to know _now_!"

Veronica's eyes narrow and she turns red. "You are _not_ going to know
now...that is NOT a subject a proper young lady is concerned with!"

Tracey, now riled up, glares at Miss Veronica. "If you won't tell me,
I'll just...go to the library and look it up or something!"

She turns on her heel and starts to march off.
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From: janet dolan <janetd33@h...>
Date: Tue Nov 23, 1999 2:44pm
Subject: In the library
  	
Janet sits in the library behind a huge pile of books. She seems totally
absorbed in the book in front of her and she copies something into her
notebook.
Malena comes and sits by her, lifting one of the books in the pile.
"Great ballet dancers? and Mythology??" she muses. "Janet, are you
disillusioned with sculpture?"
"hush, do you want the strap from the librarian?" Janet whispers. Let me
finish this and then we shall go out so we can talk"
Malena watches as Janet carefully copies the picture of the spirit of
justice from the mythology book to her notebook. Janet rises and the girls
go to the lobby, where they sit on a stone bench.
Janet tells Malena about Veronica's invitation for the holidays and her
hints about the presents to her mothers. "I know how to do cats, but ballet
dancers? I had to turn to the books.
"I can understand that Janet, but why the mytholgy book?"
"Well, there is my "older sister" to think about. I was deep in thought for
3 days, and finally decided what to give Veronica today"
"What?"
Janet stops talking when she sees Veronica enter the library. She whispers
in Malena's ear and they both giggle happily.

Veronica looks at Janet who smiles innocently at her, and then goes in a
rapid pace towards the art studio.
"What is she up to now I wonder...."
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From: Christabel Marjoribanks <christabel@c...>
Date: Tue Nov 23, 1999 3:12pm
Subject: [Avendale' Christabel to Georgina
  	
letter from Christabel Marjoribanks, 15, br, to Georgina de la Falaise, 12,
bl

My Dear Georgina,

I just wanted to write again and tell you that I think you are too m odest
about your talents. They are surely given to you by Dea, but you have done
everything in your powers to improve upon your natural gifts.

Now I want to confide something exciting to you. I know that you of all
girls are so modest that you will not allow it to go to your head.

One of the reasons I have been standing outside the music room to listen to
you and have not ventured inside is that Miss Throckmorton often stands with
me. We don't chat much as all, since we are both transported by your music
but in between movements or when you take your small breaks, she raves and
raves about your brilliance. Indeed, Miss Throckmorton and I have become a
veritable "fan club" of two in your honour.

Of couse we knew that Miss Throckmorton loves music. Think of all the
gramophone records in her chambers! But I think it is a mark of great
distinction that she is awarding you by listening to your playing. I have
often heard her say that you are superior in natural talent to Dame Myra
Hess or Miss Wanda Landowska, two of the most acclaimed pianists of our
time.

So my dear Georgina, please do not fear that I am putting you on the spot by
this. After I heard your excellent comments in poetry class yesterday, I
realized that you have enough maturity and superiority of intellect that you
won't be afraid to learn that a Mistress listens to your piano practice.

Have you heard from your chum, Elena? I do so miss her.

We must have a get-together with Ginny very soon.

With much love and admiration,

Christabel

__________________________________________________
FREE Email for ALL! Sign up at http://www.mail.com
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From: Christabel Marjoribanks <christabel@c...>
Date: Tue Nov 23, 1999 3:17pm
Subject: Christabel to Tracey
  	
Letter from Christabel Marjoribanks, br, 15, to Miss Tracey Austin, br, 14

My Dear Tracey,
Thanks so very much for your letter to me. I am so glad that you do not
harbor any ill feelings.
And thanks for coming to my rooms for the biscuits and cake. I really
enjoyed talking to you. When you speak about the fun of "bending" the
rules, your eyes light up and your face is animated and your enthusiasm is
contagious.

While I have vowed to myself that I will follow the rules, when I am with
you a streak of my old hoyden self emerges and I think what fun it would be
to be involved with you in some adventure or escapade. It would be a break
from the ordinary routine.

I am so delighted that we are becoming friends. Remember, feel free to stop
by anytime and you can be sure that I will NEVER be a snitch. School girls'
honour!

Love,

Christabel

__________________________________________________
FREE Email for ALL! Sign up at http://www.mail.com
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From: Christabel Marjoribanks <christabel@c...>
Date: Tue Nov 23, 1999 3:37pm
Subject: Christabel to Caitlen
  	
letter from Christabel Marjoribanks, br, 15, to Caitlen Ramsey Ash

Dear Caitlen,

I am writing to extend the olive branch of friendship to you.

Since I have been at Avendale I have spent a lot of time perusing my books.
It has not been a goal of mine to seem isolated or standoffish to the rest
of the girls, but perhaps I have seemed so since I have been so eager to do
well here and to obey all the rules.

I know that I have also spent much of my time in trying to win the approval
of Miss Veronica and Miss Throckmorton. I admire them both very much, as
Prefect and as Literature Mistress. But that does not mean I do not crave
the friendship of girls like me.

Please come by and have a refreshing "cuppa" Countess Grey tea with me and
some biscuits or scones. Or would you like to take a walk into town
someday?

I sincerely hope that you will entertain the possibility of becoming my
friend.

Yours in brunette friendship,

Christabel
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From: michele L <michelegirl@m...>
Date: Tue Nov 23, 1999 4:26pm
Subject: Re: Monday's poetry class
  	
As Michele watched Jinjur being hit by Miss Throckmorton time after time, she hoped that her not turning in her poetry assignment would go unnoticed. The poor girl, made to lay across the desk for the duration of the class made Michele very nervous. At last the end of class came... Michele avoided eye contact as she made her way out the door. As she walked down the hallway, she could hear the sound of Jinjur being hit again and again, her crys echoing from the room... Michele could only hope that she'd get the assignment completed before the next class.

Michele Lea, age 13, brunette.


Get your FREE Email at http://mailcity.lycos.com
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From: Nicola - 3rd Year Avendale <skoolgirl@s...>
Date: Tue Nov 23, 1999 4:50pm
Subject: Re: Lynette to Nikki
  	
Nicola Bradford 15 Blonde


As Nikki walked with Lynette she explained how strange her week had been for
although summoned to Miss Throckmorton she suffered no punishment other than
witnessing the other girls punishment a very strange and rather frightening
experiance. Nikki explained her fears that this would not be the end of
the matter and that several girls may resent her for her apparant lack of
punishment. Unable to explain her feelings further they parted with a soft
kiss. Sunday afforded Nikki no opportunity to see Lynette and indeed it was
Tuesday after tea they finally met again, Nikki on seeing Lynette could
nothing but burst into tears and run away sobbing leaving Lynette perplexed
and puzzled.
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From: Kate Katzban-Beren <kater@f...>
Date: Tue Nov 23, 1999 6:56pm
Subject: Re: Caitlen muses and then visits Ginny
  	
Caitlen, upon hearing a soft "enter" slips into Ginny's room, only to find
the poor girl tugging uselessly at a mass of unmanageable hair. "Oh my.
No, that wont do at all. Don't wet it Ginny it wont help a thing."
"Really?" Ginny looked up, fearing that *nothing* would do the trick, "Well
then what *does* work? I've tried absolutely *everything* and it's still a
mess!" The poor girl looked utterly defeated, falling back onto her bed as
she let out a huge sigh of disappointment. "Don't get so down Ginny, I have
just the thing to fix your problem, now throw on a hat or something and come
back to my room!"

With a look rife with curiousity and doubt Ginny pulled on her beret and ran
out of the room after Caitlen, quickly slowing to a brisk walk as she
entered the hall. "What is it? Will it really work? Where did you get?"
All the way to the senior brunette dorm Ginny was full of questions, but
Caitlen would just smile and walk on, chattering about the weather, classes,
and the other girls at Avendale, much to Ginny's dismay.

As soon as they entered Caitlen's room Caitlen pulled out a small spray
bottle and set to work on Ginny's hair. Removing her beret Caitlen sprayed
a fine mist all over Ginny's head and then gently combed it in. The result
was miraculous, the once unmanageable bush of hair was smooth and straight.
ginny's draw literally dropped as she gazed in the mirror, unable to speak.
With a soft laugh Caitlen handed Ginny the spray bottle. "Here, you can
keep this, I have another. What? Did you think I wake up looking like this
each morning? Of course not! I know the bottle is small but you just need
a few spritzes each morning and I'll write for my mother to send me more at
once. Don't look so shocked Ginny...it's not a miracle, just a good old
natural remedy."

-Caitlen Ramsey Ash
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From: Kate Katzban-Beren <kater@f...>
Date: Tue Nov 23, 1999 7:02pm
Subject: Re: Christabel to Caitlen
  	
Having returned to her room to find a note slipped under her door by
Christabel, Caitlen sits at her desk and pens a reply.

Dear Christabel,

Thank you ever so much for your kind offer of friendship. It appears that this sort of trouble follows me
wherever I go, in fact, the reason I am now at Avendale is that my dearest
friend at my last school was expelled over a horrible misunderstanding. I
tried to speak up for her but it was to no avail... she was expelled anyway
and as a result of my efforts my dear mothers withdrew me from my school and
packed me off to Avendale. Oh but life goes on, and as such, I should very
much love to join you for some countess grey tea. I will stop by your room
later this evening.

Sincerely,
Caitlen Ramsey Ash

brunette, 15
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From: Natalie C. H. Tyler <destro@q...>
Date: Tue Nov 23, 1999 10:42pm
Subject: Miss Throckmorton and Georgina
  	
Miss Throckmorton, the brunette Mistress of Literature, was about to
take a break from her studies and make a pot of tea when she heard a
knock upon her door.

Opening the door, she was most delighted to see Georgina de la
Falaise, the enchanting 12 year old blonde who had such extraordinary
musical talents and whose interpretation of poetry was mature beyond her
years.

"Oh, do come in, My Dear Georgina," said Miss Throckmorton. "Could I
interest you in a cup of Countess Grey tea, which I was just about to
brew?"

"Yes, please, Miss Throckmorton," replied Georgina.

"Sit down, my sweet. One of the benefits of being a mistress is that I
have an ice box so I have milk for the tea and clotted cream if you
would like to have some nice scones with jam and cream. Would you like
that?"

"Yes, please, Miss Throckmorton," Georgina reiterated with a most
becoming blush that pinkened her cheeks most radiantly.

As Miss Throckmorton prepared the tea, she chattered away, trying to put
Georgina as ease.

"I'm so happy that you've come. You may think that my only joys in life
are inflicting poetry and inflicting discipline on the girls in due
measure, but I also love to get to know the girls. I've been a Mistress
of Literature for almost thirty years now (and I must confess that I
commenced my career whilst very young) and one of the keenest pleasures
has been in getting to know my pupils beyond the confines of the
classroom. In fact, I have a steady stream of letters from old girls of
mine, both brunettes and blondes. They write me about their lives,
their careers, their dreams and aspirations, their marriages, their
daughters. Only the other day I received a letter from the oldest old
girl who I taught back in the 1920s and she told me that she has become
a grandmother!
So you see, I really take an infinite amount of pleasure in the lives of
girls both in and out of the classroom."

Georgina was fascinated with this information and wondered if she would
one day write letters to Miss Throckmorton when she too was an "old
girl."

"I didn't really know, Miss Throckmorton, that the mistresses liked to
befriend the girls."

"Well, Georgina, I cannot make generalizations, but I think that most of
us have keen memories of our own years in school and perhaps we are more
sympathetic then you might think. I was, for example, quite a hoyden
until I reached the third form. Many was the time that my old
Mistresses took me over the knee. I had a propensity for climbing trees
and for running about a little too much. It took me quite a while to
learn the proper value of discipline."

Miss Throckmorton chuckled and added that "I just was writing a letter
to my dear sister Olivia and I was reminded of the time when I was
fourteen years old and I was struggling with the irregular verbs in
Latin and Greek and I told Olivia that if only there was someone around
to discipline those languages so that they would not lapse into
irregularity and break the rules. Then it occured to me that I was just
like an irregular verb myself, breaking all the rules and the logic of
my school. That was when I really started to value discipline,
rationality, logic, as well as beauty. By the time I was in the sixth
form, I had been appointed Brunette Prefect and my only ambition was to
become a mistress. I never wanted my school days to end, and so here I
am happily ensconced at Avendale."

Miss Throckmorton poured the tea and set upon the table a scrumptious
assortment of jams and scones. Her service was Royal Doulton, Georgina
noticed, and she had a special sort of ramekin for her clotted cream.

"But enough of my chatter, Georgina. Tell me more about yourself. What
is on your mind of late? What are your dreams and aspirations? I can't
tell you how much I have enjoyed reading your work on poetry and yes,
listening to you play the piano. I have often stopped outside the music
room when the melodious airs of your playing have captured my
attention. Please talk to me, my dear, and help yourself to as many
scones as you like!"
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From: Christabel Marjoribanks <christabel@c...>
Date: Wed Nov 24, 1999 2:48am
Subject: Christabel and Caitlen
  	
Christabel Marjoribanks, br, 15, was delighted that Caitlen Ramsey Ash,
another brunette of fifteen, had agreed to come to her room for an evening
refection of tea, bicuits, and cakes.

When Caitlen arrived, Christabel had prepared a small but very elegant
spread. She was eager to form a friendship with Caitlen. They were both,
after all, brunettes of the same age.

Christabel commisserated with Caitlen about 
the loss of Caitlen's friend from her previous school.
"Dear Caitlen," said Christabel. "How miserable you must be to have lost
two close chums. It must make you feel very tentative about making a new
friend."

Caitlen expressed some of the pain that she felt about her friend being
expelled from her former school.

"Caitlen, I am so sorry that you have been through such ordeals, " expressed
Christabel. "I guess that my life has been charmed in comparison. Although
I have had few friends and have not, therefore, had to run the risk of loss,
I have had quite a struggle with homesickness. I like it here very much,
yet I miss my mummies and I miss my cats."

Christabel then proceeded to go into much detail about the six cats that she
had at home: two svelte blonde beauties and four dashing playful brunettes.
It was a real luxury to have someone listen to her tales of feline
adventures.

But Caitlen, I have gone on and on. Please tell me more about yourself and
your life. I would like to get to know you better. Ready for another cup
of tea?

__________________________________________________
FREE Email for ALL! Sign up at http://www.mail.com
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From: Georgina de la Falaise <Tanya@xxxxxxxxxxxxxxx.xxxxxxxxx.xx.xxx>
Date: Wed Nov 24, 1999 8:03am
Subject: Georgina To Christabel
  	
Tanya@c...


Georgina de la Falaise, bl, 12

Note to Chistabel Majorbanks, slipped under her door.


Dear Christabel,

Once again, thank you so much for your kind note. It does my confidence no end of good to hear the compliments you pay me even if they are perhaps, a little overly generous. You truly have a very kind heart and I do so appreciate the fact that you enjoy my piano playing. It makes all the practice I have to do seem somehow worthwhile.

Christabel, can you imagine my surprise when I read the part of your letter informing me that Miss Throckmorton also occasionally stands outside the music room to listen with you. As you say, It is indeed a mark of distinction that she deems my playing of sufficient quality and worth to take the trouble to stop and listen. To be compared to the peerless Dame Myra Hess or Miss Wanda Landowska is completely undeserved if exceedingly flattering.

I loved your own contribution to Poetry class Christabel. Your comments were so perceptive and eloquently and articulately expressed. Miss Throckmorton is such an inspired and inspiring Mistress don't you think? She *is* rather strict but I think this is one of the reasons all the girls respect her so much. Before i attended her Poetry classes, i never really had an interest in poetry and things related, but she really makes the subject come truly alive, injecting and imbuing it with real vibrabcy and passion. Perhaps we could study some poems together sometime.

In answer to your question, yes, I do miss Elena immensely. I really feel a big hole in my life at the moment and this is mainly due to her being presently estranged from us. She is such a good and true friend, possessing so may varied and natural gifts. I especially miss our walks together in the gardens before tea. I've been walking on my own for the last few days but would be delighted if you might consider joining me one afternoon, if, that is, you are not too busy with other things.

I look forward to perhaps hearing from you.

Very Warmly.
Georgina
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From: Thelma Roberts <greenwellies@h...>
Date: Wed Nov 24, 1999 7:02pm
Subject: Veronica, Thelma, Tracey
  	
"Gosh, Tracey," Thelma said, "I can't believe you would put yourself in such
jeopardy. Being afraid of horses is one thing, but to challenge Veronica on
how we reproduce... well, that's dangerous business indeed!"

Her brunette pal replied. "Thelma, you are such a worry wart. What could
the headmistress possibly do? All I have requested is some educational
information."

Thelma pondered Tracey's words. Then she spoke: "Trace, I hate to tell you,
but I have heard the headmistress has a birching block, with leather
restraints to hold your hands and feet. It is kind of the ultimate
sanction, rarely used -- sort of like getting the belt on the hands, rare,
agony-making and highly effective. You've refused to help on the riding
thing, which at least ten girls are interested in, defied Veronica, and
pushed your luck on the question about how we reproduce. I hope it doesn't
come to this, but you should be prepared. The head might decide to birch
your seat raw, once Veronica informs her of your actions."

Tracey gulped, but after a moment's reflection said "What is done, is done.
I shall stand up for my myself."
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From: <Elaryn@a...>
Date: Wed Nov 24, 1999 8:19pm
Subject: Letter from Elena Dierrian to All Avendale
  	
Elena Dierrian, blonde, 12 years old

Dearest Friends and Respected Mistresses at Avendale,

I wanted to write everyone a letter to let you know all is well, and that I
continue to think of you all while I am away from dear Avendale. I the short
time I dwelt there as a pupil, I had already come to think of Avendale as my
home, and my heart yearns to once again behold your dear, dear faces. It is
difficult to say whom I miss the most. You are all like mothers, aunts or
sisters to me.

My Elder Sister and I are currently bound for the Far East, and I do not know
how often I shall be able to send posts, but rest assured I shall write
whenever I am able. My sister is unusually quiet and pensive, and I can
sense she is deeply troubled, yet she swears that our Mothers are in good
health, so I cannot imagine what can be amiss. I shall have to trust Elara's
good judgement and wait patiently.

Take care, and may Dea bless you all. With Her grace, I shall return to
Avendale.

Yours, with Deep Longing,

Elena Dierrian
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From: Virginia Sidall <hln8@h...>
Date: Thu Nov 25, 1999 5:09am
Subject: Disaster strikes the new girl
  	
Ginny woke up feeling happy. Today she’d be able to manage her unruly hair.
It had been very generous of Caitlen to lend her the spray. It truly had
magic properties. Ginny was determined to do something about her
appearance. It was true what Christabel had said. Ginny really felt she
owed it to everybody to appear at her best. From now on, she silently
resolved, there would be no more mess, no more sloppiness. She would be a
credit to the school. Besides, she thought, she could hardly expect to be
friends with Georgina if she looked like a scarecrow. And she did so want
to be friends with Georgina.

Ginny laid her uniform out on the bed and inspected it carefully. Everything
appeared to be in order. Carefully she got dressed. She had some trouble
with her tie – it was still taking some getting used to. The knot either
seemed too big or too small and it took four attempts before Ginny felt
happy with the result. Surely even Miss Veronica would be satisfied. She
pulled her socks up to her knees and offered a silent prayer that they would
stay up. She gave her shoes a quick buff and then, taking her comb and
Caitlen’s magic spray she went over to the mirror to do her hair. She
looked in the mirror and momentarily her mood of happiness disappeared. Why
did she have to be born with such jolly unruly hair? Why couldn’t it have
been straight? She wondered whether it would be better to wear it short.
“Perhaps Caitlen would help me cut it” she thought,”I bet that would be fun
and it would certainly be less trouble then. Still, maybe with the magic
spray troublesome hair will be a thing of the past.” Ginny picked up the
glass bottle and directed the nozzle at her head. Instinctively she shut
her eyes and sprayed. Nothing happened. Ginny tired again. Still nothing
came out. Ginny looked at the nozzle. “Ah I think I see the problem” It
appeared that it was blocked. Ginny shook the bottle hard and turned the
nozzle round to produce a bigger aperture. “This ought to work”. Once more
she shut her eyes and sprayed. Disaster! Far from a light mist coming out
as it had for Caitlin. Ginny was almost drenched in what seemed to be the
entire contents of the bottle. The shock caused her to drop the bottle and
it shattered as it hit the floor. Ginny’s hair was saturated and some of
the oily spray and dripped onto her blazer. What was she to do? There was
barely any time to think. She tried to push the broken shards of the bottle
out of sight and rubbed the worst of the mess off her hair with a towel.
She ran a comb though her hair. It was certainly tangle free but it fell in
a lank weight framing her face. If she’d used goose grease to dress her
hair the effect could not have been worse. But there was no time left and
she could think of nothing that would repair the situation other than
thorough hair washing and there was no time for that. She looked again in
the mirror. Perhaps it wouldn’t be noticed. She could say that her hair
was still damp. She’d have to explain to Caitlin what happened of course
but perhaps no-body else would need to know. There was only one way to find
out.
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From: Georgina de la Falaise <Tanya@c...>
Date: Thu Nov 25, 1999 5:48pm
Subject: Georgina Takes Tea With Miss Throckmorton
  	
Tanya@c...



Georgina was truly overwhelmed by the welcome she received from Miss Throckmorton. She had decided, on a whim, to call on the brunette Mistress of Literature in her private study in an effort to perhaps try and get to know her a little better. If she was honest with herself, she would have to admit that she had become rather infatuated with this very strict but exceedingly kind and caring Mistress. It was the sort of infatuation which wasn't completely uncommon between younger girls and prefects or Mistresses. There was a charisma about her that Georgina had not previously encountered and what was more, she reminded the young blonde of her own dear beloved brunette mummy.

Miss Throckmorton had accorded her the most friendly and generous of welcomes, offering her some Countess Grey tea, Georgina's favourite, and a wonderful selection of scones with jam and clotted cream. The brunette Mistress had immediately put Georgina at her ease and they sat chatting away about all manner of things. Georgina was fascinated as Miss Throckmorton described to her how she remained in contact with many of the blondes and brunettes she had taught over the years. She also learned that the Mistress had been quite a hoyden in her youth and laughed heartily when she had compared herself to an irregular verb while at school, always breaking the rules and the logic of her school. Georgina couldn't believe that Miss Throckmorton had made her feel quite so relaxed. It was almost like sitting talking to an elder sister or someone similar.

As Georgina accepted Miss Throckmorton's kind offer to help herself to another scone, the brunette Mistress said, "But enough of my chatter, Georgina. Tell me more about yourself. What is on your mind of late? What are your dreams and aspirations?" Georgina blushed prettily, being slightly surprised that her hostess should take such a genuine and heartfelt interest in her thoughts and feelings. She took another sip of her Countess Grey and replied,

"Well, I would like one day to perhaps become a concert pianiste but doubt whether I really possess sufficient talent to achieve that ambition".

Miss Throckmorton interjected,

"My Dear Georgina, you should never underestimate your talent. If you do not possess and nurture a modicum of self belief, you will not realise your dreams or aspirations to their full potential, no matter how talented you may be".

Georgina pondered these fine and wise words of advice for a moment and then replied,

"I'm sure you're absolutely right Miss Throckmorton. I know I should have more confidence in my own abilities."

"Alternatively, I would very much like to perhaps become a schoolmistress like you Miss Throckmorton", Georgina continued. "You make the learning and appreciation of Poetry such a pleasurable and exciting experience and manage to convey a wonderful enthusiasm and passion for your chosen subject. I do so look forward to each and every one of your lessons".

It was Miss Throckmorton's turn to blush a little as she replied,

"Well Georgina, how very kind of you to say so. I always feel that half my job is already done for me. When you truly enjoy, with a passion, the subject you are teaching and manage to find something new in a piece of writing each time you read it, it then becomes a veritable pleasure to teach and most definitely never a chore"

Georgina smiled and nodded her agreement. Miss Throckmorton then asked her guest whether she might care to partake of another cup of tea before she left. Georgina accepted with alacrity, then added,

"Miss Throckmorton, there's been something I've been meaning to ask you. Are there any little jobs that I could do for you in the way of perhaps tidying your papers or watering all your lovely plants or anything else that you can think of. I'd be more than happy to pop in before tea any afternoon and lend a hand"

The Literature Mistress smiled broadly and said,

"What a kind and considerate offer my dear. I seem to be able to keep up with most things but if you would allow me a little time to ponder, I'll see if there's anything I can think of."

An hour had passed but to Georgina, it seemed more like ten minutes.
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From: Tracey Austin <tracey_m_austin@y...>
Date: Fri Nov 26, 1999 1:19pm
Subject: To Miss Throckmorton re: Babies
  	
Tracey Marie Austin, brunette, 14

Tracey spends several hours in the library combing the books for a hint
about how babies are created. There is NOTHING of the sort in the
library. The censorship committee did a good job.

She wonders who is going to answer her now-nagging question: How are
babies made???

Miss Veronica either doesn't know or won't tell her. Supposedly even
asking the question is a punishable offense, but nothing has happened,
so she decides to plunge forward. She resolves to try the only teacher
here who seems to respond to girls' questions: Miss Throckmorton.

She pens her a note:

"Dear Miss Throckmorton,

I have a question. I have been told that it's no business of mine,
that I am supposed to wait until my wedding night to get it answered.
I think that's silly. I want to know _now_.

Will YOU please tell me...how are babies made?

Thank you,

Respectfully,

Tracey"

Tracey folds up the note and drops it in Miss Throckmorton's mail slot.


__________________________________________________
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From: Natalie C. H. Tyler <destro@xx.xxxx>
Date: Fri Nov 26, 1999 1:57pm
Subject: Re: Miss Throckmorton To Tracey Austin
  	
Miss Throckmorton, the brunette Mistress of Literature, had received a
troubling note from Tracey Austin.

Tracey Austin wrote: "Dear Miss Throckmorton,
I have a question. I have been told that it's no business of mine,

> that I am supposed to wait until my wedding night to get it answered.
> I think that's silly. I want to know _now_.
>
> Will YOU please tell me...how are babies made?
>
> Thank you,
>
> Respectfully,
>
> Tracey"

Miss Throckmorton mulled over the question for a while. Tracey was a girl
of fourteen. Certainly the theories of parthenogenesis were not beyond her
ken. Furthermore, Miss Throckmorton had always had some doubts about the
wisdom of protecting girls from the knowledge that all would ultimately
obtain.
She thought back to her own youth. When she was a young woman she had
fallen deeply in love with a heart-breakingly beautiful young blonde,
Evangeline de Fortescue. Evangeline had been consumptive and they both knew
that her life would be brief. Evangeline's mothers had forbidden her to
marry for the fear that having children would hasten her death. Evangeline
had wanted to marry Charlotte Throckmorton so that she could experience the
nuptial joys and perhaps leave a daughter so that Charlotte would always
have a living memorial. Their love had burned brightly, but they had been
forbidden to marry. Finally, when Evangeline was on her deathbed, her
mothers relented. Charlotte and Evangeline had been permitted to have a
hasty marriage ceremony and had spent a fortnight of wedded bliss together
before Evangeline had succumbed to consumption.

Times had changed. The brand new drug "penicillin" did wonders for
consumptive girls and almost always guaranteed a cure. But that had not
been the case in the 1920s when Charlotte Throckmorton had been in love.

She would never find another perfect love as she had found with Evangeline
and she felt more than a little bitter that their love had been cut short so
quickly. She also felt that had they been allowed to marry when they
desired the bliss of nuptial delights would most certainly have produced a
daughter before the death of Evangeline.

But Miss Throckmorton had to deal with the present and with the letter from
Tracey.

She thoughtfully penned a response:

"Dear Tracey,
You ask a question that many girls ponder at your age. The answer is
that tradition tells us that right before your wedding day your Brunette
mummy will speak to you and unveil the mystery. If your Brunette mummy is
unavailable, there is always a brunette who will speak with you: an aunt, a
Deamother, an abbess, a trusted counsellor.
I would not be unwilling to speak to you about these matters and to give
you a full and candid answer to your question. You must, however, receive
the permission of your Brunette mother. Please write her a quick note and
ask her the question and tell her that if she is unable or unwilling to
answer your question, with her permission, Miss Throckmorton will be glad to
have a confidential talk with you.

Tracey, I am sorry to disappoint you by not giving you an immediate
response, but if this is an urgent issue with you, why not make a trunk call
to your Brunette mother. She should be able to settle the matter with you
at once.

And although it is a time-honoured tradition that such intelligence
should not be received before the time of one's marriage, I am not at all
sure that the mystification of unanswered questions is the very best thing.
Please know that I sympathize with your quandary.

Most sincerely,

Charlotte Throckmorton
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From: Tracey Austin <tracey_m_austin@xxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Fri Nov 26, 1999 3:08pm
Subject: Tracey writes to her brunette mother
  	
Tracey M. Austin, 14, brunette

Tracey reads Miss Throckmorton's note and is gratified that she is at
least _willing_ to talk to her about this mysterious process of
procreation. She finds herself more and more drawn to the charismatic
teacher...having thoughts about her that are increasingly troubling, as
she is a brunette just like Tracey!

Plus Tracey has strong feelings for Thelma, and her growing fondness
for the teacher seems somewhat - disloyal - to Thelma. All very
vexing.

Tracey's brunette mother is a busy physician who never had much time
for her daughter. Tracey is certain that her mother would be glad to
pass off this facts-of-life question to a schoolmistress.

Tracey gets out her writing paper and pen and scribbles a quick note to
her mother:

"Dear Brunette Mother,

How are you? I am fine. School is going fairly well although I
haven't yet found a poem to submit to my Poetry teacher. I hope I will
not be punished for my dilatoriness.

I have a question. Is it acceptable to you if my teacher, Miss
Throckmorton, explains to me how babies are made? She is a wonderful
mistress and my favorite teacher here at Avendale. She's willing to do
it, but only with your permission.

I really want to know, Mother, and I don't want to have to wait until
my wedding day.

Please give my love to blonde Mummy.

Love,

Your devoted daughter,

Tracey."

Tracey folds the letter, places it into an envelope, addresses and
stamps the envelope, and posts it before dinner. She could have made a
telephone call, but brunette Mother is never home.
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From: <headmistress@xxxxxxxxx.xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx)>
Date: Fri Nov 26, 1954 3:52pm
Subject: Birds and Bees - a note out of context
  	
Dear School,

Regarding Tracey's enquiries - as a guideline for this narrative: I do
not think any one in Telluria knows the real answer. This fact is commented
upon in *Children of the Void* as follows:

". . .well, if you do not mind my saying it, we do not even know the
Facts of Life, as they are called."

"You mean we don't know how blondes and brunettes make babies?" asked Wendy.

"Precocious child," said Alice Trent. "But do you not think that is the
most wonderful thing? I mean, having emerged from a quagmire where these
'facts' have become so commonplace, so utterly vulgarised as to destroy
every vestige of sanctity and beauty - where every hint of the real depth
of the thing is buried beneath the most banal third-form literalism . . .
isn't it the most delightful, audacious corrective of the whole nonsense to
spirit ourselves into a world where no one knows the Facts of Life at all?"

"And all of us are as innocent as Arcadian adolescents. The polar
opposite of what Johnny Bongo tried to make us."

"Or perhaps some wonderful, super-innocent fantasy-Quirinelle teenagers,
living in a world where a certain degree of petting occupies the mind
almost constantly --"

"Speak for yourself, Miss Nightwind!"

"-- but nobody goes Too Far, because nobody actually knows how to."

* * *

Which, I think gives us our keynote. Veronica's reaction was wholly
orthodox, though she may perhaps have exaggerated my likely reaction to
Tracey's question. But no one in authority would give out these facts
which, as Veronica rightly said are exclusively reserved for one's wedding
night. We are far here from the dreary banalities of "sex education".

Dorothea Maitland

blonde
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From: Kadorienne <kadorian@xxxxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Fri Nov 26, 1999 9:45pm
Subject: Veronica makes her rounds
  	
As Veronica stepped out of Miss Maitland's office, she noticed
Christabel and Caitlen walking together, showing every sign of being on
quite friendly terms. She smiled and greeted the two girls, and they
returned the salute cheerfully. Veronica proceeded on her way, feeling
cheerful. 

She saw her young
protegee Janet with Malena, just leaving the library. She smiled at
them, and to her surprise both girls burst into giggled. Recovering
herself, Janet gave a suspiciously innocent smile.

"I wonder what she's up to," Veronica mused, but Janet did not have
the air of a girl planning to be naughty, just of one with a secret.
Well, she can't be planning another surprise birthday party for me,
Veronica thought to herself with amusement, not until next October.
Veronica speculated that perhaps the giggles had to do with some blonde,
though she didn't know that her "little sister" had any particular
interest in any blonde.

In the library, Veronica found a desk and wrote a letter.


"Dear Tracey,

I have discussed your improper question with Miss Maitland. She was
not as shocked as I. I suppose as a headmistress she is accustomed to
dealing with inappropriate curiosity in young girls. In any case, she
indicated that, while the offense was not so serious as I thought, she
does not expect Avendale girls to speak of such things.

I doubt you will be able to find the answer in the library. Even if
books exist which reveal it -- and I am inclined to think that they do
not -- I am certain that they would not be found in a school library.

Miss Maitland suggested that I merely assign you some lines that
will remind you of what a proper young lady occupies her mind with.
Therefore, I would like you to copy three times the "Schoolgirl
Alphabet" found at http://belladonna.org/schoolgirl.html. If you have
trouble reading the rather small type, I will give you a fresh copy.

On Monday, Thelma and I will be going to the riding stables. I can't
make you go, but once again, I am asking you to go. As your friend and
prefect, I promise that you will be glad that you faced your fears. You
will find that when you face them, they shrink and then dissolve. If you
do not face them, you will have to carry your fear around for all of
your life. I know that you can do it, Tracey. I believe in you.
Honestly, you weren't afraid to ask me about the birds and the bees, and
that *was* dangerous!

Your friend,

Veronica Bellemont"


Veronica re-read the letter. The first part sounded rather cold, but
she hoped that the finish would convince Tracey that she, Veronica, was
still her friend. She and Tracey had had so much trouble at first, due
to the unorthodox relationship between her and Thelma, and Veronica had
been much relieved when they were able to become friendly. She hoped
that this new difficulty wouldn't set them back too much.


Veronica Bellemont, brunette, 16
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From: Christabel Marjoribanks <christabel@xxxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Fri Nov 26, 1999 10:37pm
Subject: Disaster strikes the new girl
  	
Christabel Marjoribanks, 15, brunette, was strolling down the corridor when
she spotted the new girl, Ginny Dissal, timidly walking out of her room.
Ginny's hair was still wet and she seemed to be very nervous.

"Well, Hullo, Ginny," said Christabel. "How are you today?"

Ginny seemed nonplussed and she paused a moment and then said, "Christabel,
what do you think of my hair? Can I go out looking like this? I had a
terrible accident."

She then proceeded to tell Christabel about her accident with the hair
spray.

Christabel thought for a moment. She really did not know what to say. She
was not as yet sufficiently familiar with the Avendale rules to know if the
wetness of Ginny's hair would be worst than being late. She felt Ginny's
hair tentatively and it seemed as though it was weighted down with grease
and oil.

"Poor Ginny! I don't know what to say. I think if you leave this in your
hair it might become hard as a rock and impossible to remove without hacking
it off. I think you have to take a very quick shampoo and remove this
stuff."

"But we will be late!"

"I know. And we may have to accept that the consequences of being late will
not be as terrible as the consequences of allowing your hair to remain in
bondage to this peculiar ointment. Let me help you. Let's go into the
bathroom and see if we can do something as quickly as possible."

In the bathroom Christabel rolled up one of her towels firmly and put it
around Ginny's neck. Then she ran the water in a sink until it was warm.
Seizing a bottle of her own shampoo, she indicated that Ginny should immerse
her hair in the water.

Ginny leaned over and Christabel kept running warm water through the other
girl's hair. It was taking precious time, but the oily stuff slowly
responded to the heat of the water. Finally Christabel worked up a good
lather of shampoo and thoroughtly cleaned Ginny's hair.

"Now we're done. Let's see if I can get your hair dried and combed and
brushed as soon as possible." Christabel took a clean towel and vigorously
massaged the wetness out of Ginny's hair and then she combed and brushed and
brushed and combed. Ginny's hair remained wet, but it at least was no
longer greasy and odoriferous.

"I think we can try going out now, Ginny," Christabel said. "And if we are
lucky noone will notice our tardiness."

Your hair looks a lot better and I am persuaded that we did the correct
thing. Later on we can ask Miss Veronica if there is a hair salon in
Avenbridge where you can go for a consultation, since your hair gives you so
much trouble. As for myself, I find your look really quite charming. And
if your hair is naturally ungovernable, you will learn how to overcome that
challenge."

Ginny thanked Christabel and the girls walked quickly but with decorum out
of the Brunette dormitory. Afterwards Christabel hoped that she had been a
help and not a hindrance to Ginny and that Ginny did not think that her
behavior had been too dictatorial.

__________________________________________________
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From: Christabel Marjoribanks <christabel@xxxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Fri Nov 26, 1999 10:43pm
Subject: Christabel to Georgina
  	
letter from Christabel Marjoribanks, br, 15 to Georgina de la Falaise, bl,
12

Dear Georgina,
Thank you so much for your note. Yes indeed, we must take more walks
together. I enjoy your company so very much.

Your modesty is very becoming and is exactly what I would expect from you,
but I can assure you that your musical talents have
not gone unnoticed. Aside from myself and Miss Throckmorton, there are many
others who have mentioned the exquisite beauty of your work.

I am so glad that Elena wrote to Avendale. That makes us all feel better,
but even so it won't be the same until she returns.

Let's take a walk this afternoon if that is convenient for you.

With love from Christabel

__________________________________________________
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From: Tracey Austin <tracey_m_austin@xxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Sat Nov 27, 1999 1:53am
Subject: Birds and the bees....
  	
Tracey M Austin, 14, brunette

Tracey reads Miss Veronica's note about Tracey's "improper question"
about how babies are made. The punishment is to copy some alphabet
assignment, not the ominous caning in Miss Maitland's study alluded to
by Veronica. Tracey laughs. Copying??? Thelma would gladly do that
for her. She'll have Thelma do it in the morning.

She glances at the rest of Veronica's note, about the stables. Not
THAT again! Gosh, if it's such a major deal, she'll GO to the silly
stables, but she will NOT go NEAR a horse.

Meanwhile, she is impatiently awaiting a reply from her brunette mother
regarding permission to have Miss Throckmorton explain to her the facts
of life. Mail call comes and it's there! A letter from brunette
Mother!

Tracey tears open the envelope and reads quickly. A look of dismay
passes over her features, then her eyes darken with anger.

The letter reads:

"My dear Tracey,

It was with great astonishment that I read your note requesting
permission to have your schoolmistress tell you about 'the facts of
life'. You are far too young to be wondering about such things, and
will learn about it when the time comes -- on your wedding night, as I
did and as your blonde Mummy did!

We are not sending you to Avendale for you to fill your mind with such
things. Perhaps, Tracey, if you spent less time pondering such things
and more time on your studies, you would not be in trouble for a late
poetry assignment.

I wish to hear no more about this request. Please write again about
your studies and your extra-curricular activites such as sports.

Your blonde Mummy is fine and so is your cat, Whiskers.

Love,

Brunette Mother."

Tracey rips the letter into tiny pieces and tosses it in the trash.
She yanks open her desk drawer and gets out a piece of stationery and
writes a note:

"Dear Tracey,

I received your note requesting permission to have your schoolmistress
explain to you 'the facts of life'. Since I am not there to do it for
you, I am more than happy to allow her to step in my shoes.

You have my permission, my darling daughter.

All my love,

Brunette Mother."

Tracey takes the letter and runs to Miss Throckmorton's study,
breathlessly knocking on the door and waiting. FINALLY she will learn
the SECRET that everyone wants to keep from her!

Miss Throckmorton opens the door, staring at Tracey. She has just
gotten off the telephone with first Miss Maitland, and then Tracey's
brunette mother, telling her to NOT discuss the matter with Tracey.

"Hello, Miss!" says Tracey, thrusting the letter at Miss Throckmorton.
"I received a letter from brunette Mother just tonight! She says it is
fine for you to talk to me!"
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From: Dame Nellie Melba <Dame_Nellie_Melba@xxxxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Sat Nov 27, 1999 3:03am
Subject: Nellie goes to school
  	
Nellie Melba is a 15 year old blonde who is about to go to school for the
first time in her young life.

Nellie had grown up in the lovely small town of Marywater, in Trent. She had
never actually had much experience in the world. Her two loving mothers had
decided that the best education for their young Nellie would be the close
attentions of a governess. When the girl was four years old, her governess,
Miss Taylor, had joined their house-hold. When Nellie was eight years old, a
music mistress had been hired to teach her all about music: music theory, the
history of music, how to play several instruments.
Music was of prime importance in the Melba household. One of Nellie's
brunette grandmothers, the mother of her own Blonde mummy had been a most
renowned opera singer. Nellie, in fact, had been named in her honour. The
delight of her mothers and her music mistress was enormous when they
discovered that Nellie had the makings of an excellent soprano voice.

All along her mothers had planned to send her to school when the time was
right. When Nellie was fourteen they had wanted her to go to school and she
had pleaded with them to allow her one more year with her beloved Miss Taylor
and with her equally well-beloved music Mistress, Miss Conchita Supervia.

Laughingly calling her Nervous Nellie, a soubriquet which she had heard too
often in her life, her mothers relented and gave her another year of peaceful
life at home. But now that she was fifteen, they considered it essential that
she go to school. Nellie must be exposed to girls her own age; Nellie must
learn from a wider variety of Mistresses.

And now her mothers were both driving her in their black Rolls to the adnacent
province of Quirinelle, where she would begin at the Avendale School.

Nellie was rueful that she had not decided to go to school at the beginning of
term. Undoubtedly all of the other girls would be comfortable with one
another. Undoubtedly they would sense her nervousness and call her Nervous
Nellie.

Probably they would not like the music she liked and might make fun of her
singing practice.

Nellie sighed deeply as the Rolls pulled onto the Avendale grounds. Please
please, Dea, she said a little prayer to herself, "please give me a friend
here.
Please let me meet some nice girls."

Nellie was very concerned that she had never been in the habit of spending
much time with girls her own age. They would probably think that she was
some sort of a primeval creature. She was also worried that with her shyness
she would not put herself forth enough. She would never be bold enough to
greet another girl unless she were spoken to first.

But Nellie had to abandon her musing as the car pulled up near the Blonde
dormitory where she would begin to spend her nights. Avendale3 was her new
home. How she longed to make a friend quickly, a friend who would tell her
everything about school-life.
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From: <aaclinkinbeard@xxxxxxx.xxx>
Date: Sat Nov 27, 1999 4:17am
Subject: Confused...
  	
Lynette did not know what to do for Nikki. Her heart felt
heavy and she wished she could just hold her until she
stopped crying. Or at least that is what she would have
done if she had thought of it at the time. Instead she lef
t Nikki run off into the building and just stood there dazed
and confused. She didn't know what to think. It was hard
to care for a blonde so much and be so deeply confused
by her actions.

Everything seemed so busy to her. She had not spent
time with many of the other girls here; instead she kept
her nose in the books. Thinking to herself she silently
walked the ancient hallway. Lynette's subconscious
seemed to know where she was going. She didn't
notice where she was until she stood at the highly
polished door. Gently she knocked on the door hearing
the ominous echo. She waited there unsure of what do.
There was no answer and she turned to leave. Just then,
the heavy oak door opened! Lynette's cheeks blushed
in surprise as she said hello.

Lynette Klaire, 17, br
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From: <Kitten1776@a...>
Date: Sat Nov 27, 1999 3:14am
Subject: Re: Nellie goes to school
  	
Alexis was sitting under her favorite willow tree outside the Blonde
dormitory when she saw a beautiful black Rolls pull up. She watched as first
the brunette driver stepped out and opened a door. Out came a girl of about
her own age, and she was blonde. Then 2 women, a blonde and a brunette
(presumably this new girl's mothers) followed. As the driver removed the
girl's luggage from the vehicle, the women fussed over the girl.

"I wish to do this on my own, dear Mummies", Alexis heard the girl declare to
her mothers.

"Very well, my darling", the blonde woman replied, "You are so very brave.
Please write once you are settled in and tell us all about your new school."

"I will Mummy, I promise!". And with that, the three made their goodbyes and
the car pulled away. The blonde girl turned, looked at the dormitory, and
heaved a big sigh, as though to summon her courage. With this, Alexis
approached the new girl.

"Hello! My name is Alexis Harrington. I'm 15 years old. Welcome to
Avendale. Can I help you with your bags?"

"Oh, hello. Yes, please...Oh, my name is Nellie Melba, and I'm also 15.
Thank you." Nellie seemed very relieved to have met someone so soon upon her
arrival.

"I know you must feel quite lost, especially since you are starting so late
in the term. I would be very glad to show you around once you are settled
in. Let's get your luggage inside and we can talk some more. Once you put
your bags in, it would be best for you to greet the Headmistress right away.
If you'd like, I would be happy to walk you over to her office." Alexis
offered.

"I would like that very much indeed", Nellie replied.

The two girls, after setting the luggage in the dormitory, headed over to
Miss Maitland's office. On the way, Alexis pointed out various buildings to
Nellie. Alexis couldn't help noticing how nervous Nellis was. Alexis
remembered her first days at Avendale. She particularly remembered feeling
quite lonely and homesick her first few days. She wanted to help this new
girl so she wouldn't have to feel all alone.

Finally they reached the Headmistress' office and Alexis knocked on the door.
They awaited a response.


Alexis Harrington, 15, blonde
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From: Georgina de la Falaise <Tanya@xxxxxxxxxxxxxxx.xxxxxxxxx.xx.xxx>
Date: Sat Nov 27, 1999 8:28am
Subject: Welcome to Nellie Melba
  	
Tanya@casablancajones/freeserve.co.uk


Georgina de la Falaise, blonde, 12 years old

Note left on Nellie's pillow in junior blonde dormitory.

Dear Nellie,

I just wanted to write you a short note to welcome you to Avendale. I'm certain you'll love it here. I've been here for some months now and feel it to be, quite veritably, my natural second home. Everyone is so genuinely approachable and friendly, both pupils and Mistresses alike and you will have absolutely no problems at all making new friends.

The only word of warning I would offer you would be to be aware that while they are always very kind and understanding, the Mistresses here are very strict, especially regarding uniform regulations and personal presentation. They push us very hard in our studies and expect high academic standards but are, at the same time, only too happy to help us with any problems we may have, so don't be afraid to ask.

One of the girls told me you are an extremely accomplished singer. We have the most wonderful Choir and Music Mistress here named Miss Darnelle and I'm sure she will be most eager to recruit you for musical activities various. I myself play the piano a little and sing in the choir so I can't wait for an opportunity to get together with you to compare notes. Perhaps we could have a chat a little later once you've settled in.

Nellie, if there's anything at all you need to know about our wonderful school, please don't hesitate to ask me, one of the other girls, or one of the Mistresses.

Warmly,
Georgina de la Falaise
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From: Georgina de la Falaise <Tanya@c...>
Date: Sat Nov 27, 1999 8:41am
Subject: Georgina to Christabel
  	
Tanya@c...


Georgina de la Falaise, bl, 12

Note to Christabel Majorbanks.


Dear Christabel,

Thank you so much for your note.

Yes, I would love to go for a walk with you later. Would three o'clock by the fountain be a good time and place to meet?

With love,
Georgina
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From: <EMTSavinLives@a...>
Date: Sat Nov 27, 1999 10:48am
Subject: Gillian's Arrival to Avendale
  	
Gillian Roche'
13
Brunette


Gillian leaped from the limousine before the driverette could even open the
door. She was excited to be at her new school. "A world of opportunity
awaits" she thought to herself as she motioned for the driverette to remove
her luggage from the rear of the vehicle.

After hugging her two older blond sisters good-bye, Gillian looked over the
map of the grounds to find the location of the brunette dormitory. After
getting her bearings, Gillian walked briskly to her new home. She was
extremely excited to be at Avendale, leaving the pain of loosing her two
mothers in a boating accident. She will miss them greatly.

Gillian arrived at her dormitory room and looked around. "Place the
sculpture over there by the window" she softly asked the driverette. The
sculpture was one of Gillian's finest works to date. A beautiful likeness of
her two mothers, on a background of crashing waves. Gillian's eyes still
water whenever she glances at the piece.

Gillian unpacked her belongings, making sure everything was in it's place,
then lied supine on her bed feeling alone, scared, and excited all at the
same time. Gillian had no idea what to do with herself.
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From: Natalie C. H. Tyler <destro@q...>
Date: Sat Nov 27, 1999 4:30pm
Subject: Re: Tracey at Miss Throckmorton's chambers
  	
>

Miss Throckmorton, the brunette Mistress of Literature, heard a quick
knocking at her door:

> "Hello, Miss!" says Tracey, thrusting the letter at Miss Throckmorton.
> "I received a letter from brunette Mother just tonight! She says it is
> fine for you to talk to me!"
>

Tracey was a little worried because the temperature in the room was
approximately that of an ice-berg and Miss Throckmorton said "Indeed,
Tracey?" with a warmth that would have frozen a glacier.

"Let me see this letter," demanded Miss Throckmorton. "Tracey, sit down, a
moment. You will receive the response you so richly deserve."

Tracey sat down. She was a little apprehensive since Miss Throckmorton did
not seem at all inviting. She hoped that Miss Throckmorton was about to
make tea but instead Miss Throckmorton was at her special closet, the one
that contained all the canes, paddles, tawses, tapettes, martinets, and
birches. Tracey had an instinct to bolt. Miss Throckmorton emerged bearing
a very thin rattan cane.

Tracey felt some relief. If she were going to be punished at least Miss
Throckmorton had not chosen one of those huge wooden canes. As if reading
Tracey's mind, Miss Throckmorton said "Did you know Tracey that a very thin
cane of whale-bone or rattan is much more likely to break the skin and to
cause excruciating welts than a larger cane? Never underestimate the power
of a slender cane."

Tracey gulped.

Miss Throckmorton thrust her cane into the air and the resultant humming and
swishing sound were terrifying.

"Tracey, you have lied to me. You have taken advantage of my genial spirit
(said without a trace of geniality), and what is more you have forged a
letter. That would be known as a federal offense in many places. As soon
as I dismiss you I want you to go to Miss Maitland and confess everything.
Now, get into position over my study table."

Miss Throckmorton raised Tracey's skirt and gym-slip both, leaving only her
white knickers as a buffet between her flesh and the blows of the cane.

Then Miss Throckmorton proceeded to tell Tracey that if she moved, or if she
said anything but to count the number of swings of the cane outloud, she
would receive additional punishments.

"Now Tracey, when I cane you, I want to hear you say the number. Keep your
mind alert and don't forget. If you forget to respond, your punishment will
be tripled."

"Blast! thought Tracey to herself. I can't even hope to pass out."

The first blow was dreadful. Miss Throckmorton had waited a seeming
eternity before the blow landed on Tracey's knickers. "One" shouted out
Tracey and again there was a wait before Tracey could shout out "Two."

The pain was excruciating. Tracey could tell that Miss Throckmorton was
aiming for her lower buttocks, which were much more sensitive than their
upper part. And indeed thin lines of blood were showing through the
knickers, since the very thin cane had the ability to break the skin as it
merrily hummed and whistled through the air.

But Miss Throckmorton was merciless and continued with the blows until
Tracey had called out "Ten" with a desperation that she had never before
felt. The pain was almost enough to knock her out. Her mind was swimming
in a sea of pain. Her body was the sea. She could hardly think straight.
Never before had a punishment seemed so unbearable and she knew that she was
involuntarily whimpering between the blows and that she would be cringing
and running away were it not that the heavy edifice of the table prevented
escape.

"Tracey, you have had ten of the very best. But that won't be all. I
hereby instruct you to go immediately to Miss Maitland's office and to tell
her everything about your lies and your forgery. Omit nothing. I will keep
this forged letter as evidence and you must tell Miss Maitland that if she
wants to see it, it will be closeted in my study. Out the door girl, and I
don't expect you'll ever be so cheeky again."
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From: janet dolan <janetd33@h...>
Date: Sat Nov 27, 1999 9:35pm
Subject: Janet inroduces herself
  	
A thin 12 year old brunette enters the room. "Hi, my name is Janet. I see
that you are new here". Janet extends her right hand for a shake. Gillian
sits up hesitantly and Janet smiles.
"It's always a shock in the beginning" she says. "I'm 12 and we are almost
of the same age. Being a bunny, that's how they call the new girls, isn't
bad. Everyone will try to help you"
Janet looks at the sculpture and comes closer to study it. "Did you do
that?" Gillian nods. "Well, that's beautiful. I try my hand a little bit in
sculpture mysel. I will take you to see Miss Joans, the art mistress, as
soon as you have seen the headmistress. Listen, I'm sure we wil be good
friends."
"Should I go see heer now?"
"Well" says Janet "I reckon there is no better time than the present. I will
take you to her now, and then it will be time for lunch. After lunch I have
art, so why don't you join me and meet us all?"
Janet takes Gillian's hand and leads her out of the room. "During lunch I
shall introduce you to Miss Veronica, our prefect. She is the greatest...."

On towards Miss Maitland study.
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From: Tracey Austin <tracey_m_austin@y...>
Date: Sat Nov 27, 1999 10:49pm
Subject: Thrashed by Miss Throckmorton; Reporting to Miss Maitland
  	
Tracey M. Austin, 14, brunette

It had all gone horribly wrong, horribly awry. Tracey was so eager for
the "forbidden" information about the birds and the bees that she had
flung aside the concepts of honor and truth and gave Miss Throckmorton
a forged letter granting her permission to receive the information.

But unknown to Tracey, her brunette mother was so concerned about her
daughter's request that she had telephoned both the headmistress AND
Miss Throckmorton, once Miss Maitland had told given her mother the
schoolmistress' name.

It was immediately apparent, once Miss Throckmorton admitted Tracey
into her room, that something was amiss. Instead of the cheerful,
convivial greeting that Tracey expected, the literature mistress was
cold and aloof.

Tracey waited nervously while Miss Throckmorton skimmed the letter that
Tracey claimed came from her brunette mother. When she walked to her
cupboard containing her punishment instruments, Tracey knew that
somehow -- she didn't know how -- she had been caught out.

Miss Throckmorton removed a very thin cane. A little cane, thought
Tracey; that won't hardly sting at all. Then Miss Throckmorton
informed her how much a thin cane would cut and bruise. Tracey's
experience with canes was very limited. Her heart sank and the skin on
her bottom tightened with fear.

She numbly got into position as ordered and cringed as she felt her
skirt and gymslip being raised, leaving only her thin cotton knickers
as protection for her helpless rear. Miss Throckmorton was so angry
that Tracey feared she would be harshly thrashed. She was.

The pain was horrible, unbelievable, like a hive of bees attacking her
hindquarters. She tried to take it like a brunette, as she did when
all the girls were being punished for the "Truth or Dare" incident.
But she couldn't stop the tears and the cries of pain as her bottom was
stung over and over, ten times in all.

Through a curtain of tears she gazed at Miss Throckmorton as she was
told, "I hereby instruct you to go immediately to Miss Maitland's
office and to tell her everything about your lies and your forgery.
Omit nothing..."

"Y...yes Miss...." whimpered Tracey, her hands clutching her scorched
buttocks, almost tripping on the way out the door. Miss Throckmorton
shut the door and Tracey stood there, tears dripping down her cheeks,
wanting nothing more than the sanctity of her room to lick her wounds.

But she dared not disobey Miss Throckmorton. For all she knew, Miss
Throckmorton was on the telephone with Miss Maitland. Tracey fished
out her handkerchief, blew her nose, wiped her eyes, and combed her
hair with her fingers. She straightened her uniform and walked slowly
to Miss Maitland's office, her caned bottom throbbing terribly.

What would Miss Maitland do to her? She wouldn't punish her all over
again, not after she'd just been caned, would she? Tracey had never
been sent to the Headmistress before. Her heart pounded loudly and a
fine sweat broke out all over her body. She was SO scared.

All too soon, she stood in front of Miss Maitland's door. Gathering up
all her courage, she knocked on the door. After an eternity, it opened
and the stern blond Headmistress gazed, unsmiling, at Tracey.

"Miss Austin. I have been expecting you. Come inside, please."

"Y..yes Miss," said Tracey, her lip quivering.

Miss Maitland gestured for Tracey to sit down. "I...I'd rather stand,"
whispered Tracey.

The smallest hint of a smile played on the Headmistress' lips, then
vanished. "That will be fine, Tracey," she said. "Now, you have
something to tell me?"

"Y..yes, Miss," said Tracey, her voice wavering. "I...I did something
very bad, very wrong...I....told a lie to Miss Throckmorton and
forged...forged a letter saying it was from my mother...I'm sorry,
Miss! Please forgive me!"

Tracey broke into tears, burying her face in her hands.




__________________________________________________
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From: Kadorienne <kadorian@b...>
Date: Sat Nov 27, 1999 10:52pm
Subject: Veronica receives news
  	
At lunch, Janet introduced her new friend Gillian to Veronica.
"She's a talented sculptress, Miss Veronica," Janet announced. "She's
going to meet Miss Joans with me after lunch."

"Good! Miss Joans is always glad to get talented pupils," Veronica
said, smiling. "Let me know if you have any questions or problems,
Gillian. Now, sit down and meet the others. This is Elspeth Elsvetta."
The prefect's eyes glowed gently as she indicated the blonde she
admired. "And this is Christabel, and Georgina -- she's your own age --
and Thelma and Tracey, and Lynette." Veronica frowned slightly at the
last name; Lynette was rarely to be seen without Nikki. She wondered if
there was trouble between the two. She'd ask her about it later,
privately.

"Pleased to meet you all," Gillian said, a little shyly.

Janet and Gillian began discussing sculpture. Meanwhile, Veronica
went to work on Tracey. "So, are you going to the stables with us on
Monday, Tracey?"

Tracey shrugged, just a little petulantly. "Oh, *that* again! If
it's so important, I'll *go*. But I'm not going anywhere *near* a
horse!"

"You won't have to," Veronica assured her. "But going to the stables
at all is a step towards conquering your fear."

Tracey's expression showed that she didn't especially want to
conquer her fear. Aloud she said, to change the subject, "I'll have that
writing imposition for you tomorrow." She and Thelma exchanged a quick
look. Fortunately for them, the prefect's attention was distracted by
the way the sunlight came through the window onto the hair of Elspeth
Elsvetta, creating a sort of halo. "That alphabet is kind of
interesting. Though it certainly isn't the caning you predicted, is it?"

Veronica tore her eyes away from Elspeth's flaxen hair. Tracey's
expression was a trifle smug. "I'm certain that if I had told Miss
Maitland what you whispered to me, then you would indeed have been
caned," Veronica informed her, her cheeks growing pink at the memory of
those riskay words. "And I personally guarantee that you *will* be caned
if I have any reason to think that you say anything like that again."

This rather shook Tracey's confidence. The younger brunette looked
down at her plate. "Why didn't you tell her what I whispered?" she asked
after a moment.

"I couldn't say *that* in front of a blonde," Veronica replied,
surprised that this was not obvious.

"What is this? What's going on?" Christabel demanded. Christabel was
a very nice girl, but did not always think before she spoke, which
sometimes landed her in hot water. Veronica, however, knew that
Christabel was friendly and well-meaning and was sure that she would
learn to be more careful as time went on. Veronica liked her for her
friendliness and her honest attempts to correct her own faults.

Now Veronica held up a hand, forestalling everyone's curiosity.
"Tracey did something naughty, which I think it best not to discuss
further. That is all." A silence fell over the table at once. This was
Gillian's first inkling of the reputation of the brunette prefect;
however friendly she might be, however much the girls might like her,
they all remembered her paddle, her strap and her cane.

To break the silence, Veronica spoke to Georgina. "I understand you
met the new blonde -- isn't her name Nellie?"

"Yes, and she's a singer. She's awfully good, too."

"When Elena comes back, you'll be ready to start an all-blonde
symphony orchestra!" Veronica joked. "How old is Nellie? I haven't met
her yet."

"She's fifteen," Georgina replied.

Veronica turned to Elspeth. "She's your age! I'll make certain that
you meet her."

"Thank you, Veronica," Elspeth said softly, with her usual shy
demeanour.

The girls had begun to talk again when Malena appeared at Veronica's
elbow. "Miss Veronica? Miss Maitland says you're to come to her office
right away."

"Oh? Thank you, Malena." Veronica folded her napkin, took her leave
of the girls, and rose.

For most other girls, this would have been fearsome news. For the
straight-laced prefect, however, there was little worry that the
headmistress had discovered some misdeed of hers. As she walked briskly
to the office, Veronica wondered what could possibly be urgent enough
that she was summoned in the middle of a meal.

When she reached the headmistress' office, Miss Maitland stood.
"Your brunette mother is on the telephone, dear," she said gently. She
handed the receiver to Veronica and stepped out of the room.

"'Netty? What is it?" Veronica asked into the receiver.

A short time later, Veronica returned to the table. Everyone looked
at her, wondering if her subdued manner meant that the Perfect Prefect
had actually been caned for something. Veronica sat down. "Lynette, I
won't be here on Monday, and Thelma and Tracey need an older brunette to
accompany them to the stables to arrange for riding lessons for Avendale
pupils. Would you mind accompanying them?"

"Not at all," Lynette replied, watching Veronica's pale face with
concern. But it was Christabel who finally blurted, "What happened, Miss
Veronica?"

Veronica sighed. "My GrandNetty died."

The expressions of sympathy were immediate. Elspeth put a comforting
hand on Veronica's arm, an overture she could never have made under
normal circumstances. Moments when someone needed maternal reassurance
were one of the few occasions which overcame her shyness.

Veronica did not try to stop everyone's comforting words, but when
they lulled, she said, "Well, we've all been expecting this for months,
so I'm... prepared. But still...." She paused, her eyes moist. "Tomorrow
I'm going home for the services, and I should be back here by the end of
the week, most likely."

"I'll help you pack, Miss Veronica," Janet said at once.

"Me too," several other girls echoed.

Veronica laughed, though her eyes were still sad. "Not everyone can
help, unless I were to have each girl put one single item in my trunk.
Thelma could pack my left stocking, and Tracey my right...." The girls
giggled. "Let's see... after the evening study period, Janet and
Christabel, you two come to my study and help me."

"What about in the afternoon?" Janet said.

"I think that Elspeth and I will take a walk," Veronica replied,
with an inquiring look at the blonde at her side. Elspeth nodded
slightly, smiling gently.

Just then Old Liza chimed the end of the lunch hour. The girls rose,
Tracey and Lynette clearing away Veronica and Elspeth's trays over the
prefect's protests. Veronica walked Elspeth to her next class, carrying
her books, and then went to her own classes, where the teachers
sympathetically ignored her imperfect attentiveness. After literature
class, Miss Throckmorton stopped her. "Veronica, if there is anything I
can do...."

"Oh, thank you, Miss. I would like to talk with you, but I'm leaving
first thing in the morning --"

"Then we shall have tea when you return," the mistress replied
firmly.

Veronica smiled, reassured at this attention from an older brunette,
especially one whom she admired as much as she did Miss Throckmorton.
"Yes, Miss Throckmorton. Thank you."

"I'll see you in a few days," the mistress said, giving the
prefect's shoulder a reassuring squeeze.


Veronica Bellemont, brunette, 16
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From: Dame Nellie Melba <Dame_Nellie_Melba@o...>
Date: Sun Nov 28, 1999 0:56am
Subject: Nellie at Breakfast
  	
Nellie Melba, blonde, aged 15

Nellie's first impression of Avendale was excellent. Luckily for her, an
extremely amiable and sweet blonde of her own age with the beautiful name of
ALexis had greeted her and shown her around. Alexis was so nice that Nellie
gradually lost her sense of nervousness. The next wonderful thing that
happened was receiving a note from Georgina de la Falaise. Georgina had
spoken about the many musical opportunities Avendale promised.

Nellie felt as though she already, unbelievably, had made two friends and she
fell asleep that night easily.

The next morning Nellie carefully brushed her long curls. She had what was
called Pre-Raphaelite hair. As she approached the Dining Hall she felt the
old familiar nerves return. She hoped she could sit next to Alexis, since she
knew that would assuage her shakiness.

What luck! She did, indeed, manage to sit next to Alexis and then she noticed
how full the room was. There were a good many very jolly looking brunettes.

Nellie had never even met a brunette who was close to her own age and this was
a very exciting sight for her. They all looked so very handsome and
self-assured and commanding as they tucked into their kippers and eggs.

Nellie noticed that some of them were looking at her and she felt a little
timid. They were not staring rudely, but just glancing in her direction. She
felt her eyes lower in a maidenly way and then.....she started batrting her
eyelashes!

Could it be that she was flirting? She, who had never flirted before in her
life, who did not really know what it meant? As she was suffused with a
blush, she accidentally dropped her handkerchief on the floor and before she
knew it two or three brunettes dashed over and the first one to arrive by her
side picked up the handkerchief, and lightly kissed it with her lips as she
presented it to Nellie in a most gallant way.

Again suffused with another deep blush, Nellie murmured a heart felt "Oh,
thank you," and batted her eyelashes once again.

She was surprised that she responded so intensely to all the brunettes in the
room. They were so dashing. She would have to ask Alexis if Alexis ever felt
the same way about Brunettes.

------------------------------------------------------------
This e-mail has been sent to you courtesy of OperaMail, as a free service from
Opera Software, makers of the award-winning Web Browser, Opera. Visit us at
http://www.opera.com/ or our portal at: http://www.myopera.com/ Your free e-mail
account is waiting at: http://www.operamail.com/
------------------------------------------------------------
1234
	

From: Dame Nellie Melba <Dame_Nellie_Melba@o...>
Date: Sun Nov 28, 1999 1:00am
Subject: Nellie writes to Georgina
  	
letter from Nellie Melba, blonde, 15 to Georgina

Dear Georgina,
Thank you so very much for your lovely note of greeting. I am very excited
about the prospect of meeting you and also, of course, of meeting Miss
Darnelle and the other musical members of Avendale.

I would be infinitely delighted to take a walk with you and especially
thrilled to have a musical conversation.

Thanks you again for your warm welcome,

Most Cordially,

Nellie Melba
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From: Christabel Marjoribanks <christabel@c...>
Date: Sun Nov 28, 1999 2:27am
Subject: Christabel writes to the bunnies
  	
Letters from Christabel Marjoribanks, gr, 15

Christabel knew that there were two new girls at Avendale -- bunnies they
were called.

She got out some of her nicest writing paper and proceeded to write
individual letters to Nellie and Gillian. 

Dear Gillian,

Welcome to Avendale! I am so happy that you are here and am looking forward
to meeting you and to getting to know you.

I know that not everyone likes sweets, but if you do, I would be delighted
to have you partake of the packages I regularly receive from my Mums, who
are topping bakers.

I also would be more than happy to answer any questions that you might have
about Avendale or Avenbridge.

Welcome again to Avendale!

Most sincerely,

Christabel Marjoribanks

Christabel proceeded to write precisely the same text to Nellie Melba.
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From: Christabel Marjoribanks <christabel@c...>
Date: Sun Nov 28, 1999 2:31am
Subject: Christabel to Miss Veronica
  	
letter from Christabel Marjoribanks, br, 15 to Miss Veronica Bellemont

My Dear Miss Veronica,

I just had to write you a note to let you know how very very sorry I am to
learn of your loss. I know that you must be in a good deal of pain having
lost someone so dear to you.

Whilst you are gone you will constantly be in my thoughts and in my prayers.

I will take especially good notes in class in case you need to consult them
upon your return.

Please be safe, please be well, and please know that everyone at Avendale
will miss you and will mourn with you.

Much love,

Christabel

__________________________________________________
FREE Email for ALL! Sign up at http://www.mail.com
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From: Christabel Marjoribanks <christabel@c...>
Date: Sun Nov 28, 1999 2:34am
Subject: Christabel writes to Caitlen
  	
letter from Christabel to Caitlen

My Dear Caitlen,
Just a quick note to let you know how much I enjoyed our conversation over
tea. I was profoundly moved by the story of your life and want you to know
that I have the highest regard for you and the spirited way you have met so
many challenges.

I hope that we will visit again together very soon.

Love,

Christabel

__________________________________________________
FREE Email for ALL! Sign up at http://www.mail.com
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From: <EMTSavinLives@xxx.xxx>
Date: Sun Nov 28, 1999 8:54am
Subject: Re: Christabel writes to the bunnies
  	
Gillian Roche'
13
brunette


Gillian Finally arrived at her dormitory room and noticed a letter decorated
with lovely drawings hanging from her door. She pulled the letter from the
door, entered her room, and sat on the edge of her bed curious as to what the
letter contained.

After the letter Gillian thought the letter was sweet of Christabel
Marjoribanks to go out of her way to give her such a nice greeting. Gillian
understood that there are an unfortunate few that cannot enjoy the majesty of
sweets, but she was not one of them. In fact Gillian had a sweet tooth that
actually cried relief at the first taste of that wonderful brown hardened
candy. Her love of chocolate was practically sinful, and Gillian snickered
at the thought.

Gillian, being a quite observant brunette, noticed something had happened
before her arrival that made the other girls select there words very
carefully. Because of her love for helping others, Gillian couldn't help but
notice that there might be something she can do to settle everybody down.
Sometimes the opinion of someone not directly involved can be an extremely
valuable asset in solving any problem. "I guess they will ask for my help
when they get to know be better" Gillian thought to herself as she made her
way to her desk to compose a response to Christabel Marjoribanks' welcoming
letter.

Dear Christabel Marjoribanks,

I greatly appreciate your letter welcoming me to Avendale. As you already
know it can be quite an overwhelming experience being the new girl, or as you
like to say "bunnies". Maybe over tea someday you can explain the origin of
the "bunnies" term, I am quite curious to absorb everything there is here at
Avendale.

Your offering of sweets is quite tempting, and I would love to share some of
my package from my blonde sisters at home for some of your wonderful
chocolate.

Again, l thank you for the welcome. And I will take this opportunity to let
you know that I pride myself to be a great problem solver and listener. If
you ever need to talk, feel free to knock on my dormitory door at any time.
I should also inform you that whatever you disclose to me will stay between
us. I do not take privileged information and manipulate it to benefit
myself.

I am looking forward to tea with your company.

Most Respectfully,

Gillian Roche'

Gillian Folded up Christabels' letter and reached for some of the clay she
uses to create her sculptures with. She wet her hands with some water and
created a beautiful likeness of a Siamese cat. The piece was only 6 inches
tall, but the detail was amazing.

Gillian waited for her creation to dry completely and headed for Christabels'
dormitory room. She balanced the sculpture on top of her door knob and
placed the letter over the miniature cat's head. Gillian giggled when she
noticed she had created the look of the cat playing "peek-a-boo" with the
letter. Gillian headed back to her dormitory room and prepared herself for
dinner and her first meeting with the art mistress. A meeting Gillian has
been looking forward to since her arrival.
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From: <aaclinkinbeard@xxxxxxx.xxx>
Date: Sun Nov 28, 1999 2:00pm
Subject: Lynette to Mistress Maitland
  	
Lynette found herself smiling up at Mistress Maitland. In
a moment of discipline there would be hesitation in her
voice, but not today. Cheerfully she said hello and asked
if she could speak with her a moment. Mistress Maitland
looked at her with concern as she invited her into the office.

Lynette waited until the Mistress was seated and then sat
down as well. They talked at some length about Miss
Veronica and her recent loss. Lynette knowing the pain of
loss wished to help in whatever way she could. She
mentioned that Miss Veronica had requested that she
should accompany the girls to find the local riding stables.
Lynette wanted confirmation that she may escort the other
girls, but also to catch any suggestions about the local
stables. Lynette was not afraid of horses, but unfamiliar and
very cautious. She knew the keeping of any animal made a
great deal of difference in its performance. The instruction of
good and well-trained teachers could make learning a pleasure.

Lynette Klaire, br, 17
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From: Kate Katzban-Beren <kater@xxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Sun Nov 28, 1999 11:05pm
Subject: Re: Nellie at Breakfast
  	
Walking across the school grounds Caitlen witnessed, as did so many of the
girls, the black Rolls deliver one striking blonde who was almost as quickly
whisked off to the blonde dormitory by Alexis. Through the usual grapevines
Caitlen deduced that the new bunny's name was Nellie and that she was, as
was Caitlen, fifteen years old. At breakfast Caitlen watched as a number of
the brunette's made their way to Nellie's table aptly noticing Nellie's
seeming enjoyment of all the attention. Caitlen chatted amiably with
Christabel on a number of subjects throughout the meal and, as breakfast
ended, once again thanked her for her kind genorosity for sharing her treats
and her time. Heading out of the dining hall Caitlen stopped Thelma,
wondering how things were going on the riding front, and if it seemed likely
that Miss Maitland would approve the idea. All that completed Caitlen
caught up to Nellie as she was leaving the dining hall and welcomed her
warmly to Avendale.

"Hi! You're the new bunny....Nellie, right? My name is Caitlen, I'm also
fifteen and still rather new here myself...oh but don't worry. You'll catch
on in no time, most everyone does. What class are you heading to? Poetry.
Oh, that's a wonderful class. Miss Throckmorten, the teacher, is so bright
and imaginative...but *very* strict...be sure to be on your best behaviour.
I'm heading that way myself... would you be so kind as to allow me to carry
your books?"

Caitlen smiled softly at the slight blush which spread across Nellie's
cheeks as she handed over her books. As they walked to class Caitlen filled
Nellie in on what the class had been covering, poems Nellie would need to
read in order to catch up, and the assignment to send Miss Throckmorten a
copy of a poem for the class to study before the end of term. As they
entered the classroom Caitlen returned Nellie's books, gave her an
encouraging smile, and took a seat.

-Caitlen Ramsey Ash, brunette, 15
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From: Christabel Marjoribanks <christabel@xxxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Sun Nov 28, 1999 7:31pm
Subject: Christabel gets a surprise
  	
from Christabel Marjoribanks, 15, br

Christabel returned to her dormitory room and discovered to her surprise and
delight hanging from the door a beautiful likeness of a Siamese cat. The
piece was only 6 inches
tall, but the detail was amazing. Attached was a letter from the new girl,
Gillian. Christabel was amazed and moved
and immediately sat down to pen a note to Gillian:

"My Dear Gillian,

How can I ever thank you enough for the wonderful sculpture of a Siamese cat
that you have given me? It will always hold a place of honour in my room.
How could you possible have known how much I love cats? At home we have
six cats and I miss them very much. When I was younger we had a beautiful
Siamese cat named Baby and your sculpture reminds me precisely of her. What
a comfort it will be for me to have it with me always.

I also observe how extremely talented you are. Artistes always amaze me. I
am too clumsy to even draw a circle, but I can appreciate and be in great
awe of the splendours of art.

Avendale is so lucky to have a fine artist like you here and I assure you
that Miss Joans will just be ecstatic when she sees your work.

I also want to thank you for your warm and friendly words. It is true that
of late I have been more than a little miserable here. The fact is that I
wrote a letter to a new girl, and my tone was not all it should
have been. I used slang and I had a mock-severity to my words when all I
really meant was to be jolly and witty.

I think you will like it here very much. One tip I can give you is that you
must never hesitate to approach the Brunette prefect, Miss Veronica
Bellemont. She is most compassionate and knows so much! She also is very
eager to be helpful. Very very sadly, Miss Veronica will not be here this
week since she had a terrible loss: her grandmother died. It makes me feel
very sad to think of the despondency into which Miss Veronica must be
thrown, but the sight of the little Siamese cat will perk up my feelings.

Thanks again for your generosity, and your talents, and your understanding.

Most warmly,

Christabel
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From: <Kitten1776@xxx.xxx>
Date: Sun Nov 28, 1999 3:16pm
Subject: Re: Veronica receives news
  	
Alexis Harrington, 15 year old blonde, leaves a note for Veronica.

Dear Miss Veronica,

I heard about your great loss today. Words cannot extend my sorrow for your
loss. Please know that my thoughts and prayers are with you in your time of
grief.

Please let me know if there is anything at all I can do that might give you
some measure of comfort.

May Dea's embrace comfort you.

Sincerely,

Alexis Harrington
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From: <aaclinkinbeard@xxxxxxx.xxx>
Date: Mon Nov 29, 1999 1:57am
Subject: Poem assignment for Miss Throckmorten
  	
Lynette left her poem assignment on Miss Throckmorten's
desk after class. She noticed Miss Throchmorten was busy
getting the new girl up to date on her assignments and did
not want to intrude.

From "A Crown of Sonets Dedicated to Love"

By Lady Mary Wroth

In this strange labyrinth how shall I turn?
Ways are on all sides, while the way I miss:
If to the right hand, there in love I burn;
Let me go forward, there in danger is;
If go to the left, suspicion hinders bliss.
Let me turn back, Shame cries I ought return,
Nor faint though crosses with my fortunes kiss;
Stand still is harder, although sure to mourn.
Then let me take the right or left-hand way;
Go forward, or stand still, or back retire;
I must these doubts endure with out allay
Or help, but travail find for my best hire.
Yet that which most my troubled sense doth move
Is to leave all, and take the thread of love.
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From: Tracey Austin <tracey_m_austin@xxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Mon Nov 29, 1999 2:04am
Subject: Poem for Miss Throckmorten
  	
Tracey M. Austin, 14, brunette

Tracey (still waiting in Miss Maitland's study, wondering if the
Headmistress will ever come out of her comatose state), thinks of a
wonderful poem to submit for Miss Throckmorton's class.

It's by a terrifc poet named e.e. cummings. She's not sure what the
e.e. stands for....evelyn ethel?

It's called "The Duck" and it's short and sweet. Something called an
"alliteration".

"Behold the duck
It does not cluck
A cluck it lacks
It quacks."

She decides to submit that to Miss Throckmorton as soon as she's
released from Miss Maitland's study...if she's still alive, that is...
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From: <headmistress@xxxxxxxxx.xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx)>
Date: Mon Nov 29, 1954 4:01am
Subject: Re: Lynette to Mistress Maitland
  	
Miss maitland smiled at Lynette.

"We must try to console Veronica when she returns. I am sure it would
help if the girls could try to be especially good so as to give her little
to worry about.

"Of course you may accompany the girls to the stables. But horses, I fear
are something about which I know very little. I rode a little when I was
young as it was considered part of a young lady's education where I came
from, but I confess it was never a passion of mine. I much preferred
dancing - does that make you smile?

I would suggest you speak to Miss Maybridge on that subject. She is a
very fine horsemaid and well versed in all things equewstrian.

Dorothea Maitland, blonde
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From: <aaclinkinbeard@h...>
Date: Mon Nov 29, 1999 9:21am
Subject: Lynette to Miss Maitland
  	
Lynette couldn't help but smile thinking of Miss Maitland
dancing around as a young blond. Miss Maitland dressed
in her best party frock would have captured every
brunette heart in the room! Still smiling, Lynette thanked
Miss Maitland for her time and wondered if she knew
where there might be a phone directory?

Getting the phone directory was not too difficult. The fact that
there were seven different stables made the choice harder.
Lynette made quick note of the local stables and their phone
numbers. Then she wrote a brief note on her personal
stationary to Miss Maybridge. She mentioned that
Miss Maitland suggested she see her because of her
knowledge of horses and humbly requested any information
Miss Maybridge could give. Lynette also asked if would be
good to stop by briefly before tea.

Lynette Klaire, br, 17
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From: Thelma Roberts <greenwellies@h...>
Date: Mon Nov 29, 1999 10:22am
Subject: Thelma writes Tracey's lines
  	
Thelma had -- by a stroke of fate -- run into a sobbing and red-faced Tracey
Austin just as Tracey emerged from Miss Throckmorton's caning study.
Although she did not realize Tracey's caning with the long but incredibly
slender rattan had been so severe as to break the skin in several places,
Thelma felt great empathy for her brunette friend as Tracey struggled to
stop bawling her eyes out.

After a few moments of commiseration, Thelma agreed to write the Schoolgirl
Alphabet three times for Tracey, as imposed by Veronica Bellemont. Thelma
then took a handkerchief and helped her friend blow her pert nose.

"Play up school, Trace. She can beat you, but she can't break you. Are you
going back to your room? I'll come and apply some cold cream."

"No, Thel... that's the worst part -- now I have to go see Miss Maitland for
further discipline."

"How sad for you. I sincerely hope it is not a belting on the hands. When
you're done with the head, drop by my room for some nurturing. Oh, and
don't forget to give these lines to Veronica. Best of Aristasian luck with
Miss Maitland!"

They hugged, and Thelma was off, her wrist still slightly cramped from the
lines she had written for Tracey.

Thelma, blonde, 14-and-a-half
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From: Thelma Roberts <greenwellies@h...>
Date: Mon Nov 29, 1999 11:18am
Subject: Thelma to Lynette, riding
  	
Thelma put the finishing touches on her note to Lynette Klaire, the dishy 17
year old brunette down the hall, and folded it for delivery under Lynette's
door. The note, in lavender-coloured ink, read as follows...

"Dear Lynette:

You may be aware that I have been trying to get a riding club started at
Avendale for over a month. Several blondes including Alessandra Kirrin,
Nicola Bradford and Genevive have expressed an interest, along with a brunette -- Malena Franklin. Frankly, others may have
also expressed an interest, but so much time has elapsed the paper on the
notice board has become tattered and a few names are there, but illegible.

There are seven riding schools in Quirinelle, and Miss Maitland has granted
me permission to visit some of them, if I am accompanied by an older
brunette.

So far, I have asked Veronica Bellemont, and Tracey Austin. Veronica did
not agree to supervise this activity, but she did ask Tracey, and it was
then that we discovered Tracey and horses do not get along.
I have a special rapport with Tracey and I know she will accompany me if I
ask, but it would be even better if my brunette companion was either an
experienced rider or at least interested in horses.

Please let me know if you will accompany me. We require, as near as I can
determine, no further permission.

Can you also inform me if the full regalia school uniform is to be worn on
this outing? If so I shall have to wash my white gloves.

Sincerely,
Thelma Roberts, blonde, 14-and-a-half"
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From: michele L <michelegirl@m...>
Date: Mon Nov 29, 1999 11:31am
Subject: Re: Veronica receives news
  	
Michele knocked on Miss Veronica's door, but there was no answer. She found a notepad and wrote a quick note:

Dear Miss Veronica,

I am so sorry for your loss. If there is anything I can do for you, please let me know. I hope you can draw some comfort in the knowledge that the thoughts of all of us girls are with you.

Sincerely,
Michele Lea, age 13, brunette.
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From: <aaclinkinbeard@h...>
Date: Mon Nov 29, 1999 2:01pm
Subject: Thelma and Lynette to Miss Maybridge
  	
Lynette was on her way out to see Miss Maybridge when
she caught the note slipped under her door. She managed
to get Thelma's letter. Catching Thelma at the stairs she
wondered if she would go with her to meet Miss Maybridge for tea.

"I was thinking perhaps the Mistress could narrow the
seven down to about three, and then if she would be so
kind as to phone them ahead we could visit them before
dinner. Would that be acceptable to you?" Lynette said.

Thelma thought it was a good idea. " How did you get to
be involved in this though? I didn't notice your name on
the list?" she asked.

Lynette explained that Miss Veronica asked her to take
them in her place when she found out the dreadful news.
She then noticed she must go back to get her hat and gloves.
"Thelma, would you like to go get your accessories before
we go to Miss Maybridge's office? Perhaps Tracy can join
us when we are done there?" Lynette hoped Tracey would
want to after what all was occurring on her bottom. "Thelma,
this is really your show. I am just here to help a little because
Miss Veronica can't. I hope you don't mind?" Lynette smiled
warmly at Thelma. She really hoped this would come through
so Thelma and the other girls would have something new to
enjoy. Perhaps it would bring more ease and happiness to Nikki as well?

Lynette Klaire, br, 17
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From: Nicola - 3rd Year Avendale <skoolgirl@s...>
Date: Mon Nov 29, 1999 3:58pm
Subject: Nicola in Miss Maitlands Office
  	
Untitled Normal Page
Nicola Bradford 15 Blonde


Nicola approached Miss Maitland's door with mixed emotions knocking the door she awaited the reply to enter and after
politely greeting Miss Maitland handed her the note from her guardian


Dearest Nicola

as you are no doubt aware I have promised you on numerous occasions a special gown for your fifteenth birthday, as
previously explained pressure of business commitments made this impractical, last week on your birthday. However I find at
present that my diary is clear from this Thursday until Saturday and I wish you to request permission to join me between these
dates. Should this arrangement prove acceptable to Miss Maitland then you are to travel by Railway to town, where you are
to take a taxi directly o home where the maid will arrange payment for the taxi. I have enclosed a postal order for ten shillings
to cover the railway fare which if you are unable to use you must return to me

Yours



Miss Parrott



As Miss Maitland read the note Nikki stared idly out of the window as several brunettes indulged in a robust game of hockey
awaiting Miss Maitland's reply.
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From: Thelma Roberts <greenwellies@h...>
Date: Mon Nov 29, 1999 4:46pm
Subject: Thelma and Lynette to Miss Maybridge, Tracey?
  	
"Gosh, Lynette is such a mature and confident brunette," Thelma thought to
herself as she returned to her room to gather up her white cotton gloves and
straw boater. "I don't get to leave the school grounds much so this will
really be a treat. And to also have tea with Miss Maybridge -- I am so
excited, but also so nervous!"

A cloud darkened her thoughts, though, as she wondered about her friend
Tracey Austin. Tracey was at this moment waiting outside the headmistress'
office, wondering what her further punishment would be for the forged note.
The ten-stroke caning was severe and made sitting painful. And now a
further punishment -- corporal or non-corporal was left in the air for now
-- awaited the pleasure of the headmistress.

Thelma realized that she and Lynette may be off to visit the riding stables
without Tracey after all. It all depended on the schedule of the
headmistress, and Tracey's ability to leave the grounds. Tracey, after all,
might be gated, or even awarded a crushing detention.

Thelma Roberts, 14-and-a-half, blonde
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From: <aaclinkinbeard@h...>
Date: Mon Nov 29, 1999 6:55pm
Subject: Lynette and Thelma on the way to Tracey..
  	
Lynette and Thelma caught up again in the hallway.
Lynette made a point that they should go by and tell
Tracey what was going on. "We can wait until tomorrow
afternoon to visit and just have the information today?"
Lynette suggested. She also had a thought that the trip
to Miss Maybridge's study might take longer then she
had thought. After all, there is no reason to rush. From
the brief meeting she had with Miss Maybridge she felt
the tea would be very interesting indeed.

"There really is no reason to rush. What do you think
Thelma? Tracey might eventually become accustomed
to being around horses if it is done gently. Maybe she
will be happy just cheering you on and watching you
progress?" Lynette suddenly burst with sunshine!
"Maybe we could get tea on the way and make very nice
outing with it! Thelma, would you mind if I asked Nikki to come along too?"

Lynette Klaire, br, 17
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From: <aaclinkinbeard@h...>
Date: Mon Nov 29, 1999 9:00pm
Subject: Thelma, Tracey, Nikki and Lynette in Miss Maitland's office
  	
Lynette and Thelma met up with Tracey at Miss Maitland's office.
They had not been there too long when Nikki came out of the
office. Lynette had never seen Nikki in such a state and rushed to
her side. " Please talk a walk with me Nikki?" she asked. Lynette
and Nikki left while Thelma was telling Tracey all about the current plans.

Once outside the office Lynette grasped Nikki's hand. She could
tell something was wrong, but had no idea what it was about.
Nikki was sometimes a closed book when it came to troubles.
Lynette figured it was due to her blond temperament and loved
her all the more for her gentle nature. " Nikki, please talk to me?
You look like the worst thing in the world has happened to you!"
Lynette kept close to Nikki's side. "Nikki, I have worried about
you so much. I never should have let you run of like that. I should
have just held you close until you told me what was wrong. I love
you Nikki, please talk to me?" Lynette beseeched her love to speak to her.

Nikki gave her the letter to look over and sat there with a blank
expression. Lynette was shocked to see the coldness in the letter
and just held Nikki closer the before. Lynette didn't wish to insult
Nikki's Guardian, but this was just not right! Lynette wished so much
. She wished that Nikki had a wonderful birthday and promised to
make it up to her. Lynette looked over the frosty letter. How could
someone be so hard to such an angelic blonde?

Lynette kissed her softly and held Nikki close. Lynette could not bring
herself to let go of Nikki and heard the sound of her weeping. She
could feel the hot tears on her neck and gently soothed and kissed
Nikki's hair. They sat there for quite some time. No one would disturb
them in such an out of the way place anyway.

There was something more she wished very much. "Nikki, I want to
spend the holidays with you. We can stay here, or go to my brunette
mother's house. I don't care what, just stay with me for the holidays?
Let me be good to you and show you what a real holiday can be?"

Lynette Klaire, br, 17
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From: Dame Nellie Melba <Dame_Nellie_Melba@o...>
Date: Mon Nov 29, 1999 10:25pm
Subject: Nellie's day at school
  	
Nellie Melba was a new blonde girl at Avendale. She was 15 years old.

So far school had been rough for Nellie. On the first day she had felt less
nervouse since the nice Alexis had spoken with her. But since then she really
felt out of her element. She must keep forging ahead.

She had one assignment to do: to find a poem for the Poetry Mistress.
She decided to go to the library and look throught the books to see if she
could find a nice poem. Maybe she would see some other girls there and
arrange to have a chat over a nice cup of tea.
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From: Georgina de la Falaise <Tanya@xxxxxxxxxxxxxxx.xxxxxxxxx.xx.xxx>
Date: Tue Nov 30, 1999 8:22am
Subject: Georgina Heartbroken
  	
Tanya@c...


Georgina made her way back up the long school drive having unsuccessfully attempted to persuade Christabel to return and repair the damage done. She had been completely adamant that she wanted away from Avendale and there were no words on Dea's earth that would have changed her mind at that precise moment.

Georgina was completely and abjectly heartbroken as she once again approached the school entrance. Tears were streaming down her face and she sobbed uncontrollably as she began to climb the steps to the front door. She was already fifteen minutes late for her first class but was past caring for the consequences of that. All she wanted was for Christabel to return and kiss and hug her, just as she had done not a few minutes previously. Half way up the steps she stopped, sat down and once again broke down in floods of tears, head in hands. She was utterly heartbroken, crestfallen, inconsolable.
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From: <Kitten1776@xxx.xxx>
Date: Tue Nov 30, 1999 4:34am
Subject: Re: Nellie's day at school
  	
Alexis was researching in the library a poem for Miss Throckmorton's
assignment when she saw her new friend Nellie walk in looking a little lost.
She waved her over quietly.

"Hello, Nellie! It's nice to see you again!" whispered Alexis.

"Oh, Alexis, I'm happy to see you too!" Nellie sat next to Alexis. "What
are you doing here?"

"I'm working on Miss Throckmorton's poetry assignment. So far I'm not having
too much luck in finding a poem I'd like to present", replied Alexis.

"I'm here to work on that assignment as well...Would you mind showing me
around the library, especially where I could find the poetry books?" Nellie
asked.

At this point, the Librarian shot the girls a look, as speaking in the
library is a no-no.

"Sure, I'd be glad to! Come with me. But we had better keep quiet now, we
don't want the Librarian to catch us speaking in here!" Alexis led Nellie to
the shelves containing every genre of poetry under the sun. Nellie selected
several books and the girls returned to their table and continued to work in
silence.

Alexis Harrington, 15, blonde
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From: janet dolan <janetd33@xxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Tue Nov 30, 1999 1:10pm
Subject: Janet to Miss Veronica
  	
A note left by Janet to Veronica.

Dear Miss Veronica

I am very sorry about your recent loss. I know how hard it is and how it
must affect all of your family.
I think that under the circumstances, my visit to the Bellemont Manor is ill
timed and should wait for better times.

I will spend the holidays in school. As you said, there will be other girls
here as well.

Please give my condolences to your family.

I hope to see you in school soon, and will do my best to make sure everyone
behaves.

Janet dolan, 12, br.
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From: Dame Nellie Melba <Dame_Nellie_Melba@xxxxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Tue Nov 30, 1999 3:23pm
Subject: RE: Nellie's day at school
  	
As Nellie was mooning away in the library, she saw her blonde friend Alexis.
Alexis greeted her with such friendly manners that Nellie relaxed again. She
began browsing through the many books of poetry in the library and soon became
enthralled with the topic. There were so many possibilities that the object
would be not to find a poem, but to narrow down the field to just one to
present to the Poetry Mistress, Miss Throckmorton.

The poetry was so heady and exciting that Nellie felt that she needed a breath
of fresh air. She went outside and soon encountered the young, sweet, mucial
blonde girl, Georgina, weeping inconsolably.

Nellie was struck aghast to see the suffering of such a nice girl that she ran
up to Georgina and put an arm around her and said "Oh, please don't cry. I am
so sorry for whatever ails you. Please talk to me."

Georgina told Nellie the story about Christabel. Nellie felt sorry to hear it
since Christabel had written her a nice letter. But she had broken the rules.

"Georgina," said Nellie, "I am so sorry for the loss of your friend. She must
have wanted to be expelled or she never would have acted so. Perhaps she did
not have the patience and the talents that you have. I can understand,
however, why you are crying."

And Nellie decided that maybe she could make Georgina feel a little better by
singing to her.

Nellie then sang a beautiful aria called "Un Bel Di" from the opera Madama
Butterfly. It is an aria about being reunited with a loved one after some
time has passed.

Georgina seemed to calm down. Nellie knew that beautiful music was balm for
the suffering spirit.
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From: Nicola - 3rd Year Avendale <skoolgirl@xxxxxx.xxxxxxxxx.xx.xxx>
Date: Tue Nov 30, 1999 5:14pm
Subject: Nikki to Lynette
  	
Nicola Bradford 15 Blonde

Nikki was taken by surprise when leaving Miss Maitland's office finding Lynette waiting to enter, although she had no desire to leave her beloved Lynette she was still aggrieved that Lynette had forgotten her birthday and yet she wished to be reconciled with her love. Unable to express her feelings she handed the letter from her guardian to Lynette, as Lynette read the contents she pulled Nikki closer, her steady touch reassuring, unable to contain her emotions Nikki began to softly cry, not tears of sorrow but the tears of happiness, she knew Lynette would protect and love her always. Lynette voiced her plans for the holidays as she gently calmed Nikki, when she felt composed enough Nikki spoke slowly her voice barely more than a whisper

"Oh Lynette I was so horrid, but...but well I just fear .." her voice trembled

"I fear that I don't understand love, I want to be with you, please you and all I seem to do is hurt you and yet . can you teach me how to love?" Lynette strained to hear the final words Nikki's almost only mouthing the words.

As Lynette gently caressed Nikki's hair Nikki spoke again this time audibly

"I must pack for tomorrow I must travel on the 9.15 to Paddington, I will miss you so much when I return I will try to explain about Blonde Mummy and everything, will you help me pack it will only be my small case, Miss Maitland told me I must travel in uniform and all my clothes are still at home anyway"
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From: Virginia Sidall <hln8@xxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Tue Nov 30, 1999 6:02pm
Subject: Re: Georgina Heartbroken
  	
Virginia was on her way to classes worrying about how she was oging to
explain her lateness. After her mishap with the hair spray she had been
given a final warning. She had tried to be punctual but she seemed to
constantly have to struggle to be both neat and punctual and she never quite
managed to achieve both at the same time. As she hurried down the corridor
she saw Georgina with her head down. "Surely Georgina couldn't be late" she
thought. As she got nearer she realised that pretty blonde was sobbing
uncontrollably. She ran up to her and, seizing the moment, put her arm
round her shaking shoulders. "Whatever's happened Georgina? You look like
your world has fallen in?"
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From: <aaclinkinbeard@xxxxxxx.xxx>
Date: Tue Nov 30, 1999 10:52pm
Subject: Lynette and Nikki
  	
Lynette came to see Nikki later that evening after tea
with Miss Maybridge. Together they packed Nikki's bag.
Lynette quickly hides a small wrapped present in with
her things. She was sure that Nikki would find it somewhere
on the trip back. The package contained some little hair
ornaments she had purchased over a month ago.

They spent most of the evening talking and playing cards.
Lynette taught her a new game called "hearts" and played
it so easy so she gained a great deal of confidence.
Lynette was a regular cat with cards and could manage
just about anything. Lynette assured Nikki that everything would
be fine and she would wait with her in the morning until the taxi arrived.

Lynette teased Nikki that she wished they could have met in
elementary school. She had quite an image of them in little
green uniforms and white socks. Lynette knew Nikki's life
had been difficult but there must have been some charming
moments in it as well. With Lynette there was a desire to
share secrets only between them. Lynette could see Nikki's
eyes grow wide as she explained this to her. Cautiously she
brushed Nikki's hair from her face. "Nikki, there are things
that are good to share with people you trust. You have to be
careful, but when you find someone you can open up to it is
a very good thing." Lynette explained.

Smiled at Nikki. "What I am trying to say is that most of our
problems have been because of communication. I want to
know more about you. We did not celebrate your birthday
because I did not know about it. We will just have to change
this. Do you think you can?" Lynette looked at Nikki expecting
her to understand.


Lynette Klaire, br, 17
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From: Georgina de la Falaise <Tanya@xxxxxxxxxxxxxxx.xxxxxxxxx.xx.xxx>
Date: Wed Dec 1, 1999 7:09am
Subject: Christabel Leaves A Broken Heart
  	
Tanya@c...


Having been rescued outside by sweet Nellie Melba, Georgina made her way back upstairs to wash her tear stained eyes and tidy herself a little so that she may attend her next lesson. On the way she was happened upon by Ginny Sidall who was herself late for her next lesson. Ginny, seeing that Georgina was in tears and not a little distress, gently put her arm around the young blonde's shoulders and tenderly asked what could be troubling her so. In between her sobs, Georgina explained what had happened with Christabel not half an hour previously.

By now, Christabel's parting gesture had been discovered and the school was quite literally buzzing with rumours of what had actually taken place. The offending items had been quickly and duly removed from the noticeboard by one of the Mistresses but not before several of the senior girls had seen them. Word, as they say, had spread like wild fire and it wasn't long before the main topic of cinversation between all the girls and Mistresses was Christabel's most dramatic of exits.

Ginny listened to Georgina's version of events with both heartfelt sympathy and surprise and attempted to console Georgina in the most tender of ways. This however, only served to increase the flow of the young blonde's tears. She felt so grateful to Ginny for her support but was unable to thank her at this point as she wanted.

Georgina didn't know where to go or what to do. Should she try and get to her next lesson or perhaps go and try to seek out her favourite Mistress, Miss Throckmorton, and tell her the whole sorry story. She eventually decided on the latter and on reaching the Poetry Mistress' study door, rubbed her eyes with her hand in a vain attempt to hide her high emotional state. Fortunately the brunette Mistress was in residence and and on opening the door and seeing Georgina, exclaimed,

"My Dear Sweet Georgina, whatever has befallen you?"

Georgina once again burst in to floods of tears and instinctively put her arms around Miss Throckmorton as she might well have done her own mummies at such a time..

After holding her tight for several long moments, Miss Throckmorton tenderly suggested,

"Deraest Georgina, do come and sit down and tell me all about what ails you so. I can't bear to see one of my blondes in such a distressed and sad way. Here, take one of my handkerchiefs and dry your eyes. There's nothing that a good chat and a nice, hot cup of Countess Grey won't help to put right. Come and sit over here by the fire, take a deep breath and tell me the whole story".
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From: Georgina de la Falaise <Tanya@xxxxxxxxxxxxxxx.xxxxxxxxx.xx.xxx>
Date: Wed Dec 1, 1999 7:12am
Subject: Georgina Thanks Nellie
  	
Tanya@c...


Georgina de la Falaise, bl, 12


Dearest Nellie,

I want so much to thank you for coming to my rescue on the steps outside. You were so tender and sensitive to my predicament and for that I will be forever in your debt. I can honestly say that at that particular moment, I had never before felt quite so abjectly sad and lonely. Christabel was quite the most lovely and wonderful of girls and not a little dashing with it and I can't begin to comprehend as to why she suddenly decided to act in such a curioius way. I do so miss her Nellie, I do so miss her.

(Teardrops begin to fall and drip on to Georgina's sheet of writing paper)

Nellie, it was so, so kind of you to sing to me as you did. It so helped to lift my spirits and give me hope that perhaps one day, I shall once again meet up and be reunited with Christabel. You have a truly wonderful talent Nellie and the veritable voice of an angel. "Un Bel Di" is one of my very favourite pieces and one my blonde mummy often sings with my piano accompaniment As you say, beautiful music is such wonderfully healing balm for broken hearts.

If it pleases you Nellie, would you care to take a walk with me in the gardens tomorrow afternoon before tea?

Once again, thank you so much for coming to my emotional rescue. You will always hold a special place in my heart for having done so.

All my love,
Georgina
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From: Miss Charlotte Throckmorton <destro@xx.xxxx>
Date: Wed Dec 1, 1999 10:55am
Subject: Re: Miss Throckmorton and Georgina
  	
Miss Throckmorton, the brunette Mistress of Literature, heard a shy rap
upon her chamber doors. Opening the door, she found dear Georgina,
looking red-eyed and miserable.
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From: Miss Throckmorton <destro@xx.xxxx>
Date: Wed Dec 1, 1999 1:50pm
Subject: Miss Throckmorton and Tracey
  	
Miss Throckmorton, the brunette Mistress of Literature, strolled down
the corridors and discovered Tracey Austin, looking rather unkept,
outside the Headmistress's door.

"Why Tracey, what is the matter now?" demanded Miss Throckmorton.

"I am just following your orders, Miss," said Tracey with a barely
suppressed sob. "I 've been waiting here ever since your ordered me. I
decided that I dare not go to bed or to the dining hall. So I'm feeling
a little weak and faint."

"Tracey, it is true that I ordered you to go to Miss Maitland's office.
And now I order you to go to the dining hall, obtain some vital
nourishment, take a hot bath, and go to bed. Undoubtedly Miss Maitland
will let you know when she is in."

Gratified by the release Miss Throckmorton had granted her, Tracey
walked away to the dining hall. How famished she felt!
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From: Dame Nellie Melba <Dame_Nellie_Melba@xxxxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Wed Dec 1, 1999 4:39pm
Subject: RE: Nellie to Georgina
  	
from Nellie Melba, blonde, 15 to Georgina

My Dear Georgina,
Thank you for your most kind letter. I am thrilled at the suggestion that
we take a walk tomorrow afternoon and am most eager to talk with you more.

I know that you remain very sad. I have been thinking about you and your
loss and feeling rather helpless to help you. I suppose it is one wof those
losses that will grow less keen with time.

Please let me know if there is anything at all that I can do to help you.

If you like I can come to your room and sing some more lovely arias for
you.

Also, could you please tell me when the classes are. I am so nervous and
silly that I have not been able to tell where to go to get to see the Music
Mistress.

Much love to you too, dear Georgina,
from Nellie
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From: Tracey Austin <tracey_m_austin@xxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Thu Dec 2, 1999 2:33am
Subject: Thanks, Miss Throckmorton
  	
Tracey M. Austin, 14, brunette

Tracey was extremely gratified by Miss Throckmorton's intervention in
her days-long vigil in the Headmistress' study. The Head had started
talking to her, then had fallen into a catatonic coma.

Daring not to disobey Miss Throckmorton's order to immediately report
to the Headmistress, Tracey hunkered down for the long wait for Miss
Maitland to stir.

Now Miss Throckmorton had ordered her to leave, get some food, clean
up, and get some sleep.

Tracey decided that her conduct could not have been so awful if the
Headmistress wasn't concerned. She figured if, and when, Miss M wanted
her, she'd hear about it.

Meanwhile, it was back to business as usual, and someday she'd figure
out how a blonde and a brunette managed to have a baby.
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From: Georgina de la Falaise <Tanya@xxxxxxxxxxxxxxx.xxxxxxxxx.xx.xxx>
Date: Thu Dec 2, 1999 7:12am
Subject: Georgina To Nellie
  	
Tanya@c...


Georgina de la Falaise, bl,12



Dearest Nellie,

Thank you so much for your note which was, as always, most gratefully received. You are so very considerate and sensitive in your understanding of my recent plight.

Following your rescue of me, I went to see the wonderful Miss Throckmorton who was so kind, understanding and helpful. She sat and talked with me in my over-emotional state for over an hour and it really helped a lot to calm me down. I'm absolutely certain you're going to love her Poetry classes. She truly is such a veritable inspiration, both inside and outside of the classroom.

If it's convenient, I' would be delighted to take a walk with you in the gardens this afternoon. If I were to meet you at about 4-15pm outside the junior brunette dormitory, we could go from there. I'll take the opportunity to inform you as to where all the classes are. Don't worry Nellie, when I first arrived, I was equally if not more confused as to where everything and everyone was. I promise you you'll soon get used to things. In any case, I'll give you a full guided tour and when we've finished our walk, I'll take you to see Miss Darnelle, the Music Mistress. I know she's going to be so very thrilled to have such a gifted new addition to the school's musical sisternity.

See you a little later.

All my love,
Georgina

Nellie, I would absolutely adore for you to come and sing for me again. Perhaps we could also practice together in the music room and arrange some songs to perform together at the Avendale Christmas Concert.
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From: Dame Nellie Melba <Dame_Nellie_Melba@o...>
Date: Thu Dec 2, 1999 2:30pm
Subject: RE: Nellie to Georgina
  	
Nellie Melba, 15, blonde

Nellie had received the nicest letter from Georgina. She was so happy that
she was now the friend of two girls at Avendale, Alexis and Georgina. Of
course she felt wretched to know that her friend Georgina was so unhappy. She
would no everything in her power to make the girl feel better.

They had taken a walk around the grounds that afternoon at 4:15. Georgina
pointed out the various buildings to Nellie and showed her the parks and the
woodlands adjacent to Avendale and the Quirinelle flora, which was most
delightful even considering it was the late autumn.

Georgina had also told Nellie some more about the Music Mistress and the
musical activities at school, which made Nellie feel better. She hoped that
she would meet the Music Mistress herself soon.

Georgina was so sweet and open and affectionate, that Nellie did not suffer
one attack of her customary nerves.

As they parted, Nellie most warmly thanked Georgina for the "guided tour".
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From: Miss Charlotte Throckmorton <destro@q...>
Date: Thu Dec 2, 1999 9:22pm
Subject: Miss Throckmorton writes to her sister
  	
Miss Charlotte Throckmorton, the brunette Mistress of Literature writes
to her sister:

My Dear Olivia,

I write to you with heavy heart. In my long career I have taught at
many schools and my reputation as a Mistress of Literature and a
disciplinarian has not gone unnoticed. I have recently received
job-appointment offers from Dothegirls Hall, from Nightmare Abbey, from
Spanking New College, from the Kneesup Academy for Young Ladies, from
the Darlinghurst Finishing School for Young Ladies, from
Tawse Hall, and from Miss Paddlington's School. At first I vowed I
would never leave Avendale, but of late I have been worried that
Avendale might lose its accreditation. We offer so few classes here
and there has been a steady attrition in the student body since my
arrival.

The Headmistress, Miss Maitland, is not really what I would call a
"hands-on" kind of Headmistress. And I have not even met some of my
colleagues. Sometimes I feel that I labour here in vain. My Dear
Olivia, what shall I do?

Needing advice badly,

Your own dear sister,

Charlotte
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From: Thelma Roberts <greenwellies@h...>
Date: Thu Dec 2, 1999 11:56pm
Subject: Thelma Wanders the Empty Halls
  	
Thelma left her room and wandered down the hall towards the dining room.

Seeing absolutely no one -- neither students nor teachers -- she called out
"Hello? Is anyone still here?"
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From: Georgina de la Falaise <Tanya@xxxxxxxxxxxxxxx.xxxxxxxxx.xx.xxx>
Date: Fri Dec 3, 1999 2:58pm
Subject: Silence !!
  	
Tanya@c...


Georgina de la Falaise, bl, 12

On hearing Thelma Robert's cry of, "Is anyone still here?", Georgina rushed out of the junior blonde dormitory to reassure the older girl that she was not alone. She, Georgina was very much still there and she proceeded to tell Thelma that she had seen both Miss Throckmorton and Nellie Melba not too long previously.

The school though did seem eerily quiet. Thelma took Georgina's hand and they went off together in search of some sign of life.
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From: <neworder25@a...>
Date: Fri Dec 3, 1999 5:34pm
Subject: Claudine's arrival at Avendale
  	
Claudine Jaubert, br, 15, stepped out onto the curb from the back seat of the pale
blue sedan and beheld with curiosity (and slight contempt) her new school.

The late autumn wind blew leaves of maroon and gold about the campus in swirls
which caught in the hair of schoolgirls hurrying off to class. Claudine watched
as these creatures, both brunette and blonde(!) swatted at the leaves around
their heads as they would annoying flies at a picnic.

This certainly would be a most unlikely spectacle at her previous school
in London for brunettes, thought Claudine. She took an immediate disliking to this
perverse institution and attributed the less than stoic behavior of these brunettes
as proof of their contamination by blondes. Who ever heard of going to school with
blondes - and so many of them!

Claudine had never seen so many blonde pests in one gathering at the same time.
At that moment, her mother's pretty blonde head popped up above the top of the
sedan from the front passenger's side. She was instructing the driver to wait
for her as she had insisted on accompanying her daughter to the headmistress'
office on her first day. She wanted to make Miss Maitland's acquaintance and
hopefully receive reassurance as to who's hands she was leaving the care of her
tempermental only child.

Claudine had been mortified upon learning of her mother's intention on the drive
from Avenbridge but her mother was adamant and obviously not going to be swayed.
When at last her mother finished with the driver and stood at her daughter's side
most of the students had already disappeared inside the school much to Claudine's
relief. Perhaps she would be unnoticed.

"Darling, shall we go?" her blonde mother said threading her arm through the crook
of her daughter's elbow as they walked toward the doors.

"Maman, I have no idea why you find it necessary to walk me to see the headmistress,"
Claudine protested one last time.

"Claudine!" Her mother exclaimed with authority in her lilting French accent,
"We've been over this already and I refuse to be deterred. I am looking forward
to meeting Miss Maitland and seeing for myself that you are in good hands."

As they neared the front entrance of the ivy colored stone walls of Avendale's
main building, Claudine noticed curious stares from the straggle of girls still
walking to class. Most were brunettes and they all twisted their heads every
which way for a glimpse of Claudine's mother.

Claudine realised immediately the cause. She had grown accustomed to this at her
last all-brunette school in London whenever her mother came for a visit or to
rescue her from some unpleasant disciplinary situation or another.

Claudine gave her mum a look over and understood at once what these young brunettes
were admiring: Genvieve Jaubert was a sight to behold in her dashing peach colored
dress and white gloves. Her ash blonde hair was swept up in a swirl piled on top
her head like a high crown. This flattered her face and accentuated her sparkling
blue eyes that danced when she was happy but clouded over when otherwise. At this
moment they danced as she was quite happy and proud to be escorting her only daughter
to her first co-ed school!
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From: Dame Nellie Melba <Dame_Nellie_Melba@o...>
Date: Fri Dec 3, 1999 10:19pm
Subject: Claudine's arrival at Avendale
  	
Nellie Melba, bl, 15 and Georgina de la Flaise, bl, 12, were strolling about
the gounds of Avendale discussing opera and Bach and
their musical ambitions when they heard a small
commotion.

Walking over to see what was happening, Nellie and Georgina
observed the brunette girls gasping with delight at the
sight of a most beautiful and elegant blonde woman
who was apparently bringing her daughter to school.

Nellie and Georgina were both actually more
interested in the daughter, a brunette, who appeared to be
close to Nellie's age.

The girl had an air of self-confidence and indeed
contempt for the other girls who were gaping at her and her
mother. "She looks nice," said Georgina, who was
always eager to see the very best in anyone.

Nellis, on the other hand, felt that the girl had
a superior attitude and the carriage of a diva.

As a diva-in-training herself, she was not at all unpleased.

"Georgina," declared Nellie. "we will have to find out everything
we can about the new girl!"
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From: janet dolan <janetd33@h...>
Date: Fri Dec 3, 1999 11:38pm
Subject: In the art studio
  	
Janet was hard at work in the studio. She has finished a set of mother cat
and her kittens and had sat those in a small basket the cook has given her.
She smiled as she remembered the cook saying how much she liked the kitten
Janet has brought her and what a good rodent chaser she has become.
She was now putting the finishing touches to a balet dancer doing a plie',
and after this was done, she put it next to the basket in the little locker
she had in the studio.

Now for Veronica's present. Janet turned to the drawing she had copied and
looked among the pieces of wood for a suitable piece. No good wood, and she
had no one to ask permission from so she couldn't go out to the wood.
Clay!!

Janet went to the bowl of clay and took an ample amount. It would be her
biggest project so far, and it was a challenge.

Janet wnt back to the work bench and started to work.
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From: <AnnalindeC@a...>
Date: Fri Dec 3, 1999 11:47pm
Subject: Annalinde Greets Claudine
  	
From Annalinde Chelverton, blonde, 16 (prefect)

Claudine and her mother knocked on Miss Maitland's door but received no
reply. They knocked again. They were beginning to feel a shade disconcerted
when Annalinde passed down the corridor.

"Hello," she said brightly. "You must be Mme Jaubert and Claudine. Welcome
to Avendale temporarily and permanently respectively. Well, not quite
permanently, but you know what I mean."

Mrs Jaubert smiled at Annalinde's chatter, but Claudine looked
disconcertingly stony. A blonde. Quite small, hardly older than herself - if
at all - and acting as if she owned the establishment. If they *must* have
blondes surely they could be kept in their place.

Annalinde cleared her throat. Clearly she was not a hit with the new girl.
It was a disturbing experience. Most people liked her and she was usually
able to put the most difficult new girl at her ease. Still, the mother seemed
charming and duty called.

"I am not sure where Miss Maitland is. There has been all sorts of practical
bother with the school lately - financial, I think and she has to go into
hospital next week, so the poor dear has been all over the place." Annalinde
blushed 'poor dear' was hardly the way to refer to wise and clever Miss
Maitland - but she had seemed rather a poor dear lately, and of course she
hadn't mentioned any of her troubles to the school so it was all a bit
difficult, especially with Miss Maybridge so engaged in trying to organise
the practical side of all these difficult affairs.

"Why don't you come to my study?" Annalinde ushered the two to her neat
little study. It all seemed a little strange but one couldn't leave them
standing there.

Mme Jaubert took a seat. Claudine said she preferred to stand until a look
from her mother induced her to change her mind.

"Well, now," said Annalinde, sounding confident but wondering exactly how
these interviews were conducted . . .

There was a Knock at the door. "Come!" said Annalinde.

A small first-year entered.

"Please, Miss Annalinde, Miss Maitland wishes to see Mme Jaubert."

Annalinde breathed a sigh of relief. Mme Jaubert stood.

"Claudine, dear. I think it would be better if you were to stay with
Annalinde."

Normally Annalinde would have been entirely relieved at having to deal with
a new girl and not a mother. She was used to new girls, but this one seemed
different.

"Welcome again, Claudine. I hope you will enjoy Avendale. Most girls do. Of
course, it takes a bit of getting used to, but it is a delightful school.
Have you any questions, dear?"

"Well, really," said Claudine "isn't it a bit silly for you to pretend to
be so in charge when you are only a blonde?"

Annalinde was taken aback.

"But I am a prefect," she said, "and I am only trying to be helpful." To
her surprise and annoyance Annalinde found herself starting to cry.

"Look, I'm sorry - I didn't mean . . ."

"It is quite all right," said Annalinde pulling herself together. "You may
go now. If you need any help or advice you may always come to me."

Claudine left the study.

"Blondes!" she thought.
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From: C hristina Baker <christer@l...>
Date: Sat Dec 4, 1999 5:26am
Subject: The New Girl
  	
Christina watched the black limosine containing her chauffer disappear into the distance.
'That incompetant brunette,' she thought. 'How dare she leave me here and not even help with my suitcase! I shall send word to mummy and see that she is fired!'
Christina's wide jade-green eyes took in the sight before her. An uneasy feeling crept into the pit of her stomach. Here, there was no Mummy and Daddy to protect her, to see that she got everything she wanted.
An indignant sigh escaped her lips and they formed into the usual pout. How horrid her last school had been. The teachers were so boring and even the other girls found her unruly and refused to socialize with her. She still couldn't believe that she had been thrown out. Thrown out of the most exclusive school in France, now that was an acomplishment!
She smirked at the memory of all the cheek she had given the teachers. An extremely intelligent and imaginative young lady, the lessons had been frightfully easy and her mind had wandered into boredom. Consequently she had sought excitement in other ways; teasing the other girls, naughty pranks, impertinence. The headmistress, at her wits end, had finally given up and called for her parents to collect her.
This had led to the hasty decision to send to her a school which employed corporal punishment as a means of correcting it's pupils. Her father's words rang in her head,
' It's for the best. This may be the only way to get her to behave.'
Corporal punishment! She didn't like the sound of that one bit! Her fingers stroked her long chest-nut brown hair. She took a small mirror from it's permanent home in her pocket and checked her elfin face. Her nose wrinkled at the rather childish hair-style her mother had chosen for her today. Pigtails with two baby-blue ribbons tied neatly at the top. No. No. No. That would never do. She reached up and pulled out the accursed hair-bands and,in no time, had fixed the brunette locks into a high pony tail at the back.
'Perfectly lovely!' the vain girl purred at her mirror.
With a deep breath, she lifted her suitcase and marched towards the entrance of the building. She would show them!
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From: Kate Katzban-Beren <kater@xxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Sat Dec 4, 1999 0:43pm
Subject: Caitlen to Nellie
  	
Caitlen was walking down the hallway on her way to the brunette dorm when
she spotted Nellie. She hadn't seen the new bunny since she had carried her
books to poetry class and wondered how the new girl was hoding up. Calling
out Nellie's name as they passed, Caitlen stopped and after the usual
pleasantries were behind them inquired if Nellie would like to go to town
with her.

"I'm not sure if you know this, but the brunette prefect, Miss Veronica has
had a death in her family and is out of school right now because of it. I
was thinking on going into town to buy her a card and perhaps some
chocolates for her return and wondered if you might like to accompany me.
I'm not sure f you've been to avenbridge before, but there's a nice soda
fountain named Delmonte's that I'm sure you'd love!"

-Caitlen Ramsey Ash, brunette, 15
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From: <neworder25@xxx.xxx>
Date: Sat Dec 4, 1999 0:48pm
Subject: Claudine encounters Miss Veronica
  	
Claudine, br, 15

Claudine stood outside Annalinde's study dumbfounded by what had just happened.
Whatever had she done to so upset that silly blonde goose? She was merely
questioning the girl's feigned air of authority, which was irritating especially
as it was coming from a blonde.

The long, wood paneled hallway stretched out before Claudine in either direction.
She started off toward the headmistress' office in hopes of catching up with her
mother. She walked swiftly taking care not to make any noise, which was difficult
in the long hollow vestibule. Her footsteps pattered on the well-polished floor
despite her efforts.

Claudine thought she heard someone approaching from further down the hall. She
paused in her steps to listen. Yes, there was the unmistakable clippetty-clap of
footsteps approaching from around the next corner. Claudine remained still and
continued to listen as the rhythm of footsteps drew nearer. The pedestrian had
a strident, purposeful gait which piqued Claudine's curiosity. She wondered who
it could be. Just then, a figure turned the corner and stopped abruptly surprised
by Claudine. The attractive brunette let out a barely audible gasp.

"You startled me," the brunette replied. "I wasn't expecting anyone to be in the
halls at this hour." The girl's eyes narrowed. "What are you doing out of class?"
she asked Claudine suspiciously.

There was no doubt in Claudine's mind that this girl wielded authority of some
sort. Perhaps it was the well-polished brass badge she wore on the right breast
of her uniform that gave her away.

Claudine regarded the older brunette with mock-reverence, lowering her eyes as
she spoke. "Mademoiselle, my name is Claudine Jaubert. I'm new here and trying to
find my way back to Miss Maitland's suite."

The older brunette softened upon hearing Claudine's accent. 'Marvelous,' thought
Claudine, 'the charm worked.' Claudine had first learned to employ her pretty
accent at the all-brunette school in London. The older girls were mesmerized by
Claudine, their "exotic dish" they called her.

"You're French?" the brunette enquired, suppressing her delight.

"Yes, Miss," Claudine answered meekly.

Extending her hand, the brunette introduced herself. "My name is Miss Veronica,"
the raven beauty declared. "I'm the brunette prefect, so as to distinguish from
the only other prefect who happens to be blonde." She said this with a giggle in
an attempt to put Claudine at ease.

Claudine observed that Veronica had a firm handshake. But her last sentence made
Claudine's hand go limp. Blonde prefect! It couldn't be, thought Claudine. Was it
possible that silly goose of a blonde really was a prefect? Her heart thumped and
beads of perspiration broke out on her forehead. Claudine's face became flushed as
she withdrew her hand from Veronica's.

Her discomfort did not go unnoticed by the concerned older brunette. "Claudine, is
everything alright? Have you become ill?" Veronica's brows knitted as she searched
Claudine's eyes. She placed her left arm over Claudine's shoulders, slipped her
right hand around Claudine's waist, and directed her quickly down the hall.

"Come child, let's get to the infirmary where you can have a rest and see the nurse."
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From: <neworder25@xxx.xxx>
Date: Sat Dec 4, 1999 3:14pm
Subject: Miss Maitland & Mme Jaubert
  	
Mme Genevieve Jaubert found the headmistress to be every bit the fine, upstanding
disciplinarian she had expected. The older blonde headmistress had managed to set
her mind at ease and assured her that Claudine would be well tended to at her new
school.

Miss Maitland offered the young blonde mother a second helping of tea and biscuits.
"Why, thank you, these biscuits are most delicious," Genvieve said holding her cup
steady while the older woman poured her more tea.

"Madame, I understand that you have relocated from London and are living in
Avenbridge?" Miss Maitland enquired reclaiming her seat opposite the pretty blonde.

"Yes," Genvieve answered. She took a sip of tea and continued, "You see, I lost my
dear wife, Claudine's brunette mother, to a terrible train accident 5 years ago.
My beloved was on her way back from a convention in Paris riding the........ well,
I don't want to go into all the details. Poor Claudine was most devastated by the
loss of her adoring brunette mother, as I'm sure you can imagine."

"I'm certain that must have been a most tragic event for both of you," Miss Maitland
responded leaning forward to emphasize her concern.

"It was the bitterest winter in all of France when Claudine and I received that
dreadful telegram," Genevieve recounted. "We had lived in a wonderful cottage in
the south of France, before the tragedy struck. My three older brunette sisters
insisted that I transfer my wife's publishing house to England where they assured
me it would be more profitable." Genvieve paused and looked at the headmistress
for a sign.

"Please," Miss Maitland implored. "Do go on. Is that how you came to settle in
London and now Avenbridge?"

"Yes, Claudine and I packed all of our belongings and reluctantly left our idyllic
cottage to settle in a tiny apartment in London." Genevieve shifted in her chair,
sipped her tea and continued. "At first, it was difficult for Claudine to adjust
to her new surroundings, especially being a foreigner and attending a new school.
I enlisted her in London's finest all-brunette Aching Academy, perhaps you've
heard of it?"

"Of course," Miss Maitland eyes gleamed in recognition. "A very fine disciplinary
institution. I'm glad to hear Claudine is no stranger to corporal punishment. I'm
sure she'll adjust perfectly to Avendale as we cannot hold a candle to what she
must have endured at Aching.

"That's precisely what I concluded," Genevieve said smiling at the older woman.
"The only apparent difference is the presence of blondes here at Avendale, which
I'm sure my daughter will revel in. She *is* at that age when maids start seeking
out their complement."

"I can assure you, Madame, your daughter will find no shortage of complements
here." That said, they both laughed heartily and sipped their tea.
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From: <neworder25@xxx.xxx>
Date: Sat Dec 4, 1999 5:12pm
Subject: Claudine meets Tracey
  	
Claudine, br, 15

The bell rang for classes to change as Claudine and Miss Veronica made their way
down the hall toward the infirmary. 'Oh blasted,' thought Claudine. 'Now everyone
will witness the new imbecile being escorted to the nurse like a big baby.'

Miss Veronica was nonplussed by her charge's embarrassment but did not release
her hold on the girl. Several classrooms let out as Claudine and Miss Veronica
passed whispering students in the hallway. Two blondes took a particular interest
in the scene and stopped in their tracks when they caught sight of Claudine. She
flashed them a contemptuous glare as she was brisked onward by the prefect, who
hadn't noticed the interaction.

At last they reached the infirmary, where the prefect helped Claudine climb up
onto one of two gurneys that were situated in the center of the cold, sterile
room. Claudine shivered as she lay back on the cot which was harder than a log.
The other gurney was occupied, with curtain drawn. The faintly audible sounds
of someone in pain could be heard over the din of girls trickling in from the
hallway.

"Now, Claudine," Miss Veronica said sternly as she tucked her in, "wait here
until our nurse, Miss Tucker, is finished with her other patient. She will see
to it that you're properly cared for. I'm certain it must be the excitement of
a new school that's got you in such a fit."

Claudine sighed, relieved that she would not be questioned further by the imposing
prefect. The older brunette turned on her heels and left the room.

After what seemed an eternity, the curtain next to Claudine opened revealing
another brunette student, supine on a gurney and the nurse, a huge woman with
less than kind features, standing over her. Claudine could only guess whether
she was blonde or brunette as her hair was quite gray. But, with such a sour puss
face as that, Claudine concluded, she surely must be a brunette. We, afterall,
own the market on bad attitude, Claudine thought chuckling to herself.

"Well, well, what have we here?" the deplorable giant belted out. "A fresh new
face amongst us?" The ugly beast snickered and grimaced at Claudine, her eyes
dancing with delight. "Have you already been thrashed then?"

"No," Claudine answered frowning at the huge oaf. "I just feel a bit indisposed
as I've got allergies that start up about this time of year." There, that should
satisfy her.

Claudine would have to remember that lie in the event it came up in the future.
Her deceptions had gotten her many a harsh caning at the Aching Academy. The
trick was to keep her stories straight or she'd be caught and have to suffer
writing another essay on "Oh what a tangled web we weave, when at first we
practice to deceive..."

"Lay there for a bit, pette," the old broad said. "I've got to meet with the
headmistress about supplies. I'll be back in a few to see that you've recovered."
She turned toward the other brunette who was lifting herself slowly off the
gurney.

"As to you, Tracey," she said brusquely, "perhaps you might consider taking a
respite from your shenanigans at least long enough for your bum to recover."
She cackled to herself and left the room in a hurry.

"Bitch," the other girl muttered under her breath, as she slowly stepped onto the
cold floor. She rubbed her rear and let out a long slow agonizing cry that caused
Claudine to pity the poor dear.

"Whatever is the matter," Claudine asked in her gentlest tone. "Do you need help
getting back to your room?"

The young brunette regarded Claudine suspiciously at first then warmed to her when
she saw the sincerity in her face. "Oh thank you for your concern," she replied at
last. "I'm recovering from a rather severe caning of a few days ago. I do believe
the pain is growing worse by the day. My bum is raw and refuses to scab over as it
usually does."

She searched Claudine's expression for any sign of mirth, which she did not find
and so continued her sad story. "I'm only here because the situation has become
severe. You see, the nurse, that wretched creature, had to administer a special
ointment to hasten my recovery."

Claudine's jaw dropped in disbelief. "Is it all that bad?" She managed to blurt out
in her shaken state. "Whatever did you do to deserve such a harsh caning?"

"One doesn't have to *do* much around here to receive a caning, I'm afraid." The
poor child responded. "But say, you're new here aren't you?" She said changing the
subject easily. "What a charming accent you have and pretty eyes," she waddled over
to Claudine's gurney, her legs bowed from her injury. The sight was enough to make
Claudine laugh, but she restrained herself.

"Yes, my name is Claudine...Jaubert. I've moved to Avenbridge from London with my mum.
We've opened a new bookstore in Avenbridge as the one we have in London has done so
well. We also have a printing house in London which is very prosperous."

"But you're French aren't you?" the younger brunette inquired.

"Yes, we moved here five years ago after my brunette mum was killed in a train accident,"
Claudine said without emotion. "What's your name?" Claudine asked her new friend.

"I'm Tracey Austin," the girl replied. "I'm 14 and I'm afraid I have already acquired a
reputation here at Avendale for being rather naughty."

Claudine smiled at the younger brunette. She decided she like her and hoped they would be
seeing quite a bit of each other in the future.
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From: Tracey Austin <tracey_m_austin@xxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Sun Dec 5, 1999 0:53am
Subject: Re: Claudine meets Tracey
  	
Tracey M. Austin, brunette, 14

Tracey finished chatting with Claudine and lay down on the gurney,
waiting for the nurse to administer ointment.

Since nothing had been going on for days -- no classes, no events --
she figured spending a few days idling in the infirmary was in order.

The welts weren't that bad and didn't really bother her, but she
enjoyed being fussed over, even by the cranky nurse.

Claudine would soon find out, that life was SLOW at Avendale.
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From: <headmistress@xxxxxxxxx.xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx)>
Date: Sun Dec 5, 1954 6:14am
Subject: About Claudine
  	
Dear School,

I am afraid that Claudine Jaubert has been removed from Avendale as
her postings are entirely inappropriate, therefore her probationary period
has been terminated early.

Dorothea Maitland (Miss) blonde
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From: <Lexi@xxxxxxxxxxx.xxx>
Date: Sun Dec 5, 1999 0:20pm
Subject: Alessandra's Poetry Assignment
  	
Outside Miss Throckmorton's door, Alessandra stopped to read over
her poetry assignment one last time before turning it in:

"'Bright is the Ring of Words'
by Roberta Louise Stephsdottir

Bright is the ring of words
When the right maid rings them,
Fair the fall of songs
When the singer sings them.
Still they are carolled and said -
On wings they are carried -
After the singer is dead
And the maker buried.

Low as the singer lies
In the field of heather,
Songs of her fashion bring
The swains together.
And when the west is red
With the sunset embers,
The lover lingers and sings
And the maid remembers."

Alessandra hoped that Miss Throckmorton would not mind that her
assignment was so late. She knocked quietly, but hearing no answer,
quickly slipped her paper under the door and turned to walk back
to the blondes' dormitory.

-Alessandra Kirrin, 12, bl.
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From: <Aphridite1@xxx.xxx>
Date: Sun Dec 5, 1999 7:38am
Subject: Genevieve runs into Georgina and Nellie
  	
Genevieve was out for her daily constitutional, when she spotted Georgina and Nellie. She didn't really know the two well, only by sight. They seemed to be staring and giggling at something. The Blonde turned in the direction and saw the most smashing looking Brunette she had ever seen. Genevieve's heart skipped a beat, she had never really given much thought to any of the Brunettes at school. She had had a small crush on Charlotte, but hadn't heard from the object of her affection in a while, and had despaired of ever getting her attention. She simply must get closer look at this curiously dashing new girl. She hurried over to Nellie and Georgina to introduce herself to the two girls and find out what they knew.
"Hello, I don't believe we've met, my name is Genevieve.
Georgina, and Nellie right? I am so sorry I haven't welcomed you properly Nellie, my classes keep me quite busy. By the way does anyone know who the new Brunette is? Her mum seems a bit lost, perhaps we could offer to show them to Miss Maitlands office?"

Genevieve, 16, Blonde
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From: Miss Charlotte Throckmorton <destro@q...>
Date: Sun Dec 5, 1999 5:45pm
Subject: Miss Throckmorton to Olivia
  	
Miss Throckmorton, br, Mistress of Literature

My Dear Olivia,
It is with a heavy heart that I again write. I have decided to leave
Avendale. The Head Mistress has not talked to me for months. I have
received no performance review, no encouragement. Nothing. There are
no colleagues who even acknowledge my existence. It is a bleak and
lonely life for me here.

I have narrowed down my choice of new schools to two: first there is
the venerable old Dothegirls Hall, up by the Scotland border. It was
commemorated so nicely by Dickens that it would be a jolly historical
thing to do.
Then there is a new school; The Darlinghurst Finishing School for Young
Ladies. It is in the beautiful Devonshire countryside.

I will visit them both this week. Nobody at Avendale will notice my
absence, except for perhaps Georgina de la Falaise. How I wish I could
pack her into my travelling bag. And Tracey Austin might breathe a
little more freely if she notices my absence.

Much love from your devoted sister,
Charlotte
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From: <Kitten1776@a...>
Date: Sun Dec 5, 1999 4:46pm
Subject: Re: Genevieve runs into Georgina and Nellie
  	
Alexis happened upon Genevieve, Georgina, and her new friend Nellie.

"Well, hello girls! How good to see you! My, but it's been very quiet and
boring around here lately. How are you all doing? I don't know about you,
but I could use a little excitement around here, don't you think?" Alexis
said nearly in one breath.

"Hi Alexis!" Nellie seemed very glad to see her friend. "Yes, you're right,
it has been rather uneventful since my arrival here."

"I agree Alexis, things have been pretty bland," Gevevieve said.

"Well, what can we do about it?" Georgina questioned.

"I don't know...does anybody have any ideas?" Alexis questioned, looking
around the small group.

Alexis Harrington, 15, blonde
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From: <michelegirl@xxxxxxxx.xxx>
Date: Mon Dec 6, 1999 10:29am
Subject: RE: Miss Throckmorton to Olivia
  	
Michele knew that she was on VERY dangerous ground sneaking into Miss
Throckmorton's study without her present, but she was concerned.
Miss Throckmorton has seem distant and unfocused in her classes of late,
perhaps she is unhappy about something, this is why Michele came into the
study, to find out. In spite of being on the receiving end of some harsh
discipline at the hand of Miss Throckmorton, Michele really likes and
respects her. She knows that Tracy has felt the same way. To see her
at some sort of conflict saddens her.

Shuffling through papers on the desk, she notices one with some edits to
someone named Olivia. Reading through it, the 13 year old brunette is
saddened to read that Miss Throckmorton is planning on leaving Avendale!
It goes on to say many reasons why...

Michele decides that something MUST be done to make Miss Throckmorton change
her mind. At great risk of punnishment she decides to take the letter and post
it on the school bulletin board with a personal comment of explaination as to
how she came to read it, for all the girls and staff to see. Her hope is
that everyone who cares will do whatever they can to show Miss Throckmorton
how much she is valued and appreciated here at Avendale. Michele's
note posted above the letter from Miss Throckmorton reads:

"To all at Avendale,

Below is the draft of a letter that Miss Throckmorton has written, in which
she is planning on leaving us. I freely admit to going into Miss Throckmorton's
study without her knowledge and taking the letter to post here. I will accept
whatever consequences there may be for this act of deceit, but I have done so
in the hope that we can get her to stay here with us. She is the most caring
and committed teacher we have (with no disrespect to the others) She is most
giving of her time in teaching her classes and in discipling us if need be.
Please girls, write her, let her know that we need her advice and influence.

When I came here, I was quite wild and most undisciplined, Miss Throckmorton
has helped me greatly in learning to act more like a young lady. I believe we
are better with her here than with her gone...

Sincerely,
Michele Lea, age 13, brunette. "
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From: Tracey Austin <tracey_m_austin@xxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Mon Dec 6, 1999 3:19pm
Subject: Goodbye, goodbye, Miss T!
  	
Tracey M. Austin, 14, brunette

Tracey reads the notice on the board about Miss Throckmorton's upcoming
resignation. A slow grin appears on her face.

Miss Throckmorton has been the ONLY mistress to keep tabs on Tracey in
weeks. In fact, the Headmistress has completely ignored her and every
other girl! Not even the prefects have kept any sort of order.

Tracey figures, with Miss T out of the way, the inmates will soon be
running the asylum.

"Farewell, my lovely!" she says to Miss Throckmorton's notice.

She crumples up her half-done assignments for Miss T's class. No need
for these things any more!

She skips off to find Thelma and deliver the good news...
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From: <Kitten1776@xxx.xxx>
Date: Mon Dec 6, 1999 0:13pm
Subject: Re: RE: Miss Throckmorton to Olivia
  	
Alexis sees the notice that Michele had left on the noticeboard regarding
Miss Throckmorton's decision to leave Avendale. She feels tears well up in
her blue eyes. If only she had been more expedient in her studies, perhaps
it would have made a difference in Miss Throckmorton's decision. Miss
Throckmorton has been one of Alexis' favorite mistresses here, and she didn't
want to see the Literature Mistress depart.

She decided to seek out Georgina, for she knew that she and the Mistress had
been friendly, for advice. Perhaps they could find a few other girls who
felt as strongly as she did to confront Miss Throckmorton and try to dissuade
her from her heartwrenching decision.

Alexis went to look for Georgina...

Alexis Harrington, 15, blonde
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From: Kadorienne <eve@xxxxxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Mon Dec 6, 1999 6:18pm
Subject: Veronica to Miss Throckmorton
  	
Dear Miss Throckmorton,

I have just returned from my Grand'Netty's funeral. 'Londie made
certain that I returned with a hamper stuffed with Confederate
delicacies, so now I at last have the opportunity to make good on the
offer I made a month ago, to invite *you* to tea. Please tell me when it
would be convenient for you to come to my study for iced tea, "uggly
cake" and all sorts of other delightful things. I have missed you
considerably during my absence, and look forward to speaking with you
again.


Yours sincerely,


Veronica Bellemont, brunette, 16
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From: Kadorienne <eve@xxxxxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Mon Dec 6, 1999 6:18pm
Subject: Veronica returns
  	
Veronica was delighted to be back at her beloved school. Most of her
friends were not in sight when she returned, so she went to her room
alone to unpack the trunk the chauffeuse had carried upstairs for her.
Her heart was warmed by the notes several girls had slipped under her
door while she had been away. She glanced over them quickly before
placing them on her desk; she would answer them later. One, she noticed,
was from Elspeth; she read it first, then read it twice more, then spent
the next ten minutes going over every word in her mind, trying to divine
every shade of meaning from Elspeth's brief, quite correct note. She was
deep in consideration of what Elspeth had meant by signing the note
"Yours sincerely" and simultaneously setting up her ironing board when
there was a knock on her door.

"Come in!" she called.

Tracey burst through the door. "Miss Veronica! Thank goodness you're
back! Avendale has been so BORING lately!" She plopped down on
Veronica's bed.

Veronica laughed. "I wouldn't have thought my being gone would cause
that. Quite the opposite, since you probably think that naughty is
interesting! Now get up, smooth my sheets back out, and sit on the
chair."

Tracey shrugged as she complied. "It's just been so quiet. Maybe
everyone is good because you're not there to punish them." While
Veronica looked puzzled, Tracey went on, "But a few things did happen."

"Such as?"

"Christabel got expelled."

Veronica's iron poised mid-air. "What? What for?"

Tracey related the story of Christabel's silly prank. She seemed
highly amused, but Veronica was rather depressed by it. She had liked
Christabel and had high hopes for her.

"Has Elena returned?" Veronica asked hopefully.

"Not yet. And I still haven't found out how babies are made."

"And you're not going to for some years yet," Veronica informed her.
"Have you been filling the other girls' heads with this kind of
speculation? My paddle hasn't had any exercise in a week."

Tracey sat up straighter. "No, I haven't. And anyway, I got it from
Miss Throckmorton for trying to find out."

Veronica smiled at the thought of the strict literature mistress.
"Good for her. I'll bet she devised something unusual for you, didn't
she?"

"I'm still sore. I'll be glad when she's gone for good."

The prefect chuckled indulgently. "I'm certain that won't be for
some time."

"That's right, you wouldn't have heard. Miss Throckmorton has
decided to go terrorize some other school."

Veronica stared, then put down the iron, away from the blouse she
had been smoothing. "Miss Throckmorton is going to leave?"

"That's right. Right now she's visiting one of the other schools
that she's been thinking about going to."

"But why?"

Tracey shrugged. "I think she feels unappreciated."

Tears welled up in the prefect's eyes. Dear, brilliant Miss
Throckmorton, feeling unappreciated! It was too awful for words. And to
lose the one older brunette who Veronica had begun to think of as
something of a mentress! "I'll talk to her when she returns from this
other school. Maybe I can persuade her to stay."

Tracey rolled her eyes. "I should have known you'd want her to stay.
Well, to each her own."

Veronica smiled indulgently. "I'm back now, Tracey. You're all going
to have to toe the line again."


Veronica Bellemont, brunette, 16
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From: Kadorienne <eve@xxxxxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Mon Dec 6, 1999 6:18pm
Subject: Veronica to Janet
  	
Dear Janet,

Thank you so much for your kind note, little sister. I am writing to
discuss your idea that you should stay at Avendale for the holidays.

First of all, dear Janet, I want to praise you for making the offer.
It was quite the correct thing to try not to impose on the grieving. I'm
very proud of you for that.

However, my mothers and I still want you to come to Bellemont Manor
for Christmas!

You know, when a very elderly lady, such as my Grand'Netty, passes,
it isn't like when a child or a young adult dies. When someone who
should have had years ahead of them dies, it is very tragic and hurts
everyone terribly. However, when a old woman who had lived a full life
and had been ill and suffering for some time dies, it is sad, but not so
painful. In fact, to some extent it is a relief, because seeing someone
you love suffer the infirmities of old age can be very difficult.

Besides which, my mothers both spoke of your forthcoming visit and
remarked on how eager they are to meet you. They even discussed which of
their friends and acquaintances would be especially interested in
meeting a girl who earned an Avendale scholarship!

I won't make you go if you strongly feel that it would be wrong, but
I very much want for you to come, and so do my mothers.


Your big sister,


Veronica Bellemont, brunette, 16
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From: Kadorienne <eve@xxxxxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Mon Dec 6, 1999 10:35pm
Subject: Veronica, Georgiana, Michele, and Elspeth
  	
As soon as she was unpacked and had all of her clothes pressed,
Veronica went in search of Elspeth, eager to make up for lost time.
While she was going through the halls of the school, she noticed
Georgiana wandering about with a woebegone expression.

"What is it, Georgiana?" she asked, immediately concerned.

Georgiana's lovely blue eyes welled up with tears. "Oh, Miss
Veronica, Miss Throckmorton is going to leave us!"

Veronica put a consoling arm around the young blonde's shoulders.
"I'm sorry, honey. Maybe we can talk her into staying."

"Do you really think we could?"

"I certainly hope so. I'm going to take a crack at it, anyway. Why
don't you write her a nice letter? Or maybe memorize a poem about
missing a loved one and recite it for her? I know she's fond of you."

Georgiana considered. "I'll look through the literature text for a
poem like that. And maybe some other girls will write to her. Michele
asked everyone to."

"She did?"

"Why, yes. Didn't you see what she pinned on the bulletin...."
Georgiana's voice trailed off as she realized the prefect's probable
reaction to the invasion of the mistress' privacy.

Veronica promptly turned on her heel and headed for the bulletin
board. On it were the usual announcements and clippings and so forth,
but Michele's letter, and Miss Throckmorton's rough draft of her letter
to her sister, were right in the middle.

Veronica read them both, sighed, took down Miss Throckmorton's
letter but left Michele's. Turning, she found Georgiana standing beside
her, watching her anxiously. "Georgiana, find Michele and tell her to
report to my study after the evening study period tonight."

"Yes, Miss Veronica," Georgiana responded, and walked briskly away.

Veronica continued on her quest to find Elspeth. At last she located
the lovely blonde in one of her favorite spots, on a little bench
beneath a tree, reading. She stepped up to her, feeling warm all over at
the mere sight of Elspeth. "Hello, Elspeth," she said softly.

Elspeth looked up, and for a few seconds her usual shyness was
forgotten as her face lit up. "Veronica!" She stood up and took half a
step toward Veronica before stopping and lowering her lashes demurely.
And what might she have done, had her shyness not reasserted itself? But
chivalrous Veronica did not press the moment. She merely took Elspeth's
hand, very gently, and said, also gently, "I missed you."

Not looking up, Elspeth replied, "I missed you as well, Veronica.
I'm so sorry about your Grand'Netty."

"Thank you. But she has earned her rest with Dea. I feel more
peaceful than sad. Though it is a little sad. Shall we walk?" The
prefect took Elspeth's book and offered her arm to the blonde, who took
it demurely. Veronica felt very powerful and very brunette with that
dainty hand in the crook of her elbow and that demure, fragile shape
beside her. She wondered if Elspeth felt any complement to what she did,
but all she could do was wonder; you couldn't very well ask a blonde a
question like that. The two strolled around the grounds. Fortunately it
was not a windy day; it was grey and chilly, but still.

"The Deamother told all kinds of stories about Grand'Netty during
the service. Some of them I'd forgotten; some I'd never even heard. When
she was a child, her schoolhouse caught on fire. She was the last one
out, because she ran back to get her red hat. Her mothers weren't very
well off, and that red hat was her most prized possession."

"But she became well off when she grew up, didn't she?" Elspeth
asked shyly. She had thought Veronica came from a very wealthy family.

"Oh, yes. All my grandmothers did. But they all grew up without
much." Veronica shook her head, smiling. "Grand'Londie was the second
youngest of seven girls, and her natural blonde vanity made her so
annoyed that she always had to wear hand-me-downs." Elspeth lowered her
eyes at the reference to blonde vanity; she knew she had her own share
of it, but she tried not to give it free rein. Little did she realize
that her little foibles of vanity and impracticality were every bit as
charming to Veronica as her sweetness and virtue. Veronica continued,
"But when she and Grand'Netty got married, she never had to wear
hand-me-downs again. Grand'Netty was always showering jewelry on her,
far more than she could wear, and always telling her to go out and buy
another dress or another hat."

Elspeth smiled. "She sounds like the brunette every blonde would
want to marry."

Veronica hesitated. Then she chose her words. "I think that is
exactly how a brunette should treat her blonde," she said. Both girls
studiously examined the uniformly grey sky. "Do you happen to know what
the movie this weekend is?"

"I think it's 'Silk Stockings'."

"I hope you'll allow me to accompany you to see it."

"Of course, Veronica."

The two girls continued to talk. Veronica told Elspeth all about the
services for her grandmother, and about her concern for Miss
Throckmorton. She did not, however, tell Elspeth what she and her
brunette mother hand discussed during the last day before her return to
school, behind closed doors in the oak-paneled library where she and
'Netty always had their Serious Talks. It was far too soon. Years too
soon, perhaps.

Elspeth, in turn, told a few little stories about the latest
brunette conquests of her roommate Ariadne, with a subtle bit of humor
that few would have suspected of the shy girl. She talked about the
Eastern poetry she had been reading of late. The girls continued to walk
around the grounds and talk until Old Liza chimed and Veronica escorted
her blonde to the dining hall.


Veronica Bellemont, brunette, 16
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From: Thelma Roberts <greenwellies@xxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Tue Dec 7, 1999 10:23am
Subject: Thelma to Miss Maitland with heavy heart
  	
Thelma composed her note carefully, aware that if she was insensitive in
handling this delicate matter, she might be serving detention for the next
several weeks, performing written impositions that would colour her world
dark gray and leave her a broken girl.

"Dear Miss Maitland,

When my mummies sent me here as a boarder they hoped I would have a
structured educational experience which would discipline me, and impart
education and values that will last me my whole life. As well, they
expected I would make a number of new friends.

Regrettably, they have asked me to inform you that I am not receiving the
experiences for which they had hoped.

For example, there are a number of students I have never met -- Charlotte
Greene, Tanya Mell and Nellie Melba. Apparently they do not attend the
school any more.

I tried to see if one of the local Quirinelle schools of equitation would
host weekly riding classes for the girls, but I was unable to locate a
brunette to accompany me on the trip, which were your instructions to me.
Consequently, I have abandoned the idea after spending over a month on it.

My mummies hoped some of the mistresses here would help curb some of my bad
habits. Miss Prism was thought to be a mistress here, and her brand of
non-corporal discipline is practically famous. Unfortunately, I have not
seen her in any of my classes.

Even my best friend Tracey Austin hasn't been around much lately, although
she is probably busy in her room studying.

Could you please let me know what I should tell my mummies?

Most respectfully,

Thelma Roberts, blonde, age 14-and-a-half"
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From: janet dolan <janetd33@xxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Tue Dec 7, 1999 2:35pm
Subject: Re: Veronica to Janet
  	
Janet finished painting the clay statues she made. She put the bigger one on
a shelf in the studio to dry, and carefully took the second of an indian
princess, together with the 2 wood statues over to Veronica's study. She
knocked on the door.
"Enter" rang Veonica's voice and she pushed the door with her shoulder and
entered.

Veronica looked warmly at her "little sister" but frowned when she saw some
paint smudges on her hands and left cheek. Her uniform were impecabbly
clean, evidence of a well buttoned work coat.

"Miss Veronica, I came to say I will gladly come with you to Bellmont Manor,
and to ask you to help me wrap the presents to your mothers. I am really
useless in packing"

Janet put down the 3 statues and pulled 2 cards out of a bag, together with
some holiday wrapping paper. Veronica looked at the mother cat with kittens
statue and the ballet dancer and smiled broadly. They both looked so alive.
Her gaze stopped over the Indian princess. "What is this Janet?"

Janet blushed. "This is a present that you can give Elspeth"
"It's beautiful, but I can't use it as a present for Elspeth"
"But why Miss Veronica? I want you to have it for her".
"Only if you let me pay for it" Veronica took 5 shillings out of her purse
and gave it to Janet who shook her head vigorously. "No Janet, it is a work
of art, I like it and would give it as a present only if you let me pay for
it".
Janet took the note and blushed again.

"Now little sister, you go and wash your hands and face while I wrap these
here beautiful presents, and then you have a rendez vous with my paddle for
not washing properly. Don't take too long!".

When Janet came to the room washed and combed, the wrapping was done. Miss
Veronica was sitting on her chair holding her paddle. Janet stood before
her, and Veronica pointed at her lap. Janet immediately draped herself over
the prefect's knee, who raised both her skirt and petticoat. Janet layed
motionless as the paddle slammed into her knicker covered derriere 30 times.
She grunted a little during the last 5 strokes. Veronica then helped her up
and sat her down on the punishment chair in front of her.
"Janet, you really have to learn to pay more attention to your appearance.
You get excited and forget looking in the mirror, and then you end up in
trouble. Please pay more attention honey."
"Thank you Miss Veronica"
"I will tell you more about our vacation over the weekend honey, Now you run
along"

Janet left Veronica's study leaving the presents with her and went to the
studio to pick up Veonica's present. When she entered she saw a shocking
site.
Cynthia Terwillinger was standing over the crashe dremains of her statue.
Janet, flushed with anger and hardly controlling herself was about to yell
at her, but thought better. "I can't let Miss Veronica know about it and I
still have enough time to make another" she thought.

"What is the meaning of this Cynthia?" Janet asked glaring at Cynthia.
"It fell off from that shelf you have carelessly put it on. Anyway, it was
too ugly to be seen by anyone except a Culverian" Cynthia said.
Janet hissed between her teeth "You are lucky this is a secret, or I would
have dragged you to Miss Veronica"
"You little swamp kitten, who do you think you are?"
"I am an artist, something which you might be and a human being, something
which you will never be"

Cynthia flushed red and angrily left the studio.
Janet swept the debris from floor and started to make a new clay statue for
Veronica, tears of anger running down her cheeks.
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From: <MissMaybridge@xxxxxxxxx.xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx)>
Date: Tue Dec 7, 1954 4:22pm
Subject: To the School
  	
Dear School,

It seems there has been a lot of talk about people leaving
recently, as a result of things being quiet. There are quite a few girls
who either are away or have been away, for instance, Elena, Annalinde,
Veronica (who has just returned), Carrie, to name but a few. It should also
be noted that Miss Maitland (who has just returned from hospital) is not
mainly a playing character, but an administrative one.

We anticipate that December will be quite a quiet time, as girls
will be going off for their Christmas holidays soon.

Anyone who wishes to leave is free to do so.

Delores Maybridge
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From: Ulalua Melenelia <openchar@xxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Tue Dec 7, 1999 7:16pm
Subject: To Miss Throckmorton
  	
Cynthia Terwillinger, brunette, age 16

Cynthia had sorely missed Veronica Bellemont's strong guidance, and so, when
she heard the brunette prefect's clear, steady and distinctly Confederette
voice issuing from around the corner, she halted and listened carefully.
Now mind you, Cynthia was not trying to eavesdrop, nor was she attempting to
be sly, for Cynthia had, of late, found that there was much reward (and
certainly far fewer chastisements) in being virtuous. Veronica was speaking
with another girl, and it was about Miss Throckmorton. Cynthia was
flabbergasted to hear that Miss Throckmorton was departing Avendale! She
drew back in shock and sank onto a settee. Leaving? Oh, how *could* she?

Very quietly, Cynthia stole back to her room and began to pen a swift note.
She was unaware that she had begun to weep, and so her tears blotted the
page a bit as she wrote. Then, she carefully sealed the note and swiftly,
but decorously, made her way to Miss Throckmorton's study. She rapped
lightly at the door, but no answer came from within, so she carefuly tried
the door. Finding it unlocked, she stole inside and laid the note upon the
mistress' desk, then departed as swiftly as she had come.

Miss Throckmorton found the note upon her return:

"Dear Miss Throckmorton,

"I have heard a Sad Rumour that you are planning to leave Avendale. I pray
it is not true, for I, at least, would miss you sorely. I realise I am not
the best of your Pupils, but I feel that I have benefited greatly from your
Ministrations.

"Please stay, Miss.

"Respectfully,

"Cynthia Terwillinger, brunette, age 16"
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From: Tracey Austin <tracey_m_austin@xxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Wed Dec 8, 1999 0:05am
Subject: Off for the Hols
  	
Tracey M. Austin, 14

Tracey finishes telling Miss Veronica about Miss Throckmorton's
resignation, then remembers she forgot to tell her another bit of news!

"Oh! Miss Veronica! My mummies are picking me up tomorrow to take me
home for the Christmas hols! See you in January!"

Veronica smiles at the happy 14-year-old. "Have a great time, Tracey!"

"I will...but I'll miss everyone, especially Thelma..." says Tracey.
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From: <michelegirl@xxxxxxxx.xxx>
Date: Wed Dec 8, 1999 8:25pm
Subject: Michele visits Miss Veronica
  	
As Michele was walking down the stairs she was stopped by Georgiana who
informed her that Miss Veronica has returned and wanted to see her
right away. A look of excitement came to her face.

"I don't know if you will be happy with the reason that Miss Veronica
wants to see you Michele". Said Georgiana.

"What do you mean?" asked Michele.

Georgiana: "Well, she took down that letter of Miss Throckmorton's which
you posted on the bulletin board...then she told me to tell you to come
to see her-"

Michele: "But I explained in my note why I did that...so everyone would
realize why Miss Throckmorton was leaving... so everyone could try and get
her to stay! Surly Miss Veronica would want Miss Throckmorton to stay?"

"All I know is that she wants to see you now... you better go" said
Georgiana.

Michele headed for Miss Veronica's room not knowing what to expect. She
truly meant well and no matter what happens, if Miss Throckmorton stays
as a result, all will be worth it. At last Michele was there, remembering
how Miss Veronica feels about neetness, she straightned her skirt, pulled up her knee socks, took a deep breath and knocked on the door of the 16
year old prefect...

Michele Lea, age 13, brunette.
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From: michele L <michelegirl@xxxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Wed Dec 8, 1999 8:32pm
Subject: Re: Off for the Hols
  	
Michele sees Tracey leaving for the holidays and rushes over to give her a hug and wish her
a happy time with her family...

Michele Lea, age 13, brunette.
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From: Miss Throckmorton <destro@q...>
Date: Fri Dec 10, 1999 0:35am
Subject: Re: Miss Throckmorton to Veronica
  	
letter from Miss Throckmorton, br, Mistress of Literature

My Dear Miss Veronica,


I have been away for several days and I fear I was most remiss in not
sending you a proper note of condolence for the sad loss which you have
bourne with much grace and dignity.

I would love to partake of your delicacies, and would like to remind you
that my chambers are always open to you. Since meeting you I have always
remembered to keep ice so that I can transform a pot of tea into Iced Tea
quite easily.

I also would like to extend to you my ear if you need to talk about your
loss. It often takes an extended period of mourning for one to recover. I
think that the Victorian habit of wearing mourning for our lost beloved ones
has too sadly fallen by the wayside in recent decades. Mourning garb was
always a signal to treat a woman or girl with especial delicacy.
So believe me when I say that you have all of my condolences during this
difficult period.

Yours most sincerely,

Charlotte Throckmorton (Miss)
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From: Miss Throckmorton <destro@xx.xxxx>
Date: Fri Dec 10, 1999 0:44am
Subject: Miss Throckmorton to Olivia
  	
letter from Miss Throckmorton, br, to her sister, Olivia

My Dear Olivia,
I have just returned to Quirinelle and Avendale from my visit to the
North. I am a wiser, but a sadder woman. I am so grateful to be at
Avendale and I must remind our girls how lucky they are to be in this
place of special enlightenment.
As you know, I visited Dothegirls Hall near the Scottish border and I
was shocked by their customs. Instead of discipline performed with a
strong and loving hand, they simply toss the girls into oubliettes or
dungeons and leave them without any attentions at all sometimes for
weeks on end! How can that be discipline? It is so barbaric. As you
know, discipline is a hands-on demonstration of love and concern.

The academic program at Dothegirls is very lacking and the appearance
of the girls is very sad. They have mostly torn and dirty uniforms, not
through any fault of their own but because the school will not provide
hot...or even warm......water for their ablutions. The girls suffer
from all manner of problems: scurvey, rickets, pellagra. Of course
these diseases are the consequence of the mean diet they are fed: only
a couple of spoonfuls of gruel in the morning and at night and a
tablespoonful of blackstrap molasses only monthly.

When I thought of the abundance of Avendale, I really wished that I
could pack up all those poor girls and bring them to Quirinelle.

I hope that Miss Maitland will allow me to stay here. Now that I have
seen what a school of the pit is like, I have no desire to roam anywhere
outside of this green and pleasant region.

With love from your sister,
Charlotte
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From: Kadorienne <eve@xxxxxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Fri Dec 10, 1999 3:13pm
Subject: Re: Michele visits Miss Veronica
  	
"Come in," Veronica responded to the knock on her door. Michele stepped in nervously. Veronica noticed approvingly that the girl's uniform was in
good order. "I saw the letters you posted on the bulletin board, Michele."

"I know I shouldn't have snooped, Miss Veronica, but I was so worried about Miss Throckmorton--"

"I know, dear. Your motives were very good. But you must know that your deed was very wrong. Invading someone else's privacy is a very serious
offense, especially that of a mistress. In fact, in Culveria privacy is considered one of Maid's most basic rights."

Michele cast her eyes down, abashed as she realized the enormity of her offense. "I'm so sorry, Miss Veronica."

"Of course you are, dear. And so you will have no objection to copying out the Schoolgirl Alphabet at http://belladonna.org/schoolgirl.html ten
times."

"Ten times!" Michele swallowed. "Yes, Miss Veronica. But... aren't you going to cane me?"

"Since Miss Throckmorton is the injured party, I shall let her choose and administer the corporal aspect of your punishment. You will turn the
lines in to her, along with a written apology and confession, and she will decide if she wishes to cane you." Veronica smiled slightly. "I am quite
certain she shall."

"Yes, Miss Veronica." Michele bowed her head and left the prefect's study to write out her imposition.


Veronica Bellemont, brunette, 16
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From: Kate Katzban-Beren <kater@xxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Fri Dec 10, 1999 6:48pm
Subject: Caitlen to Veronica
  	
Caitlen hadn't heard back from Nellie on her offering of a trip to town, and
so had gone herself. It was nice sometimes to take a break from the hubub
of life to pamper oneself. She had a truly delectible milkshake and then
headed over to the stationary store where she picked up a lovely card and
box of chocolates for Miss Veronica. Returning to the dorms Caitlen wrote a
brief note in the card and wrapped the chocolates. She read the note one
last time and headed off to find Miss Veronica.

Dear Miss Veronica,
I offer my deepest condolences on your loss and hope that you take solace in
all the familiarity and comfort Avendale and the girls her have to offer.

Sincerely,
Caitlen Ramsey Ash

Reaching the brunette prefect's door Caitlen knocked lightly, entering as
she heard Veronica's voice ringing out from behind the door.

"Hi Miss Veronica, I just wanted to welcome you back to Avendale, and to
tell you how very sorry I was to hear about your loss. I picked up a little
something for you... I had meant to have it waiting for you upon your
arrival but I wasn't able to get into town into just now... anyway.. here it
is."

Caitlen shuffled nervously as she handed the neatly wrapped package to Miss
Veronica.
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From: <aaclinkinbeard@h...>
Date: Sat Dec 11, 1999 7:01pm
Subject: Lynette to Thelma
  	
Lynette knew there was not much more time before the
holidays but felt she had to pick up the ball. As she
walked to Thelma's door she wondered what she would
say? The morning was only half gone. There was still
time left to explore if they hurried. Gently she knocked
and waited for Thelma to answer.

"Thelma, are you busy for the next four hours? If not,
please get your coat, gloves and hat. I would like to
escort you to the "Avenbridge Riding Stables",
"Lady-Go-Lightly Riding School", and "The Triple
Crown Riding Academy". There is a cab meeting us
downstairs in twenty minutes. I must go get my things
and will meet you down there in ten minutes.

Lynette Klaire, 17, br
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From: Kadorienne <eve@xxxxxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Sat Dec 11, 1999 8:59pm
Subject: Re: Caitlen to Veronica
  	
Kate Katzban-Beren wrote:

> "Hi Miss Veronica, I just wanted to welcome you back to Avendale, and to
> tell you how very sorry I was to hear about your loss. I picked up a little
> something for you... I had meant to have it waiting for you upon your
> arrival but I wasn't able to get into town into just now... anyway.. here it
> is."
>
> Caitlen shuffled nervously as she handed the neatly wrapped package to Miss
> Veronica.

Veronica took the package, surprised and pleased. "Why, thank you, Caitlen!"
She unwrapped it and opened the box of chocolates. "They look scrumptious. Have
one?" She extended the box to Caitlen, who took one at random, before having one
herself as she read Caitlen's note. "This was very thoughtful of you, Caitlen.
And you left me a note while I was away for the funeral too. Thank you. I should
have replied before now; please excuse me."

"Don't worry about it." Caitlen turned to go.

"Oh, wait! Won't you sit down? I'd like to return your hospitality with a
Southern delicacy." Caitlen sat, unsure, as Veronica pulled out a tin and opened
it. "Boiled peanuts!"

Caitlen frowned, bewildered. "Boiled peanuts?"

Veronica nodded enthusiastically as she produced two cans of Nehi cola. "In
the Confederacy, we boil green peanuts in salted water. The result is this. Try
one. If you don't like it, I won't think you're rude for not eating anymore."

Caitlen tentatively tasted one of the squishy peanuts. "Hey, that's pretty
swell!" she said, surprised.

Veronica laughed. "Non-confederettes are always surprised that these are
good. I grew up eating them." She ate a few and washed them down with a swig of
cola.

Caitlen sipped her own soda. "Isn't it against the rules to have food in the
dormitories?" she asked.

"Prefects are allowed to do a few things other girls aren't, because the
headmistress can count on us not to be careless. But lots of other girls might
leave food out and attract bugs."

The girls ate a few more peanuts before Veronica asked, "When are you
leaving for the hols?"

"In about a week. I hope the new year is better for me," Caitlen said, a
little dolefully.

Veronica raised her eyebrows. "In what way has this one been deficient?" she
asked.

Caitlen fiddled with a peanut shell. "Well... it just seems that every time
I make a friend, she leaves the school."

The prefect's face puckered with concern. "I'm sorry, dear. I was very sorry
to see Christabel go myself. I didn't realize you were having trouble. I promise
that in January I'll put together some outings with some of the other brunettes
so they can get to know you."

"Oh, I wouldn't want to impose--"

"Nonsense! That's what prefects are for. We're not just paddling machines,
you know; we're supposed to help the girls."

Caitlen giggled, then turned serious again. "Miss Veronica, why do you think
I've had trouble making friends?"

Veronica considered. "Well, honey, at a school like Avendale, it doesn't do
to be shy. You've got to let pette know you're there. And you've got to let them
know what you're like, too. I don't know where you're from, or what you like to
do, or what your family is like, or anything! After the hols, I think you should
tell us all some stories about your doings."

Caitlen considered. "All right, Miss Veronica. If you'll invite me on some
outings with the other brunettes, I'll be sure to tell you all about me."

"Excellent!" Veronica said, smiling at the girl.


Veronica Bellemont, brunette, 16
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From: Miss Joans <MissJoans@xxxxxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Sat Dec 11, 1999 9:51pm
Subject: Miss Joans, Gillian, Janet and Cynthia
  	
Miss Joans swept into the studio. Gillian was standing nervously by
several of her own sculptures. Miss Joans did not glance at the girl,
but set herself to examining the statues intently, picking each of them
up and turning it over in her hands to examine it. Gillian's tension
mounted, till at last Miss Joans burst out, "But this is marvelous,
child! I have had many students with some talent for drawing or
painting, but now I have two budding sculptresses with me at once!"

Gillian's face broke into a smile. "Then I have talent, miss?"

"Indeed you do! But of course, you have much to learn. See here -- a
cat has a leg muscle which should be indicated here...." For the next
several minutes Miss Joans and Gillian discussed many small details of
the sculptures at great length. Miss Joans also took the girl to her
office, where she had many copies of paintings and sculptures, as well
as original works by her students. The Art mistress used the
reproductions of sculptures to illustrate her own points about
techniques, showing how great sculptresses had used a groove or line to
convey an impression. Gillian tried to take in the barrage of
information, but it seemed more than she could ever do. At length,
however, Miss Joans seated the girl in front of some clay and left her
to work. The girl began, trying to apply her new knowledge to the figure
she was working on.

Having finished with Gillian for the time being, Miss Joans moved on
to Janet, who was intent on her Christmas present for Veronica. "Another
one?" she asked the girl.

"The one I made broke," Janet said briefly. Then, despite herself,
tears of anger came into her eyes. She lowered her head and pressed her
lips together, trying to stop the tears from falling. Brunettes weren't
supposed to carry on this way.

Miss Joans seized the young brunette's shoulder. "How did it break?
Tell me at once!" she ordered.

With a shuddering breath, Janet gasped out, "Cynthia Terwillinger
did it!" Abruptly she wrenched away and turned her back, digging in her
pocket for a handkerchief.

Miss Joans sailed to the door and threw it open. "Find me Cynthia
Terwillinger at once!" she ordered a girl who happened to be passing.
Knowing Miss Joans' reputation for a hot temper, the girl did not demur.
Shortly, a sullen Cynthia Annabelle Terwillinger entered the studio.

"So this is how you respect Art!" Miss Joans declaimed without
preamble, gesturing towards Janet, who looked up with surprise from her
new sculpture. "Is this how you treat the highest aspirations of Maid?"

Cynthia looked surprised and a little confused. This was not the
reprimand she had expected. "I... I didn't think...."

"Clearly you did not! No, you blithely went about your wanton
destruction without considering that every act of disrespect to Art and
beauty brings us closer to anarchy, to the dissolution of civilization,
to the Pit! An ordinary act of naughtiness will not have any particular
consequences. But when you destroy a work of Art, you are attacking all
that makes Maid the child of Dea, all that makes the Empire good and
decent and beautiful."

Cynthia was beginning to look dazed. She was scolded often, but had
never been credited with the downfall of civilization before. "I... I'm
sorry...."

"I should imagine that you were! Come into my office. Bend over the
desk." There followed a volley of strokes with the cane, and wails from
Cynthia, that made Janet, Gillian and the other girls working in the
studio wince, though it must be said that Janet's wince was followed by
a small smile of satisfaction. The caning Miss Joans administered was
not the artfully timed caning delivered by most mistresses. It was rapid
and hard. When Cynthia stumbled out, sobbing, Miss Joans tossed the cane
aside and declared, "One thousand lines, Cynthia! One thousand lines,
when you return from the holidays!"

This, even more than the caning, made several girls gasp. One
thousand lines during the holidays! It would ruin Cynthia's vacation.
Many of the girls could not help but feel a little sorry for Cynthia,
despite her cruel deed.

Cynthia paused at the door. Every girl waited with bated breath to
see what she would do. She turned and slowly walked back to Miss Joans.
To everyone's surprise, she suddenly threw her arms around the Art
mistress. "Thank you, Miss Joans."

Jinjur Quinbury smiled to herself as she bent back over her drawing.
She knew how sweet Cynthia was after being beaten.

Cynthia then turned to Janet. "I'm... I'm sorry," she said
awkwardly. "If there's anything I can do--"

"Just keep away from me and my things," Janet said shortly.

Cynthia dropped her eyes. "All right," she whispered, and left the
studio. The room was very quiet for some time after her departure, all
the girls a bit shaken by what they had seen.

"Is Miss Joans always so strict?" Gillian whispered to Janet after a
while, when the rustlings and softly spoken words of girls at work had
resumed.

"Only if she thinks you don't respect Art," Janet answered, grinning
a little.

Cynthia, meanwhile, was on her way to Avenbridge, where in an effort
at atonement, she spent all of her remaining pocket money on a book
about sculpture for Janet, a beautifully bound copy of *Ivanhoe* for
Miss Veronica, and a snug little cat bed for Elena to give the kitten
she had rescued.


Miss Elizabeth Joans, blonde, mistress
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From: <Elaryn@xxx.xxx>
Date: Sat Dec 11, 1999 7:39pm
Subject: The Letter
  	
Elena Dierrian, blonde, 12 years old

Cynthia Terwillinger found the letter first. That young lady was still smarting from the severe caning administered to her by the Art Mistress, Miss Joans, for her wanton and cruel destruction of Janet Dolan's Art project. That she also had a full, round one thousand lines to look forward to during her holiday did not make her feel in the slightest happy, but deep in her heart, she realised she had stood in need of the correction and was grateful for it. The envelope had fallen on the ground; clearly, the mail-girl had failed to notice it had fallen. Cynthia stooped and picked it up. There was no return address and the envelope looked rather smudged and torn - even a tad crumpled. Cynthia was very, very tempted to open and peruse the missive...but her still-sore derriere and thighs caused her to think better of such an action. Instead, she dutifully carried the envelope to the Headmistress' secretary.

"I found this on the ground, Miss," Cynthia said. "Ought the mail-girl to be whipped for carelessness?"

The secretary extended one delicately manicured hand. "I think you'd know all about whippings, and who ought to be receiving them, young Cynthia. There was no excuse for what you did to Janet Dolan's project - make no mistake on't, and you're a lucky girl to have escaped with a caning and a thousand lines, if you want *my* opinion."

Cynthia hung her head, feeling suddenly rather small and silly and petty. Janet Dolan was popular because of her courage, intelligence and enthusiasm. Everyone at Avendale knew how much the young Culverienne had to overcome and admired her pluck - even, though she could scarely admit it, Cynthia. "Yes, Miss, I suppose you're right."

The secretary, being warm-hearted for all her anger at Cynthia, managed a smile and said, "Well, there's a smart girl, then. You keep up that line o'thinking and you'll do Avendale proud yet."

"D-do you think so, Miss?"

The secretary regarded Cynthia severely for a moment, then smiled frostily. "I daresay you could, my girl, if you'd but put your heart into it." She turned her attention to the envelope. "What's this, then? This envelope looks like it's seen better days."

"As I told you, Miss, I found it on the ground."

The secretary opened it with an elegant Trentish letter opener. The deteriorating paper offered little resistance to its gleaming length. A single, folded piece of paper slid out, and the secretary unfurled it, read it, and paled.

"What is it, Miss," asked Cynthia.

"I must fetch Miss Maitland. She will want to read this herself." The secretary stood and went to seek the Headmistress.

A chastened Cynthia was *still* Cynthia, after all, and so she *must* read the letter herself, rather than waiting, like a good girl, for her elders to reavel the contents to her:

"My dear friends at Avendale,

"I fear my Elder Sister and I have run into a bit of trouble and cannot go any further in our Eastward journey. I do not know what is happening, nor do I understand why Elara is suddenly so cautious, but we have seen strange soldierettes abroad of late, and of a manner and mien that is most unsettling. They wear Sithian black, 'tis true, but the insigniae are all wrong, and their demeanor is most cold and hard. Elara murmured a name, 'Darathe,' but would say no more. I wonder what the Crown Princess has done that so fills my sister with concern...

"We are, at present, taking shelter in a farmwife's house and have attired ourselves as dairy maids, per Elara's instructions. For some reason, she fears to be seen by the strange soldierettes, and though I do not like to admit it, I am terrified!

"How I wish I were home at Avendale again, and how I miss you all, my dear Sisters. Think a kind thought for me, and I pray I return safely.

"Yours, in haste,

"Elena Dierrian"

The letter fell from Cynthia's nerveless fingers as she fled the Headmistress' outer office in search of Veronica Bellemont.
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From: Kate Katzban-Beren <kater@xxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Sun Dec 12, 1999 1:28am
Subject: Re: Caitlen to Veronica
  	
Caitlen smiled as Veronica opened her present, the smile broadning as she
saw one cross Veronica's lips as well. Her task completed she turned to
leave and was quite surprised to hear Miss Veronica asking her to stay. The
peanut's looked quite strange, but not wanting to be rude Caitlen dutifully
tried one, finding it to be quite scrumptious indeed! The cola was just the
thing to wash the peanuts down... it was like a regular old feast in Miss
Veronica's room today! In fact, it was all so good... the food... the
companionship... that Caitlen let slip her slight depression as of late,
something quite unusual for her to discuss. She listened as Veronica
offered up ideas on how to better acquaint herself with the others girls and
vowed to try harder. Caitlen sighed softly as Veronica instructed her to
share some stories... for that is exactly what she had done with
Christabel... and then Christabel up and left! And she *had* tried speaking
to Nellie... had even carried her books once... but Nellie seemed to be
completely ignoring her, though Caitlen couldn't figure out what she had
done wrong. And the riding group had sounded like such fun, yet nothing had
ever come out of it... perhaps after the new year it would! Well... that
was all there was too it she supposed. Wait till after the holidays and
hope that things improved. Feeling a bit better knowing that Veronica would
at least help get the ball rolling Caitlen rose and made her way out,
thanking Veronica as she left.
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From: C hristina Baker <christer@xxxx.xxxxxxxxxx.xx.xxx>
Date: Sat Dec 11, 1999 11:14am
Subject: The new girl
  	
[This message contained attachments]
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From: <aaclinkinbeard@xxxxxxx.xxx>
Date: Mon Dec 13, 1999 6:42am
Subject: Lynette to Veronica
  	
Lynette Klaire, br, 17

Lynette caught up to Veronica in the hall right before lunch.
She was glad to see her friend again and had been very
worried about her. She didn't know why Thelma and the
others had not gone to the riding schools. Perhaps Thelma
just didn't want Lynette to escort her?

Lynette would be going home for the holidays this week. She
had noticed many girls had already left. Gently put a card on
the table. Inside of the card there was a picture of two pettes
playing in the snow. The inscription simply read: "Thank you
from the deepest point in my heart. Your Avendale Sister, Lynette Klaire".
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From: <michelegirl@xxxxxxxx.xxx>
Date: Mon Dec 13, 1999 2:40pm
Subject: Re: Michele visits Miss Veronica
  	
Michele returns to her room to begin writing out her lines. The
Schoolgirl Alphabet ten times! "This is going to take forever" she
thought to herself, "the worst is that I have to turn it into Miss
Throckmorton, I'll be caned for sure!"
The 13 year old began to write, "A is Attention--what mistresses claim...

Michele Lea, age 13, brunette.
1318
	

From: <headmistress@xxxxxxxxx.xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx)>
Date: Thu Dec 16, 1954 6:59am
Subject: Nativity Holiday
  	
The school is officially on its Nativity Holiday from today, although I
know many girls living at distances have left already to get to their homes
in time.

For those still here, Miss Jones will be arranging a rather delightful
treat before you leave.

Girls are very welcome to continue to write to the school about their
holiday adventures at their homes in various parts of Aristasia.

Have a very happy holiday all of you, and we shall look forward to seeing
you again in 1955.

Dorothea Maitland
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From: Kadorienne <eve@xxxxxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Thu Dec 16, 1999 4:10pm
Subject: Veronica and Miss Throckmorton
  	
Veronica assembled several Southern delicacies in a basket and took
them to Miss Throckmorton's sitting room. She was admitted by the
uniformed maidservant, a girl who looked very timid, and small wonder if
she worked for Miss Throckmorton.

"Veronica!" Miss Throckmorton smiled as she entered. "I've been
looking forward to our tea. The iced tea is ready."

Veronica chuckled a little. "Wonderful! Let me lay these things
out." She pulled from her basket sourdough rolls, a jar of artichoke
relish one of her grandmothers had made, and a few other items. Last was
a small wrapped parcel which she held out to the mistress.

"Merry Christmas, Miss Throckmorton," she said with a smile.

"Blessed child!" the mistress said, more pleased at the sign of
appreciation than at the actual book. She unwrapped it and found it was
a volume of the poems of Emily Bronte.

"I didn't know she wrote poetry as well as fiction until I came
across a quotation of hers recently," Veronica explained, "and I liked
the quotation."

"Excellent choice, dear girl," the mistress said as she turned the
pages. "And very unusual, as well."

Veronica began serving the mistress' plate. As she cut a slice of a
rather lumpy light brown cake, Miss Throckmorton asked, "What is that?"

"These are made in a bakery near where GrandNetty lived. They're
called 'uggly cakes'."

"Well named," the mistress remarked.

"Yes, but delicious."

Miss Throckmorton took a small bite of the unprepossessing stuff and
smiled again. "Indeed it is! With such sweetness, one could forgo
appearances." She picked up her glass and gave the prefect a sympathetic
look. "I am sorry for your loss, Veronica."

Veronica smiled sadly. "Everyone's been so nice. But truly, I am
glad that Grand'Netty's long illness is over. It was hard on
GrandLondie." She smiled a little. "On that side of the family, I'm the
only grandchild."

"You must have been spoiled," Miss Throckmorton remarked with
amusement.

"A little," Veronica admitted, "but I hope it didn't take. Anyhow,
GrandLondie wanted me by her side the whole time I was home. I hope I
was a comfort to her."

"I'm certain you were." The literature mistress felt certain that
the presence of such a powerful young brunette would indeed be a solace
to a blonde widow.

Veronica chuckled suddenly. "Everyone went over a lot of old family
stories, some of which I'd forgotten. GrandLondie is a perfect example
of a blonde Southern lady, but she has just the smallest streak of
mischief in her."

The mistress raised an amused eyebrow. "Really?"

"Yes, and it would come out at unexpected times. One story she told
while I was home was about when she was my age. There were some sort of
rough brunettes in her class who were usually the first ones in the
classroom, and they would always grab chalk from the tray and throw it
on the floor when they came in. It made a terrible mess, of course. For
months the mistress tried to discover who was throwing the chalk, but no
one would tattle -- schoolgirl honor, you know. Then one day,
GrandLondie and her blonde friend Doris happened to be the first two
into the room. GrandLondie had a sudden impulse; she picked up a piece
of chalk and told Doris, 'I'll do it if you will.' They each threw some
chalk onto the floor, and just then the headmistress walked in."

They both laughed at that. "I suppose your GrandLondie and her
friend were blamed for the entire year's worth of chalk throwing,
weren't they?"

"Of course. They told the headmistress that was the first time
they'd done it, and she said, 'That's what they all say.'" They laughed
some more, and then quietly savored their tea for a moment. Then
Veronica decided it was time to take the brunette cow by the horns. She
put her glass down and reached into the basket again, removing a folded
sheet of paper, and extended it to the mistress. "Miss Throckmorton,
Michele Lea tacked this onto the school bulletin board, along with a
confession that she snooped in your office and a call for all Avendale
pupils to try to persuade you to stay with us."

Miss Throckmorton took the paper. It was the rough draft she had
written of her letter to her sister Olivia. She frowned.

"I assigned Michele an impot, which she will turn in to you with a
letter of apology. Since you were the injured party, I thought you might
prefer to handle the corporal portion of her punishment yourself."
Veronica placed her hands on the table and leaned forward, her eyes
intense. "Miss Throckmorton, I think that you are a wonderful teacher.
What can I do to persuade you not to leave Avendale?"

Miss Throckmorton studied the girl for a moment. It was clear that
the prefect genuinely wanted her to stay. Then she smiled.

"As it so happens, the school I was considering moving to has
already persuaded me to stay. After viewing that dreadful place, I am
happy to return to Avendale."

Veronica relaxed back into her chair. "Oh, I'm so glad! I would have
been so sorry to lose you. And a lot of other girls would have, as well.
We lost so many girls at once that I think that the danger of losing you
made a lot of girls lose their faith in Avendale."

Miss Throckmorton raised her glass of tea in a jaunty toast. "Then
we shall have to restore it, my dear girl."


Veronica Bellemont, brunette, 16
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From: Miss Joans <MissJoans@xxxxxxxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Fri Dec 17, 1999 8:51am
Subject: The Star Fairy
  	
To the pupils of Avendale,

Girls, in honour of the Yuletide season, the Llangollen Museum of
Art has arranged a special exhibition for us. It is a collection of
pictures of the Star Fairy who on Christmas brings presents for good
blondes and brunettes. So all of you, accompany me to
http://belladonna.org/starfairy.html.

Miss Elizabeth Joans, blonde, mistress
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From: <EMTSavinLives@xxx.xxx>
Date: Wed Dec 29, 1999 11:56am
Subject: Gillian's Return From the Holidays
  	
Gillian Roche'
Brunette
13

Gillian was excited when the limo pulled up to the brunette dormitory. She
quickly gathered her things and entered the large wooden doors. Upon
entering her room she wandered over to her desk and gently placed a sculpture
of a horse. Gillian labored over this horse the entire holiday recess.
Hopefully Miss Jones will examine, and approve of, Gillian's hard work.
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From: <michelegirl@xxxxxxxx.xxx>
Date: Tue Jan 4, 2000 4:46pm
Subject: returning soon...
  	
To all at Avendale,

I hope everyone is enjoying their holidays. I will be back from Mother's
in a few days. Until then take care!

Michele Lea, age 13, brunette.
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From: Kate Katzban-Beren <kater@xxxxx.xxxx>
Date: Tue Jan 11, 2000 10:25pm
Subject: Caitlen returns from the holidays
  	
The car carrying Caitlen Ramsey Ash pulled up outside the entrance to the brunette dormitory at 3 p.m. The air was still crisp and her breath escaped her in short puffs of steam as she exited the car, collected her baggage, and headed towards the doors. Glancing around she noticed that the grounds looked quite empty yet, many of the girls most likely had not returned so soon. Caitlen, in fact, had planned on staying home a while longer, but her brunette mother was called away unexpectedly on business and her blonde mother had desired to accompany her. As such Caitlen had been packed up and shipped off at once, and hence found herself back at Avendale. Caitlen wondered who else had returned as she trudged up the stairs, laden with a full set of baggage. She hadn't left Avendale with quite so much stuff, but her mothers had given her so many gifts this year, as well as a good deal of sweets to bring back. As she entered her room Caitlen glanced at her watch... plenty of time to get unpacked before supper. And so she went upon that mundane task, changed into her uniform, and prepared for dinner, before heading down to the dining hall to see who else was around.

-Caitlen Ramsey Ash, brunette, 15
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From: <Kitten1776@a...>
Date: Mon Jan 24, 2000 8:01am
Subject: Where is everyone?
  	
Alexis takes a break from her book to get up and stretch. She thinks it odd
that the blonde dormitory is so quiet. She looks out the window at the fresh
snow on the grounds...It looks so beautiful. Nearly untouched, except for
perhaps some bunny tracks here and there.

She heads out into the hallway to look for a familiar face. It is so quiet.
She sees a couple of younger blonde girls further down the hall giggling, but
she doesn't recognize them.

Alexis wonders where everyone is and why things are so quiet.

Alexis Harrington, 15, blonde
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From: Kate Katzban-Beren <kater@f...>
Date: Mon Jan 24, 2000 5:43pm
Subject: Re: Where is everyone?
  	
Caitlen Ramsey Ash gazed out the window of her room in the brunette
dormitory. The snow was falling in soft gentle flakes that shimmerd and
shone as they drifted lazily down. The site was too good to resist and
pulling on her warmest winter close she fled the dullness of the quiet
brunette dormitory for a winter-romp. Dashing out of the dormitory she
almost knocked over two younger brunettes. she implored them to no end to
join her, shouting loudly to all that could hear what a wonderful day it was
for a trek through the woods. Falling to the ground on her back before the
blonde dormitory, Caitlen made a snow angel in the freshly fallen snow. It
was then that she noticed Alexis peering out a window of the blonde
dormitory. Waving frantically and jumping up and down Caitlen emplored the
younger girl to join her in the snow.

-Caitlen Ramsey Ash, brunette, 15
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From: <aaclinkinbeard@h...>
Date: Mon Jan 24, 2000 11:35pm
Subject: RE: Where is everyone?
  	
Lynette Klaire, br, 17

Lynette finally put away all her belongings
and stretched her arms out wide. The train
trip was exhausting and what she desperately
needed now was a good walk in the brisk air.
She gathered her things and walked out side.
As she rounded the corner she burst out laughing!
There was Caitlen lying in the snow making angels!
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From: Kate Katzban-Beren <kater@f...>
Date: Mon Jan 24, 2000 11:43pm
Subject: Re: RE: Where is everyone?
  	
Caitlen heard the laughter before she saw the shadowy figure of Lynette
standing above her. Jumping to her feet she tossed a snowball at the as-yet
unsnowcovered brunette. "Lynette! I didn't know you were back! Isn't the
snow wonderful? I was trying to get a group together to go for a trek in
the woods but none of the younger girls seem to want to accompany me! Look,
Alexis is up in the blonde dormitory. Let's kidnap her for a spell and go
off on an adventure!"

-Caitlen Ramsey Ash, brunette, 15
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From: <Carriebink@a...>
Date: Tue Jan 25, 2000 5:33am
Subject: RE: Where is everyone?[Avendale] RE: Where is everyone?
  	
Carrie Binks arrives at Avendale. The holidays are not over, but her cousins
with whom she has been staying have left the country, so she must return
early. She is delighted to find the School is not deserted. Several girls are
playing in the snow. She drops her cases and throws a snowball at Caitlen.

Caroline Veleda-Binks, brunette, 14
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From: Kate Katzban-Beren <kater@f...>
Date: Tue Jan 25, 2000 1:27pm
Subject: Snowball fight!
  	
Distracted as she was tossing a snowball at Lynette Caitlen failed to
notices Carrie sneaking up behind her armed with a snowball. As the
cold round ball landed squarly across her back she fell forward in mock
agony, quickly grabbing up a handfull of snow and launching it at
Carrie!
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From: <michelegirl@m...>
Date: Tue Jan 25, 2000 1:56pm
Subject: avoiding Miss Veronica
  	
Michele walks from her room hoping that Miss Veronica is still away.
Before the holiday break, Michele was assigned a writing punnishment
for entering Miss Throckmorton's room and reading a letter. Miss Veronica
assigned her a writing of the Schoolgirl's Alphabet to be copied TEN times!
It took the 13 year old Michele many hours to complete, but while on her way
back to Avendale, the pages blew out the window of the train! She must now
write the whole thing over again. Not only that, but when Miss Throckmorton
returns, Michele is to report to HER for any punnishments which she may wish
to impose. Usually a Miss Throckmorton punnishment is followed by days of
uncomfortable sitting!
The school seems deserted, perhaps all will be forgotten and forgiven
when the two women return...?

Michele Lea, age 13, brunette.
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From: <Kitten1776@a...>
Date: Tue Jan 25, 2000 11:01am
Subject: Re: Where is everyone?
  	
In a message dated 1/24/00 6:49:16 PM Eastern Standard Time, kater@f...
writes:

<< It was then that she noticed Alexis peering out a window of the blonde
dormitory. Waving frantically and jumping up and down Caitlen emplored the
younger girl to join her in the snow. >>

Alexis sat staring out the window at the falling snowflakes when she saw a
brunette waving frantically up to her. Squinting, Alexis finally could make
out the face of Caitlen, who at this point was making snow angels. Alexis
quickly put on her "snow gear" and ran out to join her friend. By the time
she got outside, Lynette and Carrie had also arrived, and before they knew it
they had a rousing snowball fight on their hands. The girls played and
played for what seemed like ages. They were soon all covered with snow from
head to toe, and Alexis was soon chilled all through.

"Say, would you girls like to go inside and warm up with some tea or hot
cocoa?" Alexis queried.


Alexis Harrington, 15, blonde
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From: <aaclinkinbeard@h...>
Date: Wed Jan 26, 2000 0:46am
Subject: The snow angels!
  	
Lynette Klaire, br, 17

Lynette thought the idea of hot chocolate
with marshmallows would be heavenly! The
smiling troop of rosy cheeks and noses
stormed the kitchen. Cook graciously
whipped up some of the most heavenly hot
chocolate Lynette had ever had in her life.
Lynette asked the other girls what their
holidays were like and listened to all
the wonderful stories!
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From: <Kitten1776@a...>
Date: Wed Jan 26, 2000 10:18am
Subject: Re: The snow angels!
  	
In a message dated 1/26/00 1:46:46 AM Eastern Standard Time,
aaclinkinbeard@h... writes:

<< Lynette asked the other girls what their
holidays were like and listened to all
the wonderful stories! >>

As Alexis sipped the fragrant hot chocolate (topped with a giant marshmallow,
of course!), she told the other girls of her holidays at home with her mums.
As she has no sisters, she was just a little spoiled by her mums, as they
were so glad to have her home for the holidays. This was Alexis' first time
away at school, so it made going home for the holidays that much more
special. She received some stunning new skirts and blouses from her mums, as
well as some sweetly scented candles (Alexis loves candles!). She thought
she might have to check with Miss Annalinde before burning them, though. She
also received a new wooden hairbrush and some ribbons for her long blonde
hair. Her blonde mum also gave her a special treat -- 2 new pretty
lipsticks! It made Alexis feel so grown up!

Alexis also told the girls of her visit to her aunts and cousins. They had a
merry meal together, and she and her 2 cousins had fun playing some new board
games and sipping hot chocolate to their hearts' content.

All in all, Alexis conceded that she did have a grand time at home for the
holidays.

Alexis Harrington, 15, blonde
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From: <aaclinkinbeard@h...>
Date: Fri Jan 28, 2000 0:28am
Subject: Invitation to an outing...
  	
Dear Caitlen,

I had a wonderful time playing in the snow
and drinking hot chocolate the other day! Would you
like to take a taxi into town for tea and a matinee
tomorrow afternoon? We could meet up in the library
after lunch and then go from there. If you run into
some of the other girls please invite them as well.

Warmly,
Lynette Klaire br, 17
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From: michele L <michelegirl@m...>
Date: Fri Jan 28, 2000 6:57pm
Subject: Re: Nellie's hallucinations
  	
Michele is sitting in the library looking through a large picture book filled with the work of her favortie artist, Veronica Van Gogh,
when she noticed Alexis come in. Though in some of the same classes, Michele never really met Alexis, but now hoped she could somehow help the 15 year old blonde feel better. Something must have happened to make her look so sad.
Michele walks over to the table where Alexis has just seated herself.
"Hi Alexis, is everything alright? I couldn't help but notice that you look like you are upset. Is there anything I can do?....

Michele Lea, age 13, brunette.
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From: Kate Katzban-Beren <kater@f...>
Date: Fri Jan 28, 2000 10:12pm
Subject: Re: The snow angels!
  	
Caitlen sipped delicately at the steaming hot chocolate and recounted the tale of her holidays. They had been magnificent, as always. Her mothers have many business acquaintances over for the holidays and so the house is always done up quite ornately. Caitlen had helped to decorate the tree with her favorite ornaments. Each year it was tradition for Caitlen to recieve one ornament as a gift to place on the tree. This year the ornament was an exquisite crystal horse. Caitlen was so glad to be able to see her own horse, Cinnamon, that she had ridden her at least once every day and, whenever possible, twice. Caitlen asked Lynette if she still planned on looking into the riding group because Caitlen would so love to ride while here at Avendale. For the rest of her gifts she recieved many fine blouses, skirts, one *very* fancy dress which she wore at christmas dinner and many of her brunette mother's colleagues had said made her look wuite dashing *blush*. Her favorite present of all was a startling neck
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From: Kate Katzban-Beren <kater@f...>
Date: Fri Jan 28, 2000 10:14pm
Subject: Re: Invitation to an outing...
  	
Dear Lynette,

That sounds brilliant! I will meet you in the library tomorrow afternoon and if I should run into Alexis or anyone else I will be sure to invite her!

-Caitlen Ramsey Ash, brunette, 15
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From: Kate Katzban-Beren <kater@f...>
Date: Sun Jan 30, 2000 2:22pm
Subject: stories told over hot chocolate
  	
Apparently the end got cut off on the first send....


Her favorite present of all was a startling necklace her blonde mother had picked up for her while overseas. It had a very delicate chain of white gold with a large (well, large to a fifteen year old girl, anyway) diamond, flanked on either side by a ruby. It sparkled and shone with such brilliance that Caitlen could hardly stadnd to put it down. Her mothers had forbade her to bring it back to school, as it was quite expensive and they feared she would lose it. Unfortunately, her trip had been cut rather short when her brunette mother was called away on business on which her blonde mother wished to accompany her. And so Caitlen was packed back up with a ton of extra sweets and some nice new clothes and shipped back to Avendale.

-Caitlen Ramsey Ash, brunette, 15
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From: <aaclinkinbeard@h...>
Date: Sun Jan 30, 2000 10:42pm
Subject: In the library...
  	
Lynette was on her way to read up on horseback
riding when she noticed Alexis. She looked quite
sad and thinking back to the recent events it
was easy to understand. Lynette felt such
sympathy for her. She quietly sat down with
Alexis and Michele. “ Is there anything I can
do for you Alexis?”

Lynette listened to Alexis speak of her friend Nellie
and the closeness they shared. After a while Lynette
smiled softly and told them that she was escorting some
of the other girls into town today. “ Alexis, I do not
know if you feel like going. If you would rather stay
here I understand, but we would love your company.”

Lynette winked at Michele hoping she would back her up.
“ Alexis, you do know, if you don’t go then you’ll leave
us poor brunettes all out there alone with no blonde!”
Lynette half- swooned and batted her eyelashes so dramaticly
Alexis giggled. “ Alexis, please come along with us.
I think that Michele and Caitlen will accompany us. Carrie
and when we catch her we can ask her to go as well!” ]

Lynette Klaire, br, 17
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From: <Kitten1776@a...>
Date: Mon Jan 31, 2000 4:29am
Subject: Re: In the library...
  	
In a message dated 1/30/00 11:43:49 PM Eastern Standard Time,
aaclinkinbeard@h... writes:

<< Lynette winked at Michele hoping she would back her up.
â€œ Alexis, you do know, if you donâ€™t go then youâ€™ll leave
us poor brunettes all out there alone with no blonde!â€
Lynette half- swooned and batted her eyelashes so dramaticly
Alexis giggled. â€œ Alexis, please come along with us.
I think that Michele and Caitlen will accompany us. Carrie
and when we catch her we can ask her to go as well!â€ ] >>

"I would love to go, thank you." Alexis said as she wiped her eyes, thankful
for being in a place with such wonderful, caring friends. "Thank you both
for trying to cheer me up."

Alexis Harrington, 15, blonde
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From: michele L <michelegirl@m...>
Date: Mon Jan 31, 2000 1:19pm
Subject: Re: In the library...
  	
Michele was thrilled that Lynette would be so nice as to reach out to Alexis.
Returning the wink to Lynette: "That sounds like a wonderful idea, come on Alexis let's go
into town with Lynette and the girls!"
Lynette and Michele noticed a slight look of happiness come over Alexis' face...

Michele Lea, age 13, brunette.
--
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From: Kate Katzban-Beren <kater@f...>
Date: Tue Feb 1, 2000 0:31am
Subject: trip to town
  	
At the prescribed time Caitlen made her way to the library to meet up with Lynette. She hoped Lynette had been able to locate Alexis and Michele as she herself had not seen either girl in over a day. Seeing as it was still holiday break and the girls were heading off to town Caitlen dressed in one of her fine new skirts and blouses, applying a hint of tasteful makeup. She did *so* love getting done up. As she rounded the corner to the library Caitlen nearly walked straight into Lynette who, along with Michele, was accompanying Alexis.

"Ah! There you are! So glad you found Alexis and Michele. Is Carrie around?

-Caitlen
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From: <aaclinkinbeard@h...>
Date: Tue Feb 1, 2000 3:51pm
Subject: Catching Carrie…
  	
Lynette blinked. “Wow! Caitlen you look great!
I hadn’t thought that we could wear regular
clothes to town?” Lynette saw Alexis also
noticed the extra effort Caitlen put in her
appearance.

As they stood there in silence Carrie flew by
breaking the land speed record! Unfortunately,
for to book of world records, Carrie was intercepted!

"Where are you going Carrie?" Michele asked.
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From: <Carriebink@a...>
Date: Tue Feb 1, 2000 11:23am
Subject: No Subject
  	
Carrie decided to make a fast, semi-legal trip to the blonde's dormitory to
see if *any one* was about. Half way there she was intercepted by Michele.

"Where are you going?" she asked.

"Just seeing if any one was about. Now I've seen!" she said. "Where are you
going?"

"We are taking a taxi into town soon. Are you coming?"

"Invite me."

"You're invited."

"I'm coming."

"Come on then."

"I say, you aren't all in uniform? Is that all right?"

"Well, term hasn't started yet."

"All right. Let me change too."

"Don't be long."

"I never am."

In as short time Carrie reappeared in a smart black jacket and skirt with
white blouse and black chiffon neckscarf. She looked surprisingly debonair.

"There," she said, "I wasn't long, was I?"



Caroline Veleda-Binks, br, 14
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From: Kate Katzban-Beren <kater@f...>
Date: Tue Feb 1, 2000 10:07pm
Subject: Re: Catching Carrie…
  	
Caitlen smiled softly as Lynette complimented her outfit and bowed slightly to Alexis in greeting. "Well, it *is* still break Lynette, I don't think we need to go traipsing about in school uniform when school hasn't officially started yet, besides, have any of you actually seen a teacher yet?" Just then Caitlen noticed a whirlwind of a Carrie rushing toward the quartet and deftly moved out of the way before being bowled over. "Just in time Carrie! The Taxi's about to arrive." The girls all chatted amiably as they awaited Carrie's return and Caitlen noticed that Alexis' spirits seemed to have picked up a bit. Just as Carrie arrived, looking smart as ever, the taxi pulled up and the group of girls huirried to get inside!

-Caitlen Ramsey Ash, brunette, 15
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From: <aaclinkinbeard@h...>
Date: Wed Feb 2, 2000 1:04am
Subject: In the taxi
  	
The younger brunettes flocked to the taxi excitedly.
Lynette noticed that Alexis stood at the steps shyly.
Gracefully, she opened the door for Alexis. Lynette,
being the oldest, felt she should show a good example.
Alexis’ polite smile of thanks caught her by surprise.
Perhaps Alexis was feeling a bit brighter. Lynette
certainly hoped so.

Leaving the school grounds, the cab was full of excited
chatter. This was the first time any of them had been
into town sense being back. Michele and Carrie debated
if they should go to the tearoom or the soda fountain
before the movie. Caitlen suggested the tearoom was
better for tea after the movie. Lynette smiled mysteriously
and asked them “Can you guess the name of the movie?”
She let everyone have a chance guessing before she would
agree to tell them…
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From: <Kitten1776@a...>
Date: Wed Feb 2, 2000 3:54am
Subject: Re: In the taxi
  	
Alexis surely was feeling her spirits lifted, after all, she was in the
company of a cab-full of kind brunettes! She felt very excited to be on this
outing, and she couldn't help but smile when Lynette held the door to the
taxi for her.

The girls chatted excitedly about where they should go once they arrived in
town. Alexis was thrilled about the prospect of seeing a movie, although she
couldn't even venture a guess as to what movie Lynette had in mind for them
to see!

Alexis hoped that they might get to go to the soda shop after the movie. She
thought that sounded like such fun!

Alexis Harrington, blonde, 15
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From: Kate Katzban-Beren <kater@f...>
Date: Wed Feb 2, 2000 5:56pm
Subject: Re: In the taxi
  	
Caitlen glanced around the taxi at the other girls, wondering if anyone might know what was playing at the theatre, she herself had no idea!

-Caitlen Ramsey Ash, brunette, 15
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From: <aaclinkinbeard@h...>
Date: Fri Feb 4, 2000 11:15am
Subject: At the movies
  	
Lynette smiled brightly and said “ This week
there is a choice of two movies. The first
movie showing is A Farewell to Arms. It is a
tender, passionate interpretation of
Hemingway's story about a soldier who loves
a nurse so much that she will do anything to
be with her. It stars Helen Hayes and Carrie Grant.

The second movie is A Night at the Opera with
the Marx sisters. How about we call a vote for
the one we want to see? ” Lynette smiled and
asked Alexis, Carrie, Caitlin, and Michele what
movie they preferred.

Lynette Klaire, br, 17
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From: <Kitten1776@a...>
Date: Fri Feb 4, 2000 10:07am
Subject: Re: At the movies
  	
In a message dated 2/4/00 12:18:32 PM Eastern Standard Time,
aaclinkinbeard@h... writes:

<< How about we call a vote for
the one we want to see? â€ Lynette smiled and
asked Alexis, Carrie, Caitlin, and Michele what
movie they preferred. >>

Alexis chimed in, "Oh, they both sound wonderful! I'm sure I would enjoy
both! I do think that the romance movie, A Farewell to Arms, does sound
engaging."

Alexis Harrington, 15, blonde
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From: <Carriebink@a...>
Date: Sat Feb 5, 2000 6:40am
Subject: No Subject
  	
Carrie considered the question of the two films.

"I vote for the comedy," she said. "I saw *A Night in Casablanca* over the
hols and it was very funny.

"I don't vote very *hard*, though, because I am sure the romantic film
would be delightful too. I mean, blonde stuff really, I suppose, but I must
confess -- well, I'd be happy with either film."

Caroline Veleda-Binks, br,14
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From: michele L <michelegirl@m...>
Date: Sat Feb 5, 2000 7:17pm
Subject: Re: At the movies
  	
Michele smiles and says that she'd most like to see "A Farewell to Arms", but the Marx Sisters would be fine with her as well. In her old school, Michele was supposed to read A Farewell to Arms, but did not, so she is looking forward to seeing the movie.

Michele Lea, age 13, brunette.
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From: Kate Katzban-Beren <kater@f...>
Date: Sun Feb 6, 2000 10:12am
Subject: Re: At the movies
  	
"Oh! I vote for "A Farewell to Arms," it sounds lovely."

-Caitlen, brunette, 15
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From: <aaclinkinbeard@h...>
Date: Mon Feb 7, 2000 10:12pm
Subject: refreshments anyone?
  	
Lynette went up to claim the tickets for
“ A Farewell to Arms”. She hoped the other
girls would enjoy it as much ash she did
when she first saw it. On the way in she
asked if they should stop for refreshments
or wait for the intermission?

Lynette Klaire, br, 17
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From: <aaclinkinbeard@h...>
Date: Mon Feb 7, 2000 10:13pm
Subject: Refreshments anyone?
  	
Lynette went up to claim the tickets
for “ A Farewell to Arms”. She hoped
the other girls would enjoy it as much
as she did when she first saw it. On
the way in she asked if they should stop
for refreshments or wait for the intermission?

Lynette Klaire, br, 17
1359
	

From: <Kitten1776@a...>
Date: Tue Feb 8, 2000 0:19pm
Subject: Re: Refreshments anyone?
  	
In a message dated 2/7/00 11:24:41 PM Eastern Standard Time,
aaclinkinbeard@h... writes:

<< Lynette went up to claim the tickets
for â€œ A Farewell to Armsâ€. She hoped
the other girls would enjoy it as much
as she did when she first saw it. On
the way in she asked if they should stop
for refreshments or wait for the intermission? >>

Alexis was so very excited to be going to the movies! She could hardly wait
to get in the theatre, and for the lights to begin to dim...

"Of course we must get refreshments now! What is a movie without popcorn?"

Alexis Harrington, 15, blonde
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From: Kate Katzban-Beren <kater@f...>
Date: Tue Feb 8, 2000 6:34pm
Subject: Re: Refreshments anyone?
  	
Caitlen smiled as she noticed how excited Alexis was, this whole trip seemed to be taking her mind off more depressing matters. Caitlen wholeheartedly agreed that popcorn and sodas were required. Using some of the spending money her mothers had sent her off with, she purchased a large tub of popcorn for all the girls to share, as well as a coke and red licorice for herself. She showed the girls how she liked to bite the ends off of the licorice and use it as a straw! "Would anyone else like a licorice?" she asked, laughing softly at the shocked look on Alexis' face.

-Caitlen Ramsey Ash, brunette, 15
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From: <aaclinkinbeard@h...>
Date: Fri Feb 11, 2000 1:20pm
Subject: the lights go down...
  	
The theater lights dimmed, and Lynette took
a long drink of cassis soda through her
special “straw”. She loved this movie very
much. The bittersweet romance between the
blond nurse and her impulsive brunette was
fantastic. Most of all, Lynette enjoyed
thinking that a brunette could be very
impulsive when in love!

When the tragic scene came up Lynette could
not hold back a tear or two. She noticed
Alexis and Caitlen were sniffling and gently
handed them both one of the extra tissues
she brought. It was a sad movie. Lynette’s
blond mother had told her “ When a girl can
feel empathy for the pain of other girls then
it is a sign of her emotional maturity and health.”

Lynette Klaire, br, 17
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From: michele L <michelegirl@m...>
Date: Sun Feb 13, 2000 2:35pm
Subject: Re: the lights go down...
  	
Michele bought a large sized popcorn so that all of the girls could have some if they wished. The movie was really good and everyone seemed to be enjoying it.
About an hour into it, Michele felt that she had to go to the girls room, and asked if anyone wanted anything from the snack counter...

Michele Lea, age 13, brunette.
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From: <michelegirl@m...>
Date: Tue Feb 15, 2000 6:22pm
Subject: Miss Veronica.
  	
As the movie played, Michele couldn't help but think about Miss Veronica
and how she might have liked to come along to see it with the girls.
During a quiet moment she leaned over to the other girls and asked:
"Have any of you seen Miss Veronica around school lately?"

Michele Lea, age 13, brunette.
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From: <Kitten1776@a...>
Date: Wed Feb 16, 2000 0:16pm
Subject: Re: Miss Veronica.
  	
In a message dated 2/15/00 7:26:30 PM Eastern Standard Time,
michelegirl@m... writes:

<< As the movie played, Michele couldn't help but think about Miss Veronica
and how she might have liked to come along to see it with the girls.
During a quiet moment she leaned over to the other girls and asked:
"Have any of you seen Miss Veronica around school lately?" >>

Alexis was as perplexed at Michele. "No, I haven't seen her, or Miss
Annalinde either! Even the mistresses seem to be hidden away. I guess
everyone is really bogged down with work lately. I do hope we'll start
hearing from them all soon! Even Georgiana has been quiet!"

Alexis Harrington, 15, blonde
1365
	

From: Kate Katzban-Beren <kater@f...>
Date: Wed Feb 16, 2000 6:04pm
Subject: Re: Miss Veronica.
  	
Caitlen shook her head in the negaitive. "No! I've hardly seen anyone around, Avendale is like a ghost town." then sat back to enjoy the end of the film. The girls stayed through the last of the credits, then rose from their seats and stretched. "What a marvelous show," Cait said "now shall we go for tea?"

Caitlen Ramsey Ash, brunette, 15
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From: <Elaryn@a...>
Date: Wed Feb 16, 2000 5:13pm
Subject: Elena Reminisces
  	
Elena Dierrian, blonde, almost 14

Elena was cold. The cold seemed almost a living thing. It pressed upon her
consciousness and never truly left her conscious mind. Her elder sister
huddled beside her, nursing a wicked sword wound to her left shoulder. For
the moment, the young brunette slept.

Elena was determined to be brave, no matter what happened next, but she could
not help but allow her thoughts to drift back to Avendale. Holiday must be
over by now, she thought wistfully, and the girls will be back in class
again. Oh! To sit at those desks again! To walk the panelled halls and
share girlish confidences! To take one's place in at the head of the
classroom and recite poetry or read aloud! Elena had loved Avendale from the
moment she first espied it from the limousine, but now it seemed a kind of
heaven. Shall I ever see it again?

She had a vision, just then, of several charming girls sitting at a movie
theatre, enjoying an up-to-date film. She wondered how her friend Georgina
fared. And had Miss Veronica Bellemont, the brunette prefect, ever pressed
her suit of the fair Elspeth Elsvetta? And what of lovely Miss Annalinde?

Elena sighed and snuggled closer to her sister. For now, at least, the sword
slash did not bleed. Darathe, she thought, oh, Darathe, how *could* you?
This is all because of your perfidy, and I cannot begin to imagine how this
will all turn out. Oh, Dea, please, *please* let Elara be all right, and
somehow, please let the girls at Avendale know I am thinking of them...

Amen...
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From: michele L <michelegirl@m...>
Date: Thu Mar 2, 2000 5:21pm
Subject: Re: [Avendale] test
  	
Michele notices a post to Avendale from Alicia.
This is the first sign of life here in quite a while. It has been rather lonely for the thirteen year old, wandering the halls, and reading in the empty library. She even finds herself missing the strictness of Miss Throckmorton and of course Miss Veronica guiding hand.
With a sigh, Michele heads back to her dorm, hoping to maybe see Alicia, or anyone else for that matter...

Michele Lea, age 13, brunette
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From:  <>
Date: Mon Mar 6, 2000 4:28pm
Subject: Veronica returns
  	
Veronica got out of the chauffeured limousine and looked at the
buildings of Avendale with contentment. Back at school at last. It
seemed oddly quiet, but she knew that would not last long.

After a moment, Janet climbed out behind her, wearing a burgundy
velvet dress, the nicest dress she had ever had. It had been
Veronica's a few years before, and Veronica's blonde mother Belinda
had insisted on giving it and some of Veronica's other outgrown
clothes to Janet. Janet had also acquired a little more flesh on her
thin frame, the result of an appalling amount of excellent Southern
cooking by the blondes at Bellemont Manor.

The brunette chauffeuse got out and gathered the girls' luggage.
Janet made a half-movement to help her, but stopped herself; during
her stay at Bellemont Manor she had been told repeatedly not to help
servants do whatever they were doing.

The chaffeuse carried all the trunks to Veronica's room, bowed to the
girls and left. Veronica turned to Janet. "Help me unpack my trunks
and then I'll help you with yours. Unless you're tired and would like
to go to your own room."

"No, Miss Veronica, I'd just as soon stay here," Janet replied. When
she left her "big sister's" side, then vacation would really be over.

Veronica looked out her window a moment at the comforting sight of
Old Liza, the clock tower. It was good to see her again. Still, the
grey skies and bare trees were a bit sad to see after the
comparatively warm winters of Georgia. Veronica's eye fell on the
little courtyard on the school grounds, a favorite place for romantic
trysts among Avendale girls. Many pupils had memories associated with
this spot which brought color to their cheeks, and now Veronica was
no exception. It was there that she and Elspeth had said their
farewells before vacation, and exchanged their Yuletide gifts. She
had taken Elspeth's hand and said she would be thinking of her every
moment and asked if Elspeth would think of her a little too, and
their eyes had locked, and Veronica had found herself studying
Elspeth's perfect Cupid's Bow lips. For an instant, she had almost
contemplated… but the thought of touching that delicate mouth with
her own was enough to make her head spin, and she had ended by
kissing Elspeth's hand like an Arcadian gentilmaid before taking her
leave.

"Veronica!"

Veronica's reverie was broken by the sound of several excited girls
pouring into her room. She turned and smiled quickly at Carrie,
Caitlen and Michele.

"Veronica's back! At last!"

"Tell us what you did in Georgia -- I mean Jawja!"

"What did you get for Yuletide?"

"Let us help you unpack!"

The prefect smiled. "Everyone's out of uniform, I see."

"Well, term hasn't started yet. Anyway, that's not a uniform," Carrie
said, pointing to Veronica's red poodle skirt and black blouse.

"Astute observation, Whirlwind Bunny."

"See here, I'm not a bunny anymore!" Carrie protested.

"Maybe we should call you the Road Runner, then. All right, girls.
Help me and Janet unpack and then we'll all go to Del Monte's, shall
we? Are there any blondes to lend a civilizing touch to this company
of rough brunettes?" Veronica asked.

The brunettes, none of whom were the least bit rough, grinned. "No,
Elspeth isn't back yet," Caitlen said slyly. The others watched
Veronica's slight flush with amusement, though this was not nearly as
diverting as the days when the prefect had been reduced to a
stammering klutz by the mere mention of her beloved's name. But those
days were gone; now Veronica had a serene knowledge that her feelings
were, well, not entirely unreturned….

"I think Alexis and Jinjur are the only blondes who are here,"
Michele said, wanting to smooth the moment over.

"All right then. Here, put these in the drawer -- no, I'll get that
trunk myself. Once our things are put away, we'll go find the blondes
and treat them to some ice cream," Veronica said, smiling. She was so
glad to be back.
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From: Kate Katzban-Beren <kater@f...>
Date: Mon Mar 6, 2000 4:34pm
Subject: Re: [Avendale] Veronica returns
  	
The girls were out wandering the avendale grounds, bemoaning the lack of
company when Caitlen spotted a dark limosine pulling up to the brunette
dormitory. "Look," she yelled excitedly, "I wonder who it is." The girls
rushed towards the dormitory in time to get a glimpse of Veronica and Janet,
but they were too far off to catch up to the two before they made their way
inside. Rushing up the stairs of the brunette dormitory the girls chattered
excitedly about the return of Miss Veronica. Coming to the hall Veronica
was housed on the girls paused to straighten their clothing, not wanting to
make a poor impression on their newly-returned prefect. Satisfied that
everyone was up to par they burst excitedly through the door to Miss
Veronica's room.

"You're back! We all missed you, Miss Veronica, and Janet too! How were
your holidays?" No one could wait to speak and the words tumbled from each
girl's mouth in turn. Finally they settled down and began to help Veronica
unpack.

-Caitlen Ramsey Ash, brunette, 15
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From: janet dolan <janetd33@h...>
Date: Tue Mar 7, 2000 1:12pm
Subject: Janet returns
  	
Janet was happy to go back to Avendale.

The vacation at Veronica's was fabulous. She ate wonderful food, slept in a
spacious guest room, got all kinds of clothes, and was treated as one of the
family. Both of Veronica's mothers were very cordial to her and her brunette
mother spent some time reviewing difficult math questions with her.
Janet enjoyed long hours spent walking around the estate and in the library,
reading wonderful books.
She even remembered warmly a very painful 5 minutes spent across Veronica's
knees when she broke a vase running one morning when she felt she was late
for breakfast. Veronica has applied her mother's brush very effectively to
her bottom.

Now she was back. She looked around the now familiar walls and inhaled
deeply.

Back to work, and further on my way to light.
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From: michele lea <michelegirl@m...>
Date: Sun Mar 12, 2000 5:43pm
Subject: Michele visits Miss Veronica
  	
Michele is so happy that more of the girls are
coming back to school. It has been quite lonely
around school with everyone away on holiday.
She arrives at the door of Miss Veronica.
Intending on offering her service to the young
prefect, the thirteen year old brunette finds
Veronica's door open...
Michele knocks softly as she peeks around the
door, and softly says: "Miss Veronica, are you
here?
Getting no answer, Michele enters the room
with the idea of leaving Veronica a note offering her service as an
aide or something
of the like. Miss Veronica must be busy between her studies and her
duties as prefect. Perhaps Miss Veronica could use someone to assist
in some way. It would be a great chance for the young girl to maybe
have a mentor who she can look up to and learn from.
As she finds a pad of paper to write on, Michele notices a beautiful
dress laid out on Miss Veronica's bed. The fabric feels so soft and
smooth. She looks outside the room, nobody is around. Surly if she
slipped the dress on
for just a minute it would not do any harm...
As she pulled the zipper up her back, she saw her reflection in the
mirror. It is the image of a woman, her curves brought out by the cut
of the dress. She noticed the shoes near the closet door and slipped
her feet into them, gaining four inches in height.
As Michele looked backward over her shoulder at
the mirror, she is suddenly startled by the door closing hard!
Michele is surprised to see Miss Veronica staring at her, and
she is not looking very happy.......

Michele Lea, age 13, brunette.
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From:  <>
Date: Sat Mar 25, 2000 6:29pm
Subject: Veronica and Michele
  	
Veronica sighed as she entered her room and saw Michele standing
there in her dress. At the sound, Michele whirled, immediately
looking embarrassed. Knowing there was no way out, she quietly folded
her hands, looked at the floor and waited.

When the prefect said nothing, Michele whispered, "I'm sorry, Miss
Veronica."

"Do you always handle other girls' things without their permission?"

"No, Miss Veronica. I just saw it, and it was so beautiful...."

"Why didn't you wait for me to come back and ask if you could try it
on? I would have let you." Veronica studied the younger girl. "I must
say, it's very becoming to you. You're developing quite a nice
figure, and the cut of that dress certainly brings it out."

Flushing at the compliment, Michele dared to peek up at the prefect.
"Do you really think so?"

"Of course. Now get back into your uniform."

Michele obeyed quickly. Once she was properly uniformed again,
Veronica added, "Hang up my dress while you're at it, honey. Be
careful not to wrinkle it."

With great care, Michele put the dress on a hanger.

"Very good. Now bend over my desk."

The prefect fetched her wooden paddle and briskly raised Michele's
skirt. For the next two minutes she paddled the younger girl, who
pressed her lips together in an effort to endure her punishment
stoically. Veronica then instructed, "Sit down at my desk."

Michele did so gingerly. "Take a pen and write this down," Veronica
ordered. "'I will never handle the property of others without their
express permission.' Do you have that?" Michele nodded mutely. "Good!
On Monday I want to have that three hundred more times, in very neat
handwriting. Understand?"

"Yes, Miss Veronica. Oh, I'm so sorry--"

"Well, you've had your punishment. Now run along."
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From: Jinjur Quinbury <jinjur@a...>
Date: Sat Mar 25, 2000 6:44pm
Subject: Jinjur Talks About History
  	
Jinjur, Carrie, Cynthia Terwillinger, and a few other blondes and
brunettes were enjoying an after-school ice cream soda at Del
Monte's. The talk turned to the assignments of the new term.

"I have to do a paper on the Amazon queen Alexandra the Great,"
Cynthia complained. "It'll be days of research."

"I know a few interesting things about Alexandra the Great," Jinjur
replied.

"You do?" Carrie said, surprised. "I never thought you were a
bluestocking, Jinjur."

Jinjur fluttered her lashes at Carrie, who swallowed. "Of course I'm
not. But I do know a thing or two." She sat up importantly.
"Alexandra the Great had no sense of time."

"Really?"

"Yes. So when she was racing chariots, she couldn't tell how much
time had passed. When it was over, she had to ask. So she had her
advisors, her bluestockings, figure out a way for her to keep track
of time."

"What was it?"

"Well, they figured out that if they soaked a long linen rag in water
and wrapped it around something, each layer took about an hour to
dry. So before she started racing, she would have a wet strip of
linen wrapped around her arm, and she could tell how many hours she
had been in battle by how many layers of the rag were dry."

"How interesting!"

"Yes. They called it 'Alexandra's Rag-time Band.'"

All the other girls booed and threw their napkins at Jinjur.


Jinjur, 16, blonde
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From: michele lea <michelegirl@m...>
Date: Thu Apr 6, 2000 0:22am
Subject: Michele writes her lines assigned by Miss Veronica
  	
As Michele returned to her room, her bottom was still throbbing from
the harsh paddling suffered at the hand of Miss Veronica. She was
somewhat proud of herself in the way she maintained her composure as
the blows rained down upon her backside. Agony though is what she was
feeling now, and it promises to be a very long night as Miss Veronica
also felt the need to impose 300 lines in addition to the
paddling. "I will never handle the property of others without their
express permission."...
"That is a long line, this is going to take forever!" Michele
thought to herself. ... She began to write...
and write....and write....
for over SIX hours and she was finally done.


Michele Lea, age 13, brunette.